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Preface 

The completion of the first stage of the Twickenham Edition in six 
volumes has provided an opportumty of making a new one-volume 
edition of Pope’s entire poetical work, except for the translation of 
Homer Such an edition would have been a formidable undertakmg 
without the labours of the Twickenham editors, whose work upon 
the text, canon, chronologv, and elucidation of Pope’s poetrjj^has 
been put to use at every stage This edition is in a real sense a re- 
duced version of the Twickenham edition The text is the Twicken- 
ham text but without the variant readmgs, without the Latm orig- 
inal of the Imitations of Horace^ without the mock indexes to each 
version pf The Dunciad^ without the poems of doubtful authenticity, 
the 1712 version of The Rape of the Lock^ and a few small pieces in 
volume VI that were subsequently mcorporated in bnger pogms 
The annotation is derived with few exceptions from the Twicken- 
ham annotauon All Pope’s notes are reprmted here m full, but 
without variant readmgs and without mdication of the editions in 
which they are to be found They are designated by the Letter P 
withm squar# brackets, except m The Dunciad where the commen- 
tary IS largely Pope’s When editorial addition has been required 
withm his notes (or m The Dunaad, has been appended to them). 
It has been placed withm diagonal brackets 
The arrangement of the poems posed a problem Pope himself 
never attempted to collect all his verse in a single volume The 
octavo editions of his works published m the last years of his life 
extend to three volumes of poems, the first two of which were 
issued in two parts each In these editions he gjfbuped his poems 
imder the following headings ‘Original Poems written under 25 
years of age’, ‘Translations done at the same time’, ‘Iimtations of 
Enghsh Poets’, ‘Epistles’, ‘Epitaphs’, ‘Epigrams’, and ‘Imitationsr 
of Horace and Dr Donne’ Thus he abandoned the category of 
‘Miscellailies on Several Occasions’, which he had used in the 
Works of 1717, smce all that he chose to reprmt could be found 
without much difficulty in one or other of these new groups 
With only a few mmor poems selected for mclusion, Pope’s 
problem was relatively simple But when Warburton set himself 
to prepare the first collected edition after Pope’s death and decided 
that several more of the shorter pieces should be mcluded, he 
was constrained to restore the category of ‘Miscellanies’ Every 
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subsequent editor has followed this practice, and since this category 
has grown in size m each edition^ it has meant that more and 
more poems have been loosely and lUogically associated in positions 
where they are most easily overlooked and least easily found 

In the Twickenham edition, volume VI,, an attempt was made to 
arrange the mmor poems in chronological order of composition, 
and the titles of the major poems were inserted in their proper 
years Though this arrangement enabled the student to sec both 
the whole range of Pope’s poetical career in perspective and the 
development of his style from 1700 to 1744, besides presenting an 
intermittent but progressive record of his activities, thoughts, and 
feelings, it was an arrangement which could not be adopted for an 
editton of thepoems m a smgie volume To follow the chronological 
order entails separatmg the four Moral Essays and abandoning the 
order which Pope prescribed for them in 173$ and to which readers 
have accordingly grown accustomed Pope also devised what he 
called a ‘proper Order’ for the Imttattons of Horace^ and this was not 
the chronological order 

The order adopted for this volume preserves some features of 
Pope’s categories, yet does not depart so far from llironologicai 
order as to mislead the reader and to destroy all sense of a develop- 
ing career 

In the first section are found all poems written between 1700 
and 1717, the year of Pope’s first collected edition The ‘Imitations 
of Enghsh Poets’ and the ‘Translations and Paraphrases done m 
Youth’ are Pope’s categories, but they have been extended to con- 
tain other authentic poems, of this period, together they indicate 
the sort of prentice work he undertook They are succeeded by the 
Pastorals and later poems written m this period, and a group called 
‘Minor Verse 1700-1717’ What constitutes a ‘major’ poem is a 
decision that has given the editor delight to exercise, and an oppor- 
tumty has been taken m this and the following two sections of 
‘promotmg’ a few poems which have not yet received the criDcal 
attention they deserve 

The second section covers the years 1718-1729 and ends with 
The Dunciad Variorum The relative scarceness of major poems 
m this section is owing to Pope’s long labours on the translation 
of Homer The mmor verse of the period contains several epistles, 
epitaphs, and epigrams, categories which, on a balance of con- 
siderations, were not thought to deserve retaming 
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The major poems of the last section contam the two completed 
parts of what Pope designed as an ‘ethic work m four books’^ that 
IS to say, the Essay on Man and the Moral Essays These are fol- 
lowed by the Imitations of Horace^ and of Donne, ‘m proper Order% 
a few ‘promoted’ poems, and The Dunciad m Four Books 
The date of composition and of pubhcation of each poem is 
briefly indicated below its tide For more precise information on 
this and on other details the reader is referred to the Twickenham 
edition, where he will also find full references to passages quoted in 
the notes An astensk added to the tide of a poem m the hst of 
contents mdicates that the poem was never acknowledged by Pope 
either pubhcly or tacidy, but that its credentials rest on evidence 
set out uj^ the Twickenham edition 

JOHN BUTT 

Edinburgh^ ig6i 
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The Preface of 1717 

I am mclmed to thmk that both the writers of books, and the readers 
of them, are generally not a httle unreasonable m their expecta- 
tions The jfirst seem to fancy that the world must approve whatever 
they produce, and the latter to imagme that authors are obhged 
to please them at any rate Methmks as on the one hand, no single 
man is born with a right of controuhng the opimons of all the rest , 
so on the other, the world has no title to demand, that the whole 
care and time of any particular person should be sacrificed to its 
entertainment Therefore I cannot but beheve that writers and 
readers are under equal obligations, for as much fame, or pleasure, 
as each affords the other 

Every^ one acknowledges, it would be a wild notion to expect 
perfection m any work of man, and yet one would think the 
contrary was taken for granted, by the judgment commonly past 
upon Poems A Critic supposes he has done his part, if he proves a 
writer to have fail’d in an expression, or err’d in any particular 
pomt and can it then be wonder’d at, if the Poets m general seem 
resolv’d not to own themselves m any error? For as long as one 
side will make no allowances, the other will be brought to no 
acknowledgerfients 

I am afraid this extreme zeal on both sides is lU-plac’d, Poetry 
and Cntiasm bemg by no means the universal concern of the world, 
but only the affair of idle men who write in their closets, and of idle 
men who read there 

Yet sure upon the whole, a bad Author deserves better usage 
than a bad Critic for a Writer’s endeavour, for the most part, is to 
please his Readers, and he fails merely through the misfortune of an 
ill judgment, but such a Critic’s is tor put them^ut of humor, a 
design he could never go upon without both that and an ill temper 

I think a good deal may be said to extenuate the fault of bad 
Poets What we call a Genius, is hard to be distmgmsh’d by a man 
himself, from a strong inclmation and if his gemus be ever so 
great, he can not at first discover it any other way, than by givmg 
way to that prevalent propensity which renders him the more 
hable to be mistaken The only method he has, is to make the experi- 
ment by writmg, and appealing to the judgment of others now if 
he happens to write ill (which is certainly no sm m itself) he is 
immediately made an object of ndicule I wish we had the humamty 
to reflect that even the worst authors might, in their endeavour to 
please us, deserve something at our hands We have no cause to 
quarrel with them but for their obstmacy m persistmg to wnte, and 
tius too may admit of alleviating circumstances Their particular 

XXV 
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friends may be either ignorant^, or msmcere, and the rest of the 
world in general is too well bred to shock them with a truth, 
which generally their Booksellers are the first that inform them of 
This happens not nil they have spent too much of their time, to 
apply to any profession which might better fit their talents, and till 
such talents as they have are so far discredited, as to be but of small 
service to them For (what is the hardest case imagmable) the repu- 
tation of a man generally depends upon the fibrst steps he makes in 
the world, and people will estabhsh their opimon of us, from what 
we do at that season when we have least judgment to direct us 
On the other hand, a good Poet no sooner commumcates hi$ 
works with the same desire of information, but it is imagm’d he is 
a vam young creature given up to the ambition of fame, when per- 
haps the poor man is all the while tremblmg with the fear of being 
ndiculous If he is made to hope he may please the world, he falls 
under very unlucky circumstances, for from the moment he prints, 
he must eiqpect to hear no more truth, than if he were a Prmce, or a 
Beauty If he has not very good sense (and mdeed there are twenty 
men of wit, for one man of sense) his livmg thus m a course of 
flattery may put him m no small danger of becoming a Coxcomb 
If he has, he will consequently have so much difiidence, as not to 
reap any great satisfaction from his praise, since iT it be given to 
his face, it can scarce be distmgmsh’d from flattery, and if in his 
absence, it is hard to be certam of it Were he sure to be com- 
mended by the best and most knowmg, he is as sure of being 
env^d by the worst and most ignorant, which are the majority, tor 
It IS with a fine Gemus as with a fine fashion, all those arc displeased 
at It who are not able to follow it And ’tis to be fear’d that esteem 
will seldom do any man so much good, as lU-wiU does him harm 
Then there is a third class of people who make the largest part of 
mankind, those of ordmary or mdifferent capacities, and these (to 
a man) will hate, or suspect him a himdred honest gentlemen will 
dread him as a wit, and a hundred innocent women as a satynst In 
a word, whatever be his fate m Poetry, it is ten to one but he must 
give up all the reasonable aims of hfe for it There are mdeed some 
advantages accrumg from a Gemus to Poetry, and they are all I can 
think of the agreeable power of self-amusement when a man is idle 
or alone, the privilege of bemg admitted mto the best company, 
and the freedom of saymg as many careless thmgs as other people, 
without bemg so severely remark’d upon 
I beheve, if any one, early m his life should contemplate the 
dangerous fate of authors, he would scarce be of their number on 
any consideration The life of a Wit is a warfare upon earth, and 
the present spirit of the learned world is such, that to attempt to 
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serve it (any way) one must have the constancy of a martyr, and a 
resolution to suffer for its sake I could wish people would believe 
what I am pretty certam they will not, that I have been less con- 
cern’d about Fame than I durst declare till this occasion, when 
methinks I should find more credit than I could heretofore since 
my writmgs have had their fate already, and ’tis too late to think 
of prcpossessmg the reader m their favour I would plead it as some 
merit in me, that the world has never been prepared for these 
Trifles by Prefaces, byast by recommendations, dazled with the 
names of great Patrons, wheedled with fine reasons and pretences, 
or troubled with excuses I confess it was want of consideration that 
made me an author, I writ because it amused me, I corrected be- 
cause It was as pleasant to me to correct as to write, and I pubhsh’d 
because J was told I might please such as it was a credit to please 
To what degree I have done this, I am really ignorant, I had too 
much fondness for my productions to judge of them at first, ^d 
too much judgment to be pleas’d with them at last But I have 
reason to think they can have no reputation which will contmue 
long, or which deserves to do so for they have always fallen short 
not only of what I read of others, but even of my own Ideas of 
Poetry 

If any one Should imagme I am not m earnest, I desire him to 
reflect, that the Ancients (to say the least of them) had as much 
Gemus as we, and that to take more pams, and employ more time, 
cannot fail to produce more complete pieces They constantly 
apply’d themselves not only to that art, but to that smgle branch of 
an art, to which their talent was most powerfully bent, and it was 
the busmess of their hves to correct and fimsh their works for 
posterity If we can pretend to have used the same industry, let us 
expect the same immortality Tho’ if we took thp same care, we 
should still he imder a farther misfortune they writ in languages 
that became universal and everlastmg, while ours are extremely 
hmited both in extent, and in duration A mighty foundation for 
our pride* when the utmost we can hope, is but to be read m one 
Island, and to be thrown aside at the end of one Age 

All that is left us is to recommend our productions by the imi- 
tation of the Ancients and it will be found true, that in every age, 
the highest character for sense and learmng has been obtain’d by 
those who have been most mdebted to them For to say truth, what- 
ever IS very good sense must have been common sense in all times, 
and what we call Learnmg, is but the knowledge of the sense of our 
predecessors Therefore they who say our thoughts are not our 
own because they resemble the Ancients, may as well say our faces 
are not our own, because they are like our Facers And indeed it is 
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very unreasonable, that people should expect us to be Scholars, and 
yet be angry to find us so 

I fairly confess that I have serv'd my self all I could by reading, 
that I made use of the judgment of authors ddad and hvmg, tliat I 
omitted no means m my power to be inform'd of my errors, both 
by my friends and enemies But the true reason these pieces are not 
more correct, is owmg to the consideration how short a time they, 
and I, have to hve One may be ashamed to consume half one's 
days in brmging sense and rhyme together, and what Critic can be 
so unreasonable as not to leave a man time enough for any more 
serious employment, or more agreeable amusement ^ 

The only plea I shall use for the favour of the publick, is, that 
I have as great a respect for it, as most authors have for themselves, 
and that I have sacrificed much of my own self-love for its sake, m 
preventing not only many mean thmgs from seemg the hght, but 
many which I thought tolerable I would not be like those Authors, 
who forgive themselves some particular Imes for the sake of a whole 
Poem, and mce versa a whole Poem for the sake of some particular 
hnes I beheve no one qualification is so likely to make a good writer, 
as the power of rejecting his own thoughts, and it must be this (if 
any thmg) that can give me a chance to be one For what I have 
pubhsh'd, I can only hope to be pardon'd, but for what I have 
bum'd, I deserve to be prais'd On this account the world is under 
some obhgation to me, and owes me the justice m return, to look 
upon no verses as mme that are not inserted in this collection And 
perhaps nothmg could make it worth my while to own what are 
really so, but to avoid the imputation of so many dull and immoral 
thmgs, as partly by mahce, and partly by ignorance, have been 
ascribed to me I must farther acquit my self of the presumption of 
havmg lent mymame^ to recommend any Miscellames, or works of 
other men, a thmg I never thought becoming a person who has 
hardly credit enough to answer for his own 

In this office of collectmg my pieces, I am altogether uncertam, 
whether to look upon my self as a man bmlding a monument, or 
burymg the dead ? 

If time shall make it the former, may these Poems (as long as they 
last) remam as a testimony, that their Autlior never made his talents 
subservient to the mean and unworthy ends of Party or self-m- 
terest, the gratification of pubhek prejudices, or private passions, 
the flattery of the undeservmg, or the msult of the unfortxmate If I 
have written well, let it be consider'd that 'tis what no man can do 

^ Pope had not ‘lent his name’ to a Miscellany, but he was engaged at 
this time in editing, anonymously, a volume entitled Poems on Several 
Occasions 



XXIX 


THE PREFACE OF I717 

Without good sense, a quality that not only renders one capable of 
being a good writer, but a good man And if I have made any 
acquisition m the opmion of any one under the notion of the former, 
let it be contmued tome imder no other title than that of the latter 

But if this publication be only a more solemn funeral of my 
Remains, I desire it may be known that I die in charity, and in 
my senses, without any murmurs agamst the justice of this age, or 
any mad appeals to posterity I declare I shall think the world m 
the right, and quietly submit to every truth which nme shall dis- 
cover to the prejudice of these writmgs, not so much as wishing so 
irrauonal a thing, as that every body should be deceiv’d, meerly for 
my credit However, I desire it may then be consider’d, that iere 
are very few things m this collection which were not written under 
the age oj five and twenty^, so that my youth may bejtnade (as it 
never fails to be in Executions) a case of compassion That I was 
never so concern’d about my works as to vmdicate them m print, 
beheving if any thing was good it would defend itself, and what was 
bad could never be defended That I used no artifice to raise or 
contmue a reputation, depreciated no dead author I was oblig’d to, 
brib’d no livmg one with unjust praise, msulted no adversary 
with ill language, or when I could not attack a Rival’s works, en- 
courag’d reports against his Morals To conclude, if this volume 
perish, let it serve as a warmng to the Critics, not to take too much 
pains for the future to destroy such thmgs as will die of themselves, 
and a Memento man to some of my vain co-temporaries the Poets, to 
teach them that when real merit is wanting, it avails nothmg to have 
been encourag’d by the great, commended by the emment, and 
favour’d by the pubhck in general 

Nov 10, 

1716 

^Pope was twenty-five in 1713, by that time he had published the 
Pastorals (1709), An Essay on Criticism (1711), The Rape of the Lock 
(original version) and Messiah (1712), Windsor-ForeU (1713) 






Imitations of English Poets 


® 

Verses in imitation of Waller i by 
a Youth of thirteen 

[\?vritten c 1701 , published, PSO 1717] 

I OF A LADY SINGING TO HER LUTE 

Fair charmer cease^ nor make your voice’s prize 
A heart resign’d the conquest of your eyes 
Well might, alas * that threaten’d vessel fail. 

Which wmds and lightnmg both at once assail 
We were too blest with these mchanting lays, 5 

Which must be heav’nly when an angel plays. 

But kilhng charms your lover’s death contrive. 

Lest heav’nly musick should be heard alive 
Orpheus could charm the trees, but thus a tree 
Taught by your hand, can charm no less than he, 10 
A poet made the silent wood pursue. 

This vocal wood had drawn the poet too 

II OF THE LADY WHO COULD NOT SLEEP 
IN A STORMY NIGHT 

As gods sometimes descend from heav’n and deign 
On earth a while with mortals to remain, 

So gentle sleep from Seremssa flies, 

To dwell at last upon her lover’s eyes 

That god’s indulgence can she justly crave, 5 

Who flies the tyrant to reheve the slave ? 

Or should those eyes alone that rest enjoy. 

Which in all others they themselves destroy^ 

Let her whom fear demes repose to take. 

Think for her love what crowds of wretches wake 10 
So us’d to sighs, so long mur’d to tears. 

Are vrnids and tempests dreadful to her ears ^ 
yove with a nod may bid the world to rest, 

But Seremssa must becalm the breast 
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III OF HER PICTURE 

The nymph her graces here express’d may find. 
And by this picture learn to dress her mmdj 
For here no frowns make tender love afraid. 

Soft looks of mercy grace the fiatt’nng shade. 
And, while we gaze, the gracious form appears 
T’approve our passion and forbid our fears 
Narcissus here a different fate had prov’d, 

Whose bright resemblance by himself was lov’d, 
Had he but once this fairer shade descry’d, 

Not for his own, but hers, the youth had dy’d 


IV OF HER SICKNESS 

Ah Seremssay from our arms 

Did you for death’s preserve your charms. 

From us that serv’d so long in vam. 

Shall heav’n so soon the prize obtain ^ 
Sickness, its courtship, makes the fair 
As pale as her own lovers are 
Sure you, the goddess we adore, 

Who all coelestial seem’d before, 

While vows and service nothing gain’d, 
Which, were you woman, had obtain’d, 

At last in pity, for our sake, 

Descend an human form to take, 

And by this sickness chuse to tell 
You are not now invincible 


v OF HER WALKING IN A GARDEN 
AFTER A SHOWER 

See how the sun in dusky skies 
Veils his fair glories, while he spies 
Th’ imclouded lustre of her eyes^ 

Her bashful beauues once descry’d. 
The vanquish’d roses lose their pride, 
And in their buds their blushes hide 
Myrtles have lost their balmy smell. 
And droopmg lillies seem to tell 
How much her sweets their own excel 
See^ She retires Nor can we say 
If hght breaks out or goes away. 
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For SoVs IS now the only ray 
Lo how their heads the hikes rear. 

And with fresh sweets perfume the air, 

When their bright rival is not there 15 

Again grown proud, the spreadmg rose 
Its bloomy beauties does disclose, 

And to the skies its mcense throws 
Her glorious charms echpse the day. 

Nature itself is only gay, 20 

When Seremssa is away 

Like, yet unhke these flow’rs am I, 

I languish when her charms draw mgh. 

But if she disappears, I dye 


VI OF HER SIGHING 

When love would strike th’ offending fair. 

This incense bribes the god to spare. 

And Cytheraa now does prize 

No sweets but Seremssa’s sighs 

The yieldmg nymph by these confest, 5 

Encourag’d lovers seek her breast 

So spicy gales at once betray 

Th’ Arabian coast, and waft us on our way 


Verses in imitation of Cowley By 
a Youth of thirteen 

[written c 1701 , published, 1717]* 

I WEEPING 

While Celiacs tears make sorrow bright. 

Proud grief sits swellmg m her eyes 
The sun (next those the fairest hght) 

Thus from the ocean first did rise 
And thus thro’ mists we see the sim, 5 

Which else we durst not gaze upon 

These silver drops, like monung dew. 

Foretell the fervour of the day. 

So from one cloud soft show’rs we view, 

And blastmg hghtnmgs burst away 


10 
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The stars that fall from Celiacs eye, 

Declare our doom m drawing nigh 

The baby, m that sunny sphere 
So like a Phaeton appears, 

That heav’n, the threaten’d world to spare, 15 
Thought fit to drown him in her tears 
Else might th’ ambitious nymph aspire. 

To set, like him, heav’n too on fire 


II PRESENTING A LARK 

Go tuneful bird, forbear to soar. 

And the bright sun admire no more. 

Go bask in Serentssa^^ eyes, 

And turn a bird of paradise 

In those fair beams thy wmgs display, 5 

Take shorter joumies to the day, 

And at an humbler pitch prefer 
Thy musick to an angel’s ear 

Nor, tho’ her slave, thy lot deplore. 

The god of love himself ’s no more 10 

Ev’n him to constancy she brings, 

And clips, like thine, his wav’rmg wings 

She gams from us, as now from thee. 

Our songs by our captivity, 

But happier you attention gam, 15 

While wretched lovers smg m vain 


III THE RIVER 

Hail sacred sprmg, whose fruitful stream 
Fattens the flocks, and cloaths the plam, 
The melancholy poets theme, 

And solace of the thirsty swam 

Thou fiy^st, like time, with eager haste, 
Behmd thy self thou still dost stay. 

Thy stream, like his, is never past. 

And yet is ever on the way 


5 
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While mankind boasts superior sight. 

With eyes erect the heav’ns to see, lO 

The starry eyes of heav’n dehght 
To* gaze upon themselves m thee 

A second sun thou dost present. 

And bring new heav’ns before our eyes. 

We view a milder firmament, 15 

And pleas’d, look downward to the skies 

Thy streams were once th’ impartial test 
Of untaught nature’s humble pride, 

When by thy glass the nymphs were drest. 

In fiow’rs, the honours of thy side 20 

Of thee they drank, till blushmg fruit 
Was ravisht from the tender vme. 

And man, like thee, was impollute. 

Till mischief leam’d to mix with wme 


To the Author of a Poeniy intitled, 

Successio 

[written c 1702, published, Lintot’s 
Miscellany, 1712] 

Begone ye Criticks, and restrain your Spite, 

Codrus writes on, and will for ever write. 

The heaviest Muse the swifteJfet Course has gone. 

As Clocks run fastest when most Lead is on 

What tho’ no Bees aroimd your Cradle flew, 5 

Nor on your Lips distill’d their golden Dew ^ 

Yet have we oft discover’d m their stead, 

A Swarm of Drones, that buzz’d about your Head 
When you, like Orpheus, strike the warbhng Lyre, 
Attentive Blocks stand roimd you, and admire 10 

Wit, past thro’ thee, no longer is the same. 

The person addressed as the Author of Successio was Elkanah 
Settle, whose poem in praise of the Hanoverian succession, Eusebta 
Tnumphans, was published in 1702 Pope stated that his poem was 
written in imitation of the style of the Earl of Dorset 

2 Codrus^ A Latin poet, temp Domitian, whose poverty became 
proverbial 
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As Meat digested takes a different Name, 

But Sense must sure thy safest Plunder be, 

Smce no Reprizals can be made on thee 

Thus thou may’st Rise, and in thy daring Fbght 15 

(Tho’ ne’er so weighty) reach a wondrous height, 

So, forc’d from Engines, Lead it self can fly, 

And pondrous Slugs move nimbly thro’ the Sky 
Sure Bavins copy’d Mcsvius to the full, 

And Chcsrilus taught Codrtis to be dull, 20 

Therefore, dear Friend, at my Advice give o’er 
This needless Labour, and contend no more. 

To prove a dull Succession to be true. 

Since ’tis enough we find it so m You 

i7f Inserted later m The Dunctad A, i 177-S0, with a revision of 1 4 

19 Bavtus Mavttis] Two stupid and malevolent poets of the 
Augustan age 

Zo Chesnhis] A type of blundering poet who occasionalK writes a good 
line 


On Silence 

[in imitation of the earl of ROCHfSTER] 

[written c 1702, published, LintoPs 
Miscellany^ i7i»] 

Silence* Cooeval with Eternity, 

Thou wert e’er Nature’s self began to be, 

’Twas one vast Nothmg, All, and All slept fast in thee 

Thine was the Swa3f, e’er Heav’n was form’d or Earth, 

E’er fruitful Thought conceiv’d Creation’s Birth, 5 

Or Midwife Word gave Aid, and spoke the Infant forth 

Then various Elements against thee join’d, 

In one more various Animal combin’d, 

And fram’d the clam’rous Race of busie Human-kmd 

The tongue mov’d gently first, and Speech was low, 10 
’Till wranghng Science taught it Noise and Show, 

And wicked Wit arose, thy most abusive Foe 

But Rebel Wit deserts thee oft m vam. 

Lost m the Maze of Words, he turns again. 

And seeks a surer State, and courts thy gentle Reign 15 
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AfBbicted Sense thou kmdly dost set free, 

Oppress’d with Argumental Tyranny, 

And routed Reason finds a safe Retreat in thee 

With thee m private modest Didness lies, 

And in thy Bosom lurks m Thought's Disguise, 20 

Thou Varmsher of Fools^ and Cheat of all the Wise 

Yet thy Indulgence is by both confest, 

Folly by thee hes sleepmg m the Breast, 

And ’tis m thee at last that Wisdom seeks for Rest 

Silence^ the Knave’s Repute, the Whore’s good Name, 25 
Xhe only Honour of the wishmg Dame, 

Thy very want of Tongue makes thee a kmd of Fame 

But could’st thou seize some Tongues that now are free. 
How Chturch and State should be obhg’d to thee^ 

At Senate, and at Bar, how welcome would’st thou be! 30 

Yet Speech^ ev’n there, submissively withdraws 
From 1 [lights of Subjects^ and the Poor Man^s Cause, 

Then pompous Silence reigns, and stills the noisie Laws 

Past Services of Friends, good Deeds of Foes, 

What Fav’rites gam, and what the Nation owes, 35 

Fly the forgetful World, and m thy Arms repose 

The Country Wit, Rehgion of the Town, 

The Courtier’s Learning, Pohcy o’ th’ Goiyn, 

Are best by thee express’d, and shme in thee alone 

The Parson’s Cant, the Lawyer’s Sophistry, 40 

Lord’s Quibble, Critick’s Jest, all end in thee, 

All rest in Peace at last, and sleep eternally 


Chaucer 

[written before 1709, pubhshed, PSM, 1727] 

Women ben full of Ragerie, 

Yet swinken nat sans Secresie 
Thilke moral shall ye understond. 

From Schole-boy’s Tale of fayre Ireland 
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Which to the Fennes hath him betake, 5 

To filch the gray Ducke fro the Lake 
Right then, there passen by the Way, 

His Aunt, and eke her Daughters t^ay 
Ducke in his Trowzes hath he hent. 

Not to be spied of Ladies gent ro 

‘But ho^ our Nephew,^ (cneth one,) 

‘Ho*’ quoth another, ‘Cozen *’ 

And stoppen, and lough, and callen out, — 

This sely Clerk full low doth lout 

They asken that, and talken this, 15 

‘Lo here is Coar, and here is Miss ’ 

But, as he glozeth with Speeches soote. 

The Ducke sore tickleth his Erse Roote 
Fore-piece and Buttons all-to-brest. 

Forth thrust a white Neck, and red Crest 20 

Te-he crfd Ladies, Clerke nought spake 
Miss star’d, and gray Ducke cntxhQuaake 
‘O Moder, Moder,’ (quoth the Daughter,) 

‘Be thilke same Thing Maids longen a’ter ^ 

Bette IS to pyne on Coals and Chalke, 25 

Then trust on Mon, whose yerdc can tahe ’ 


Spenser The Alley 

[written before 1709, published, PSM, 1727] 

In ev’ry Town, where Thamis rolls his Tyde, 

A narrow Pass there is, with Houses low. 

Where eyer and anon, the Stream is ey’d. 

And many a Boat soft sliding to and fro 
There oft’ are heard the Notes of Infant Woe, 5 

The short thick Sob, loud Scream, and shriller Squawl 
How can ye. Mothers, vex your Children so ? 

Some play, some eat, some cack against the Wall, 

And as they crouchen low, for Bread and Butter call 

And on the broken Pavement here and there, 10 

Doth many a stinkmg Sprat and Herrmg he, 

A Brandy and Tobacco Shop is near. 

And Hens, and Dogs, and Hogs are feedmg by 
And here a Sailor’s Jacket hangs to dry 
At ev’ry Door are Sun-burnt Matrons seen. 

Mending old Nets to catch the scaly Fry, 


15 
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Now Singing shrill, and scolding eft between, 

Scolds answer foul-mouth’d Scolds, bad Neighbourhood 
I WQen 

The snappish Cur, (the Passengers annoy) 

Close at my Heel with yelpmg Treble flies, 20 

The whimp’rmg Girl, and hoarser-screaming Boy, 

Jom to the yelping Treble shrillmg Cries, 

The scolding Quean to louder Notes doth rise. 

And her full Pipes those shrillmg Cries confound 
To her full Pipes the gruntmg Hog rephes, 25 

The gruntmg Hogs alarm the Neighbours round. 

And Curs, Girls, Boys, and Scolds, in the deep Base are 
drown’d 

Hard by a Sty, beneath a Roof of Thatch, 

Dwelt Obloquy i who m her early Days 

Baskets of Fish at Billingsgate did watch, 30 

Cod, Whitmg, Oyster, Mackrel, Sprat, or Plaice 

There leam’d she Speech from Tongues that never cease 

Slander beside her, like a Magpye, chatters, 

With Envy^ (spittmg Cat,) dread Foe to Peace 

Like a curs’d Cur, Malice before her clatters, 35 

And vexmg ev’ry Wight^ tears Cloaths and all to Tatters 

Her Dugs were mark’d by ev’ry Collier’s Hand, 

Her Mouth was black as Bull-Dogs at the Stall 
She scratched, bit, and spar’d ne Lace ne Band, 

And Bitch and Rogue her Answer was to all, 40 

Nay, e’en the Parts of Shame by Name wcjuld call 
Yea when she passed by or Lane or Nook, 

Would greet the Man who turn’d him to the Wall, 

And by his Hand obscene the Porter took, 

Nor ever did askance like modest Virgin look 45 

Such place hath Deptford^ Navy-bmlding Town, 

Woolwich and Wappmg, smelhng strong of Pitch, 

Such Lambethi Envy of each Band and Gown, 

And Tmck’nam such, which fairer Scenes enrich. 

Grots, Statues, Urns, and Jo — nh Dog and Bitch 50 

50 Jo — n's Dog and Bitch] James Johnston (1655-1737), one-time 
Secretary of State for Scotland, and responsible for the inquiry into the 
Glencoe massacre, in retirement he was a near neighbour of Pope’s at 
Twickenham, and displayed on his garden wall *two miserable little leaden 
figures of a dog and a bitch’ 
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Ne Village is without^ on either side. 

All up the silver Thames^ or all a down, 

Ne Richmond^% self, from whose tali Front are ey’d 
Vales, Spires, meandrmg Streams, and tow’ry 

Pride 


Waller On a Fan of the Author's design^ 
in winch was painted the story of 
Cephalus and Procrts with the MottOy 
Aura Vem 

[written before 1709, published, 

Spectator f 1712] 

ComCs gentle Air* th’ Mohan Shepherd said. 

While Procrts panted in the secret shade. 

Come, gentle Air, the fairer Delta cries, 

While at her feet her swam expiring hes 

Lo the glad gales o’er all her beauties stray, 5 

Breathe on her hps, and m her bosom plajr* 

In Delians hand this toy is fatal found. 

Nor could that fabled dart moie surely wound 
Both gifts destructive to the givers prove, 

Alike both lovers fall by those they love 10 

Yet guiltless too this bright destroyer hves, 

At random wounds, nor knows the wound she gives 
She views the story with attentive eyes, 

And pities Procrts^ while her lover dies 

Cowley The Garden 

[written before 1709, published, Works ^ 1736] 

Fain would my Muse the flow’ry Treasures sing, 

And humble glories of the youthful Sprmg, 

Where opemng Roses breatlung sweets diffuse, 

And soft Carnations show’r their balmy dews, 

Where Lillies smile m virgm robes of white, 5 

The thin Undress of superficial Light, 

And vary’d Tulips show so dazhng gay, 

Blushmg in bright diversities of day 

Each pamted fiouret m the lake below 

Surveys its beauties, whence its beauties grow, 10 
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And pale Narcissus on the bank, in vam 
Transformed, gazes on himself agam 
Here aged trees Cathedral walks compose. 

And mount the Hill m venerable rows 

There the green Infants m their beds are laid, 15 

The Garden’s Hope, and its expected shade 

Here Orange-‘trQes with blooms and pendants shine. 

And vernal honours to their autumn join. 

Exceed their promise m the ripen’d store. 

Yet m the rismg blossom pronuse more 20 

There m bright drops the crystal Fountains play. 

By Laurels shielded from the piercing Day 
\^ere Daphne^ now a tree as once a maid. 

Still from Apollo vmdicates her shade, 

*Still turns her beauties from th’ mvadmg beam, 25 
Nor seeks m vam for succour to the Stream 
The stream at once preserves her virgin leaves, 

At once a shelter from her boughs receives. 

Where Smnmer^s beauty midst of Winter stays. 

And Winter^s Coolness spite of Summer^s rays 30 


E of Dorset 

[written before 1709, pubhshed, PSM, 1727] 

I ARTIMESIA 

Tho’ Artimesia talks, by Fits, 

Of Councils, Classicks, Fathers, Wits^ 

Reads Malbranches Boyle^ and Locke 
Yet in some Thmgs methmks she fails, 

’Twere well if she would pare her Nails, 5 

And wear a cleaner Smock 

Haughty and huge as High-Dutch Bride, 

Such Nastmess and so much Pride 
Are odly join’d by Fate 

It IS unnecessary to search, with earlier commentators, for prototypes 
of these two type-characters 

if) 3 Nicole Malebranche (1638-1715), French philosopher Recherche 
de la Venti (1674), translated into English 1694 Robert Boyle (1627-91), 
author of numerous books on chemistry, physics, and philosophy John 
Locke (1632-1704) An Essay concerning Humane Understanding (1690) 
had reached a seventh edition by 1716 
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On her large Squab you find her spread;, 10 

Like a fat Corpse upon a Bed, 

That lies and stmks in State 

She wears no Colours (sign of Grace) 

On any Part except her Face, 

Ail white and black beside 15 

Dauntless her Look, her Gesture proud. 

Her Voice theatrically loud, 

And masculine her Stride 

So have I seen, in black and white 
A praung Thmg, a Magpy height, 20 

Majestically stalk, 

A stately, worthless Animal, 

That plies the Tongue, and wags the Tail, 

All Flutter, Pride, and Talk 


II PHRYNE 

Phryne had Talents for Manland, 

Open she was, and unconfin*d. 

Like some free Port of Trade 
Merchants unloaded here thur Freight, 

And Agents from each foreign State, 5 

Here first their Entry made 

Her Learning and good Breeding such. 

Whether th" Italian or the Dutchi 
^Spaniard or French came to her. 

To all obliging she’d appear 10 

’Twas Si Sigmor^ ’twas Mynheer^ 

’Twas Shi vous platst^ Monsieur 

Obscure by Birth, renown’d by Crimes, 

Snll changmg Names, Rehgions, Climes, 

At length she turns a Bride 15 

In Di’monds, Pearls, and rich Brocades, 

She shmes the first of batter’d Jades, 

And flutters m her Pride 

10 Squdb'\ A sofa or couch 

(tt*) Phryne\ Ork (ppvvrj^ a toad The nickname of several Athenian 
courtesans 
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So have I known those Insects fair, 

(Which curious Germans hold so rare,) 20 

Still vary Shapes and Dyes, 

Still gam new Titles with new Forms, 

First Grubs obscene, then wngglmg Worms, 

Then painted Butterflies 


The Happy Life of a Country Parson 

[written c 1713, pubhshed, PSiW, 1727] 

Parson, these Thmgs in thy possessmg 

Are better than the Bishop*s Blessing 

A Wife that makes Conseives, a Steed 

That carries double when there’s need 

October:, store, and best Virginia^ 5 

Tythe-Pig:, and mortuary Guinea 

Gazettes sent Gratis down, and frank’d. 

For which thy Patron’s weekly thank’d 
A large Concordance, (bound long smce,) 

Sermons to Charles the First, when Prmce, 10 
A Chromcle of antient standmg, 

A Chrysostom to smooth thy Band m 
The Polygon — three Parts ^ — ^my Texu 
Howbetti — likewise — now to my nexty 
Lo here the Septuaginty — ^and Pauly 15 

To sum the whoUy — ^the Close of all 
He that has these, may pass his Life, 

Drink with the ’Squire, ^and kiss his Wife, 

On Sundays preach, and eat, his FlU, 

And fast on Fridays, if he will, 20 

Toast Church and Queen, explain the News, 

Talk with Church^Wardens about Pews, 

Pray heartily for some new Gift, 

And shake lus Head at Doctor S 1 

This poem was first entitled The Happy Life of a Country Parson In 
Imitation of Martial^ but was later called an imitation of Swift, and placed 
in the Imitations of English Poets Done by the Author in his Youth 

5 Octoher\ 1 e ale brewed m October 

6 Tythe-Pigl A pig due to the parson in payment of tithe 

mortuary Guinea^ A customary gift formerly claimed by the incumbent 

of a parish from the estate of a deceased parishioner 

7 frank* d\ Superscribed with a privileged signature, e g of a Member 
of Parliament, and so free from postage dues 

13 Polyglotl Brian Walton’s Bihlia Sacra Polyglotta, 1657 




Translations and Paraphrases 

DONE IN YOUTH 


A Paraphrase on Thomas a Kempis, 

L 3>C 2 

DONE BY THE AUTHOR AT 12 YEARS OLD 
[written, c 1700, published, 1854] 

Speakj Gracious Lord^ oh speak, thy Servant hears 
For I’m thy Servant, and I’l still be so 
Speak words of Comfort m my wilhng Ears, 

And smce my Tongue is m thy praises slow. 

And smce that thme all Rhetorick exceeds, 5 

Speak thou m words, but let me speak m deeds ^ 

Nof speak alone, but give me grace to hear 
What thy cselestial Sweetness does impart. 

Let It not stop when entred at the Ear 
But sink, and take deep rootmg m my heart lo 

As the parch’d Earth drinks Ram (but grace afford) 

With such a Gust wiU I receive thy word 

Nor with the Israehtes shall I desire 
Thy heav’nly word by Mcrees to receive. 

Lest I should die but Thou who didst inspire 15 

Moses himself, speak thou, that I may hve 
Rather with Samuel I beseech with tears 
Speak, gracious Lord, oh speak, thy Servant hears 

Moses indeed may say the words but Thou 
Must give the Spirit, and the Life mspire, 20 

Our Love to thee his fervent Breath may blow. 

But ’tis thy self alone can give the fire 
Thou without them may’st speak and profit too. 

But without thee, what could the Prophets do ? 

They pi each the Doctrine, but thou mak’st us do’t, 25 
They teach the Misteries thou dost open lay, 

17 
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The Trees they water> but thou giv’st the fruit. 

They to Salvauon shew the arduous way, 

But none but you can give us Strength tp walk. 

You give the Practise, they but give the Talk 30 

Let them be silent then, and thou alone 
(My God) speak comfort to my ravish’d Ears, 

Light of my eyes, my Consolation, 

Speak when thou wilt, for still thy Servant hears 
What-ere thou speak’st, let this be understood, 35 

Thy greater Glory, and my greater Good* 


Polyphemus and Acts 

OUT OF THE THIRTEENTH BOOK OF 
OVID’S METAMORPHOSES 

[written c 1702, published 1749] 

CONNEXION OF THE FABLE 

On occasion o/iEneas’s Passage by Scylla and Charybdis, the Poet in’- 
troduces an Account of the former , who was^ before her TransformU’- 
tion^ an Attendant of Galatea As she is employed in dressing her 
Mistress^ she relates to her the following Story of her Amours with 
Acis, and the Love c/ Polyphemus 

From fair Symaethis and her Faunus came 
A lovely youth, and Acis was his name. 

His parents joy, “who did a comfort prove 

To them by nature, but to me by love 

To me the boy did an affection bear, 5 

His only pleasure, and his early care 

E’er sixteen passing years had overlaid 

His downy cheeks with a beginning shade, 

Acis I lov’d, and Polyphemus too 

With equal ardour did my love pursue, 10 

Nor knew I then which passion greater prov’d. 

If most I hated, or if most I lov’d 

Great queen of love* how boimdless is thy sway. 

Which monsters wild, and savages obey* 

Thy force the barb’rous Polyphemus try’d, 15 

The proud despiser of all heav’n beside, 

Ev’n, he, the terror of his nauve grove, 
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Dismiss’d his fierceness, and cou’d leam to love* 

Now all neglected, he forgets his home. 

His flocks at random round the forest roam 20 

While mce, and anxious in his new disease. 

He vainly studies every art to please 

To trim his beard, th’unweildy scythe prepares, 

And combs with rakes, his rough, disorder’d hairs 
Adjusts his shapes, while m the crystal brook 25 

He views and practises a milder look 
Love makes him all his cruelty forego, 

And ships, m safety, wander to and fro 
It chanc’d prophetick Telemus, who knew 
The flight of birds, and thence presages drew, 30 

Arrivmg then by ^Etna’s steepy height. 

Foretold the Cyclops he shou’d lose his sight 
The laughmg Cyclops gave the bard the lye. 

And said, a charming female stole that eye 

Thus scommg prophecy, and warn’d in vam, 35 

With heavy steps he sinks the sandy plam. 

Then weary grown, to shady grotts retires. 

But finds no shelter from his ragmg fires 
Far in the mam a promontory grows. 

Around whose rocky sides the water flows 40 

High m the midst, upon this airy steep 
He sate, pursu’d by all his flocks of sheep 
Before his feet his pondrous staff he cast, 

A pine which ships might challenge for a mast 

His whistle (which a hundred reeds compose) 45 

With all his strength the giant-lover blows. 

The neighbouring mountams, ^d resounding main 
Shook, and return’d the dreadful blast again 
Hid in a rock, and by my Acis laid. 

The boist’rous musick did my ears invade, 50 

While to his reeds he simg his amorous pains, 

In words like these, which still my mind retains 
Oh* lovely nymph, and more than hhes fair, ^ 

More sweet than wmter’s sun, or summer’s air, > 

And smooth as shells that glidmg waters wear, J 55 
Not ice or crystal equal splendor yield, 

O far more pleasmg than the flow’ry field* 

Wanton as kids, and more dehaous far, 

Than grapes mature, or blushmg apples are. 

More strait than alders, taller than the planes, 

25 shapes\ Appearance, perhaps, or attitude and dress 


60 
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And soft as down upon the breast of swans 
As gardens fresh, where running rivers stray, 

But, ah’ hke rivers, swift to ghde away. 

And what alone must all my hopes remove. 

Swift as the wind before pursmng love, 65 

Yet know, coy maid, and curse your long delay. 

Know from whose arms you fly so fast away 
Behold the rocky caverns where I dwell. 

Which summer sims, and wmter frosts expel 

See how my fruits the loaded branches bend, 70 

And grapes in clusters from the vine depend, 

These bright, like gold, and those with purple shme. 
And these and those, my dearest, shall be thme 
Here cornels rise, and in the shady grove 
Grow scarlet strawberries to feast my love 75 

The chesnut, wilding, plum, and every tree, 

For thee shall bear their frmts, and offer all to thee’ 
These flocks are mme, and more are pen’d at home. 
Range m the woods, and m the valhes roam 
So great the tale, I scarce can coimt tliem o’er, 80 

The poorest shepherd best may tell his store 
Believe not me, but come and witness here. 

How, scarce, my ewes their strutting udders bear. 

What tender lambkins here my folds contam, 

And there what kids of equal age remain 85 

Nor boast we only common dainties here. 

But roes and lev’rets, and the fallow deer, 

The goat, the hare, with ev’ry forest beast. 

And turtles taken from their airy nest 
Two -cubs I hav^3 as like as twins can be, 90 

And these, dear nymph, are kept to play witii thee 
Two little bears, I found them, and did please 
Myself to think, my mistress shou’d have these 
Come Galatea, from the sea arise. 

And see my presents, nor the gifts despise 95 

I’m not so monst’rous, I my face did view 
In yon clear lake, and thought it handsome too 
How great I look’d’ of what a godlike size’ 

Not Jove himself (your Jove that sways the skies) 

Is hilf so mighty, half so large, my love, 100 

Your beauty charms a greater man than Jove 
Hairs, like a wood, my head and shoulders grace. 

And cast a majesty on all my face 

The comely steeds are grac’d with flowmg manes , 
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With fleeces sheep^ and birds with plumy tramSj, 105 
Leaves deck the stately trees , and man is fair, 

By bearded cheeks, and members rough with hair 
With one latge eye my ample front is grac’d. 

Round like a shield, and m the middle plac’d 

The sun all objects views beneath the sky, no 

And yet, like me, has but a smgle eye 

My father o’er your seas presides, and he 

Will be your father by your weddmg me 

Oh* yeild at last, nor still remam severe, 

I worship you, and you alone I fear* 115 

Jove’s harmless hghtmng unregarded flies. 

No hghtmng wotmds me but your angry eyes 
^or thy contempt cou’d cause me thus to mourn. 

If thou all others didst despise and scorn 

But Acis, Acis is thy dear delight, I2p 

For his embraces you the Cyclops shght 

Well, he may please himself, and you may share 

His pleasures too (tho’ that I scarce can bear) 

Yet he shall find, wou’d time th’occasion shew. 

The strength and fury of a giant foe 125 

I’ll frdhi his bleeding breast his entrails tear. 

And hurl his mangled carcass in the air. 

Or cast his hmbs into thy guilty flood. 

And mix thy waters with his reeking blood * 

For oh* I burn, nor you my flames asswage, 130 

And love disdain’d revives with fiercer rage 

Ttvo Itnes here wanting 

This said, he rose, and frantick^with his p^n. 

Roar’d out for rage, and hurried o’er the plain 
So bulls in forests hunt their absent loves. 

And stung with anguish bellow through the groves 135 
But as around his rowling orb he cast. 

Myself and Acis he descry’d at last 

These thefts, false n3nnph, thou shalt enjoy no more. 

He cry’d, and iEtna trembled with the roar* 

Flighted, beneath my native deeps I fled, 140 

Acis too run, and help, oh help * he said, 

A wretch undone O parents help, and deign 
T’admit your offsprmg m your watry reign* 

The Cyclops follow’d, and a stone he threw, 

Tom from the rock, which threatned as it flew, 145 
No further speech the thxmdering rock affords. 
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Overtakes the flying boy, and smothers half his words 
Yet what we cou’d, and what no fates deny’d^ 

We soon perform’d^ and Acis deify’d, > 

To rule in streams to which he was aJly’d J 150 
His body press’d beneath the stone, the blood 
Flow’d from the marble m a crimson flood, 

Which lost Its i^ative red, and first appear’d 
A troubled stream, the troubled stream was clear’d. 

The rock asunder cleav’d, and thro’ the chink 155 

Long reeds sprung up as on a fountain’s brink 
Strait from the hollow cliff, and yawmng ground, 
Insultmg waters yield a murmurmg sound 
At last a youth above the waist arose. 

Whose homed temples reedy wreaths mclose, 160 

And, but he seem’d a larger bulk to bear. 

With looks more azure, Acis might appear, 

And Acis was, who now transform’d became 
A crystal fountam, and preserv’d the name 

Memorandum Done at 14 years old 
158 tmulting\ Assaulting 


The Fable of Verturmus and Pomona 

FROM 

THE FOURTEENTH BOOK OF OVID’S 
METAMORPHOSES 

written c 170a, published, Lintot^s 
Miscellany f 1712] 

Rege suh hoc Pomona fuit Stc 

The fair Pomona flourish’d m his Reign, 

Of all the Virgms of the Sylvan Tram, 

None taught the Trees a nobler Race to bear. 

Or more improv’d the Vegetable Care 
To her the shady Grove, the flow’ry Field, 5 

The Streams and Fountams, no Ddights cou’d yield, 
’Twas all her Joy the ripening Fruits to tend. 

And see the Boughs with happy Burthens bend 
The Hook she bore, mstead of Cynthia^s Spear, 

I hts Reign] The reign of Procas, legendary king of Alba Longa 
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To lop the Growth of the luxuriant Year, lo 

To decent Form the lawless Shoots to bring. 

And teach th’obedient Branches where to spring 
Now the cleft Rmd mserted Graffs receives. 

And yields an Off-sprmg more than Nature gives. 

Now sliding Streams the thirsty Plants renew, 15 

And feed their Fibres with revivmg Dew 
These Cares alone her Virgm Breast imploy, 

Averse from Venus and the Nuptial Joy, 

Her private Orchards wall’d on ev’ry side. 

To lawless Sylvans all Access deny’d 20 

How oft the Satyrs and the wanton Fawns, 

Who haimt the Forests or frequent the Lawns, 

The God whose Ensign scares the Birds of Prey, 

And old Silenus, youthful in Decay, 

Imploy’d their Wiles and unavailmg Care, 

To pass the Fences, and surprize the Fair ^ 

Like these, Vertumnus own’d his faithful Flame, 

Like these, rejected by the scornful Dame 
To gam her Sight, a thousand Forms he wears. 

And first a Reaper from the Field appears, 30 

Sweatmg he walks, while Loads of golden Gram 
O’ercharge the Shoulders of the seemmg Swam 
Oft o’er his Back a crooked Sc3rthe is laid, 

And Wreaths of Hay his Sun-bumt Temples shade. 

Oft m his harden’d Hand a Goad he bears. 

Like one who late unyok’d the sweating Steers 
Sometimes his Pnmmg-hook corrects the Vmes, 

And the loose Straglers to their Ranks confines 
Now gath’rmg what the bouniieous Year ^allows, 

He pulls ripe Apples from the bending Boughs 
A Soldier now, he with his Sword appears, 

A Fisher next, his tremblmg Angle bears 
Each Shape he varies, and each Art he tries. 

On her bright Charms to feast his longing Eyes 
A Female Form at last Vertumnus wears, 

With all the Marks of rev’rend Age appears. 

His Temples thinly spread with silver Hairs 
Prop’d on his Staff, and stoopmg as he goes, 

23 The God] Pnapus, the god of fertility in vegetable and animal life 
Images of Pnapus were placed in gardens as protection against robbers 
and birds 

27 Vertumnus] A deity thought to preside over the seasons and their 
various productions in the vegetable world To him gardeners offered their 
first fruits Cef 1 96) 
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A painted Mitre shades his furrow’d Brows 
The God, in this decrepit Form array’d, 1 

The Gardens enter’d, and the Fruits survey’d, > 
And happy You > (he fhus address’d the Maid) J 

Whose Charms as far all other Nymphs out’-shine^ 

As other Gardens are excelled by thine * 

Then kiss’d the Fair, (his Kisses warmer grow 
Than such as Women on their Sex bestow ) 

Then plac’d beside her on the flow’ry Ground, 
Beheld ±e Trees with Autumn’s Bounty crown’d. 

An Elm was near, to whose Embraces led, 

The curhng Vme her swelhng Clusters spread. 

He view’d their twimng Branches with Dehght, 

And prais’d the Beauty of the pleasing Sight 
Yet this tall Elm, but for his Vme (he said) 

Had stood neglected and a barren shade. 

And this fair Vme, but that her Arms surroimd 
Her marry’d Elm, had crept along the Ground 
Ah beauteous Maid, let this Example move 
Your Mmd, averse from ail the Joys of Love 
Deign to be lov’d, and ev’ry Heart subdue^ 

What Nymph cou’d e’er attract such Crowd? as you ? 
Not she whose Beauty urg’d the Centaur^s Arms, 
Ulysses^ Queen, nor Helenas fatal Charms 
Ev’n now, when silent Scorn is all they gain, 

A thousand court you, tho’ they court in vam, 

A thousand Sylvans, Demigods, and Gods, 

That haunt our Mountams and our Alban Woods 
But if you’ll prosper, mark what I advise, 

Whom Age and long Experience render wise. 

And one whose tender Care is far above 
All that these Lovers ever felt of Love, 

(Far more than e’er can by your self be guest) 

Fix on VertumnuSi and reject the rest 
For his firm Faith I dare mgage my own. 

Scarce to himself, himself is better known 
To distant Lands Vertumnus never roves. 

Like you, contented with his Native Groves, 

Nor at first sight, like most, admires the Fair, 

For you he hves, and you done shall share > 
His last Affection, as his early Care J 

Besides, he’s lovely far above the rest, 

49 painted Mitre\ The mitra was a head-dress worn by women, 
probably embroidered 
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With Youth Immortal and with Beauty blest 
Add, that he vanes ev^ry Shape with ease. 

And tries all Forms, that may Pomona please- 
But what shou’d most excite a mutual Flame, 

Your Rural Cares, and Pleasures, are the same 95 

To him your Orchards early Fruits are due, 

(A pleasmg OfFrmg when ’tis made by you,) 

He values these, but yet (alas) complains. 

That still the best and dearest Gift remams 

Not the fair Frmt that on yon’ Branches glows 100 

With that ripe red th’ Autumnal Sun bestows. 

Nor tastful Herbs that in these Gardens rise. 

Which the kmd Soil with milky Sap supphes. 

You, only you, can move the God’s Desire 

Oh crown so constant and so pure a Fire * 105 

Let soft Compassion touch your gentle Mmd, 

Think, ’tis Vertumnus begs you to be kmd ^ 

So may no Frost, when early Buds appear. 

Destroy the Promise of the youthful Year, 

Nor Winds, when first your florid Orchard blows, 1 10 

Shake the light Blossoms from their blasted Boughs* 
Tlfis when the various God had urg’d in vain. 

He strait assum’d his Native Form agam. 

Such, and so bright an Aspect now he bears. 

As when thro’ Clouds th’emergmg Sun appears, 115 
And thence exertmg his refulgent Ray, 

Dispels the Darkness and reveals the Day 
Force he prepar’d, but check’d the rash Design, 

For when, appearmg m a Form Divme, 

The Nymph surveys him, and beholds the Grace 120 
Of charmmg Features and a youthful Face, 

In her soft Breast consentmg Passions move. 

And the warm Maid confess’d a mutual Love 

iia vanoiis\ Appearing in a variety of forms 
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The Fable of Dry ope 

FROM THE NINTH BOOK OF 
OVID’S METAMORPHOSES 

[written c 1702, published, Wojks, 1717] 

Upon occasion of the death 0/ Hercules, hts mother Alcmena recounts 
her misfortunes to lole, who answers with a relation of those of her 
own family y in particular the transformation of her sister Dr^ope, 
which IS the subject of the ensuing Fable 

She said, and for her lost Galanthts sighs. 

When the fair Consort of her son replies 
Since you a servant’s ravish’d form bemoan, 

And kindly sigh for sorrows not your ov^n, 

Let me (if tears and gnef permit) relate 5 

A nearer woe, a sister’s stranger fate 
No nymph of all Oeckaha could compare 
For beauteous form with Dryope the fair. 

Her tender mother’s only hope and pride, 

(My self the offsprmg of a second bride ) 10 

This nymph compress’d by him who rules- the day. 
Whom Delphi and the Delian isle obey, 

Andramon lov’d, and bless’d m all those charms 
That pleas’d a God, succeeded to her arms 
A Lake there was, with shelvmg banks aroimd, 15 
Whose verdant summit fragrant myrtles crown’d 
These shades, unknowmg of the fates, she sought. 

And to the Naiads fiow’ry garlands brought, 

Her smilmg babe^(a pleasmg charge) she prcst 
Within her arms, and nourish’d at her breast 20 

Not distant far a watry Lotos grows, 

1 She said] Alcmena has just told the story of Galanthis, one of her 
maids Juno sent Luema, goddess of childbirth, to cause the death of 
Alcmena by delaying the birth of Hercules, her son by Zeus Galanthis 
brought about the delivery of Hercules by outwitting Lucina, but as 
punishment she was turned into a weasel 

2 Consort of her jo«] lole, who was the wife not of Hercules but of 
Hyllus, his son The Latin nurus applies not only to the wife of a son, 
but to the wife of a grandson 

7 7 tymp 1 i\ The Latin nympha can mean either a young woman or a 
demi-goddess In this line the word has the former sense, though there is 
nothmg in Ovid to which it corresponds Elsewhere (11 31, 37) Pope uses 
It to imply semi-divme status 

21 watry Lotos'] Not the well-known Egyptian lotus, a water-lily, but 
probably the Ztzyphus lotus ^ a jujube tree, the fruit of which was esteemed 
by the ancients 
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The spring was new, and all t±ie verdant boughs 
Adorn’d with blossoms, promis’d fruits that vie 
In glowmg colours with the Tynan dye 
Of these she crop’d, to please her infant son, 25 

And I my self the same rash act had done. 

But lo^ I saw, (as near her side I stood) 

The violated blossoms drop with blood. 

Upon the tree I cast a frightful look. 

The tremblmg tree with sudden horror shook 30 

Lons the nymph (if rural tales be true) 

As from Pnapus^ lawless lust she flew. 

Forsook her form, and fixmg here, became 
A fiow’ry plant, which still preserves her name 
^ This change unknown, astomsh’d at the sight 35 
My tremblmg sister strove to urge her flight. 

And first the pardon of the nymphs implpr’d, 

And those offended sylvan pow’rs ador’d 
But when she backward wou’d have fled, she found 
Her stiff’mng feet were rooted in the ground 40 

In vain to free her fasten’d feet she strove. 

And as she struggles, only moves above. 

She f^ls th’encroachmg bark around her grow 

By quick degrees, and cover all below 

Surpriz’d at this, her tremblmg hand she heaves 45 

To rend her hair, her hand is fill’d with leaves. 

Where late was hair, the shootmg leaves are seen 
To rise, and shade her with a sudden green 
The child Amphisus^ to her bosom prest. 

Perceiv’d a colder and a harder breast, 50 

And found the springs that ne’er till then j^Qxiy^d 
Their milky moisture, on a sudden dry’d 
I saw, unhappy* what I now relate. 

And stood the helpless witness of thy fate. 

Embrac’d thy boughs, the rising bark delay’d, 55 

There wish’d to grow, and mmgle shade with shade 
Behold, Andrcemon and th’ unhappy Sire 
Appear, and for their Dry ope enqmre, 

A sprmgmg tree for Dryope they find. 

And prmt warm kisses on the panting rind, 60 

Prostrate, with tears their kmdred plant bedew. 

And close embrace, as to the roots they grew 
The face was all that now remam’d of thee, 

32 Prtaptts\ See Vertumnus and Pomona, 1 23n (p 23, above) 

57 th^unhappy Sire] Eurytus, Dryope’s father 
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No more a woman, nor yet quite a tree 

Thy branches hung with humid pearls appear, 65 

From ev’ry leaf distills a tricklmg tear. 

And strait a voice, while yet a voice remains, 

Thus thro’ the tremblmg boughs m sighs complains 
If to the wretched any faith be giv’n, 

I swear by all th’impitymg pow’rs of heav’n, 70 

No wilful crime this heavy vengeance bred. 

In mutual innocence our lives we led 

If this be false, let these new greens decay, 'j 

Let sounding axes lop my limbs away, > 

And cracklmg flames on all my honours prey J 75 
But from my branchmg arms this mfant bear. 

Let some kind nurse supply a mother’s care 
And to his mother let him oft’ be led. 

Sport in her shades, and m her shades be fed, 

Teach him, when first his mfant voice shall frame 80 
Imperfect words, and hsp his mother’s name. 

To hail this tree, and say, with weepmg eyes. 

Within this plant my hapless parent hes 
And when m youth he seeks the shady woods. 

Oh, let him fly the crystal lakes and floocfs, 85 

Nor touch the fatal flow’rs, but, warn’d by me, 

Beheve a Goddess shnn’d in ev’ry tree 
My sire, my sister, and my spouse farewell^ 

If in your breasts or love or pity dwell. 

Protect your plant, not let my branches feel 90 

The browzmg cattel, or the piercing steel 
FarewelF and since I cannot bend to join 
My bps to yours, advance at least to mme 
My son, thy mother’s partmg kiss receive, 

While yet thy mother has a kiss to give 95 

I can no more, the creeping nnd mvades 
My closing lips, and hides my head m shades 
Remove your hands, the bark shall soon suffice 
Without their aid, to seal these dying eyes 

She ceas’d at once to speak, and ceas’d to be, 100 
And aU the nymph was lost withm the tree. 

Yet latent hfe thro’ her new branches reign’d. 

And long the plant a human heat retam’d 

75 honour^ Her foliage The word was frequently used of trees in this 
sense 
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Sapho to Pham 

WHOLLY TRANSLATED 

[written c 1707, published, 

Ovtd*s Epistles, 1712] 

Say, lovely Youth, that dost my Heart command. 

Can PhaorC^ Eyes forget his Saphd^ Hand > 

Must then her Name the wretched Writer prove ? 

To thy Remembrance lost, as to thy Love* 

Ask not the cause that I new Numbers chuse, 5 

The Lute neglected, and the L3nric Muse, 

J.ove taught my Tears in sadder Notes to flow, 

And tun’d my Heart to Elegies of Woe 
I bum, I burn, as when thro’ ripen’d Com 
By driving Wmds the spreadmg Flames are bom* 10 
Phaon to JEtndz scorchmg Fields retires. 

While I consume with more than Mtnd^ Fires* 

No more my Soul a Charm in Musick finds, 

Musick has Charms alone for peaceful Minds 
Soft Sbenes of Sohtude no more can please, 15 

Love enters there, and I’m my own Disease 
No more the Lesbian Dames my Passion move, 

Once the dear Objects of my guilty Love, 

All other Loves are lost in only thine. 

Ah Youth ungrateful to a Flame like mine* 20 

Whom wou’d not all those bloommg Charms surprize. 
Those heav’nly Looks, and dear deludmg Eyes ? 

The Harp and Bow wou’d you^hke Phoebus bear, 

A brighter Phoshus^ Phaon might appear, 

Wou’d you with Ivy wreath your flowmg Hair, 25 
Not Bacchus* self with Phaon cou’d compare 
Yet Phoebus lov’d, and Bacchus felt the Flame, 

One Daphne warm’d, and one the Cretan Dame, 

5 new Numbers'] An allusion to the elegiac distichs used by Ovid, 
which differ from the Sapphic metre used by Sappho and named after 
her 

II To avoid Sappho’s love, Phaon had fled to Sicily, where Mount 
Aetna is situated 

28 warm*d\ Inspired with love 

the Cretan Dame] Ariadne, daughter of Minos, king of Crete She was 
abandoned by Theseus on the island of Naxos, where Bacchus discovered 
her on his return from India Ovid tells the story of Apollo and Daphne 
in Met I 
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Nymphs that m Verse no more cou’d rival me. 

Than ev’n those Gods contend in Charms with thee 30 
The Muses teach me all their softest Lays, 

And the wide World resoimds with Sapho^s Praise 
Tho’ great Alcaus more sublimely sings, 

And strikes with bolder Rage the sounding Strings, 

No less Renown attends the moving Lyre, 35 

Which Venus tunes, and ail her Loves inspire 

To me what Nature has in Charms deny’d 

Is well by Wit’s more lastmg Flames supply’d 

Tho’ short my Stature, yet my Name extends 

To Heav’n it self, and Earth’s remotest Ends 40 

Brown as I am, an Ethiopian Dame 

Inspir’d young Perseus with a gen’rous Flame 

Turtles and Doves of dilf ’ring Hues, umte, 

And glossy Jett is pair’d with slurung White 

If to no Charms thou wilt thy Heart resign, 45 

But such as merit, such as equal thme. 

By none alas^ by none thou can’st be mov’d, 

Phaon alone by Phaon must be lov’d* 

Yet once thy Sapho cou’d thy Cares employ, 

Once in her Arms you center’d all your Jo^ 50 

No Time the dear Remembrance can remove, 

For oh* how vast a Memory has Love '> 

My Musick, then, you cou’d for ever hear, 

And all my Words were Musick to your Ear 

You stop’d with Kisses my inchantmg Tongue, 55 

And found my Kisses sweeter than my Song 

In all I pleas’d, but most in what was best, 

And th^ last Joy was dearer than the rest 

Then with each Word, each Glance, each Motion fir’d, 

You sail enjoy’d, and yet you sail desir’d, 60 

Till all dissolving m the Trance we lay. 

And in tumultuous Raptures dy’d away 
The fair Siahans now thy Soul inflame. 

Why was I bom, ye Gods, a Lesbian Dame > 


29 Nymphs] Daphne was a nymph, but Ariadne was not Here, as in 
1 65, the word describes a young and lovely woman Cf Dryope, 1 yn 
(p 26, above) 

33 Akeeus] An older contemporary of Sappho, he was also a native of 
Lesbos Love and wine, satire and politics, were subjects of his odes, 
wntten in the alcaic metre, so called after him 

38 W%£\ Genius, Latin tngentum 

41 Mthtopian Dam^ Andromeda, daughter of Cepheus and Cas- 
siopeia, king and queen of Ethiopia 
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But ah beware, Stalian Nymphs * nor boast 65 

That wandrmg Heart which I so lately lost. 

Nor be with all those tempting Words abus’d, 

Those temptmg Words were all to Sapho us’d 
And you that rule Sicilians happy Plains, 

Have pity, Venusy on your Poet’s Pams’ 70 

Shall Fortune still in one sad Tenor run. 

And still increase the Woes so soon begun ^ 

Enur’d Sorrow from my tender Years, 

My Parent’s Ashes dra^^ my early Tears 
My Brother next, neglectmg Wealth and Fame, 75 
Ignobly burn’d m a destructive Flame 
An Infant Daughter late my Griefs mcreast, 

And all a Mother’s Cares distract my Breast 
Alas, what more could Fate it self impose. 

But Thee, the last and greatest of my Woes ’> 8o 

No more my Robes in wavmg Purple flow. 

Nor on my Hand the sparklmg Diamonds glow. 

No more my Locks m Rmglets curl’d diffuse 
The costly Sweetness of Arabian Dews, 

Nor Braids of Gold the vary’d Tresses bind, 85 

Thaf fly disorder’d with the wanton Wind 

For whom shou’d Sapho use such Arts as these ? 

He’s gone, whom only she desir’d to please’ 

Cupid^s hght Darts my tender Bosom move, 

Still IS there cause for Sapho still to love 90 

So from my Birth the Sisters fix’d my Doom, 

And gave to Venus all my Life to come. 

Or while my Muse m meltmg Notes complains. 

My yieldmg Heart keeps Measure to my» Strains 
By Charms like thme which all my Soul have won, 95 
Who might not — ah’ who wou’d not be undone ? 

For those, Aurora Cephalus might scorn. 

And with fresh Blushes pamt the conscious Morn 
For those might Cynthia lengthen Phaon^s Sleep, 

Add bid Endymion mghtly tend his Sheep 100 

Venus for those had rapt thee to the Skies, 

But Mars on thee might look with Venus' Eyes 
O scarce a Youth, yet scarce a tender Boy’ 

70 Venus\ Erycma, a surname of Aphrodite, m the original There was 
a temple dedicated to Venus on Mount Eryx in Sicily 
84 Arabian Dews'\ Perfumes, reputed to come from Arabia 

97 The hunter Cephalus, faithful husband of Procns, was loved in vain 
by Aurora 

98 c(mscious\ Sensible of wrong-doing, guilty 
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0 useful Time for Lovers to employ^ 

Pride of thy Age^ and Glory of thy Race, 105 

Come to these Arms, and melt in this Embrace’ 

The Vows you never will return, receive. 

And take at least the Love you will not give 
See, while I write, my Words are lost in Tears, 

The less my Sense, the more my Love appears no 

Sure ’twas not much to bid one kind Adieu, 

(At least to feign was never hard to you ) 

Farewel my Lesbian Love f you might have said, 

Or coldly thus, Farewel oh Lesbian Maid ^ 

No Tear did you, no partmg Kiss receive, 1 15 

Nor knew I then how much I was to grieve 
No Lover’s Gift your Sapho cou’d confer. 

And Wrongs and Woes were all you left witii her 
No Charge I gave you, and no Charge cou’d give. 

But this. Be mindful of our LoveS;, and live 120 

Now by the Nme, those Pow’rs ador’d by me. 

And Love, the God that ever waits on thee. 

When first I heard (from whom I hardly knew) 

That you were fled, and all my Joys with you. 

Like some sad Statue, speechless, pale, I stodH, 125 

Grief chill’d my Breast, and stop’d my freezmg Blood, 

No Sigh to rise, no Tear had pow’r to flow. 

Fix’d m a stupid Lethargy of Woe 

But when its way th’impetuous Passion found, 

1 rend my Tresses, and my Breast I wound, 130 

I rave, then weep, I curse, and then complain, 

Now swell to Rage, now melt in Tears again 
Not fiercer Pangs distract the mournful Dame, 

Whose first-born Infant feeds the Fun’ral Flame 
My scornful Brother with a Smile appears, 135 

Insults my Woes, and triumphs in my Tears, 

His hated Image ever haunts my Eyes, 

And why this Grief} thy Daughter lives ^ he cries 
Stung with my Love, and furious with Despair, 

All tom my Garments, and my Bosom bare, 140 

My Woes, thy Crimes, I to the World proclaim. 

Such mconsistent things are Love and Shame’ 

’Tis thou are aU my Care and my Dehght, 

My daily Longmg, and my Dream by Night 
O Night more pleasmg than the brightest Day, 145 

When Fancy gives what Absence takes away, 

And drest m all its visionary Charms, 
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Restores my fair Deserter to my Arms* 

Then round your Neck m wanton Wreaths I twme^ 

Then you^ methinks, as fondly circle mme 150 

A thousand tender Words^ I hear and speak, 

A thousand meltmg Kisses, give, and take 
Then fiercer Joys — I blush to mention these. 

Yet while I blush, confess how much they please* 

But when with Day the sweet Delusions fly, 155 

And all thmgs wake to Life and Joy, but I, 

As if once more forsaken, I complam. 

And close my Eyes, to dream of you agam 

Then frantick rise, and like some Fury rove 

Thro’ lonely Flams, and thro’ the silent Grove, 160 

4 s if the silent Grove, and lonely Plains 

That knew my Pleasures, cou’d reheve my Pams 

I view the Grotto^ once the Scene of Love, 

The Rocks around, the hangmg Roofs above, 

That charm’d me more, with Native Moss o’ergrown, 165 
Than Phrygian Marble or the Parian Stone 
I find the Shades that veil’d our Joys before, 

But, Phaon gone, those Shades dehght no more 
Plere tlie prest Herbs with bendmg Tops betray 
Where oft entwm’d in am’rous Folds we lay, 170 

I kiss that Earth which once was prest by you. 

And all with Tears the with’rmg Herbs bedew 
For thee the fading Trees appear to mourn. 

And Birds defer their Songs till thy Return 

Night shades the Groves, and all m Silence lye, 175 

All, but the mournful Philomel and I 

With mournful Philomel I join fiiy Strain, 

Of Tereus she, of Phaon I complam 
A Spring there is, whose Silver Waters show. 

Clear as a Glass, the shmmg Sands below, 180 

A flow’ry Lotos spreads its Arms above. 

Shades ^ the Banks, and seems it self a Grove, 

Eternal Greens the mossie Margm grace. 

Watch’d by the Sylvan Genius of the Place 

Here as I lay, and swell’d with Tears the Flood, 185 

Before my Sight a Watry Virgm stood. 

She stood and cry’d, ‘O you that love in vam* 

Fly hence, and seek the fair Leucadtan Mam, 

There stands a Rock from whose impendmg Steep 

18 1 flowWy Lotos] Cf The Fable of Dry ope, 1 2i« (p 26, above) 

1 88 Leucadtan Mam] Leucadia, now called Leucas, is one of the 
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Apolloh Fane surveys the rolling Deep, 190 

There injur’d Lovers, leaping from above, 

Their Flames extinguish, and forget to love 
Deucalion once with hopeless Fury burn’d. 

In vain he lov’d, relentless Pyrrha scorn’d. 

But when from hence he plung’d into the Mam, 195 

Deucalion scorn’d, and Pyrrha lov’d in vam 
Haste Saphos haste from high Leucadia throw 
Thy wretched Weight, nor dread the Deeps below 
She spoke, and vamsh’d with the Voice — I rise. 

And silent Tears fall tricklmg from my Eyes 
I go, ye Nymphs* those Rocks and Seas to prove, 

How much I fear, but ah* how much I love ? 

I go, ye Nymphs * where furious Love inspires 
Let Female Fears submit to Female Fires* 

To Rocks and Seas I fly from Phaon^s Hate, 

And hope from Seas and Rocks a milder Fate 
Ye gentle Gales, beneath my Body blow. 

And softly lay me on the Waves below* 

And thou, kind Love^ my sinkmg Limbs sustain. 

Spread thy soft Wmgs, and waft me o’er the Mam, 

Nor let a Lover’s Deatii the guildess Flood prbfane * 

On Phcebus^ Shrme my Harp I’ll then bestow. 

And this Inscription shall be plac’d below 
‘Here She who simg, to Him that did inspire, 

Sapho to Phoebus consecrates her Lyre, 

What suits with Sapho ^ Phcebus^ suits with thee, 

The Gift, the Giver, and the God agree ’ 

But why alas, relentless Youth* ah why 
To distant Seas must tender Sapho fly ? 

Thy Charms than those may far more pow’rful be. 

And Phoebus* self is less a God to me 
Ah* canst thou doom me to the Rocks and Sea, 

O far more faithless and more hard than they ? 

Ah* canst thou rather see this tender Breast 
Dash’d on these Rocks, than to thy Bosom prest ? 

This Breast which once, m vam* you lik’d so well. 

Where the Loves play’d and where the Muses dwell — 

Alas * the Muses now no more inspire, 

Untun’d my Lute, and sdent is my Lyre, 

Ionian islands, off the west coast of Greece It terminates in a promontory 
a, 000 feet in height, on which can still be seen the remains of the temple 
of Apollo to which Ovid alludes It was said that lovers who threw them- 
selves from this headland mto the sea might be cured of their infatuation 
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My langmd Numbers have forgot to flow, 230 

And Fancy sinks beneath a Weight of Woe 
Ye Lesbian Virgins, and ye Lesbian Dames, 

Themes of ifiy Verse, and Objects of my Flames, 

No more your Groves with my glad Songs shall rmg, 

No more these Hands shall touch the tremblmg String 235 
My Phaon^s fled, and I those Arts resign, 

(Wretch that I am, to call that Phaon mmeO 

Return fair Youth, return, and bring along 

Joy to my Soul, and Vigour to my Song 

Absent from thee, the Poet’s Flame expires, 240 

But ah^ how fiercely bum the Lover’s Fires 

Gods^ can no Pray’rs, no Sighs, no Numbers move 

Qne savage Heart, or teach it how to love ? 

The Winds my Pray’rs, my Sighs, my Numbers bear, 

The flying Winds have lost them all m Air’ 245 

Oh when, alas ’ shall more auspicious Gales 
To these fond Eyes restore thy welcome Sails 
If you return — ^ah why these long Delays 
Poor Sapho dies while careless Phaon stays 
O laimch thy Baik, nor fear the watry Plain, 250 

Venus fbr thee shall smooth her nauve Mam 
O launch thy Bark, secure of prosperous Gales, 

Cupid for thee shall spread the sweUing Sails 
If you will fly — (yet ah’ what Cause can be, 

Too cruel Youth, that you shou’d fly from me ">) 255 

If not from Phaon I must hope for Ease, 

Ah let me seek it from the raging Seas 
To raging Seas unpity’d I’ll remove. 

And either cease to live, or cease* to love’ 


The First Book of Statius hs Thebais 

[^\^tten c 1703, published, Lmtot’s 
Miscellany y 1713] 

THE ARGUMENT 

OEdipus of Thebes having by mistake slam his Father Laius, 
and many^d Jus Mother Jocasta, put out his own Eyes^ and resigned 
the Realm to his Sons^ Etheocles and Polymees Being neglected by 
them^ he makes his Prayer to the Fury Tisiphone, to sow Debate be-- 
twixt the Brothers They agree at last to Reign singly ^ each aVeai by 
turnsi and the first Lot is obtained by Etheocles Jupiter, in a Comal 
p AP— C 
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of the Gods^ declares his Resolution of punishing the Thebans, and 
Argives alsoy by means of a Maritage betwixt Polynices and one of 
the Daughters of Adrastus King of Argos Juno opposes^, but to no 
effect) and Mercury is sent on a Message to the Shades^ to the Ghost 
(?/Laius, who IS to appear to Etheocles, and provoke him to break the 
Agreement Polynices in the mean time departs from Thebes by 
Night) IS overtaken by a Storm^ and arrives at Argos, where he meets 
with Tydeus, who had fled from Calydon, having kilVd his Brother 
Adrastus entertains them) having receiv'd an Oracle from Apollo 
that his Daughters should be marry'' d to a Boar and a LtoU) which he 
understands to be meant of these Sti angers by whom the Hydes of 
those Beasts were worU) and who arriv'd at the time when he kept an 
annual Feast in honour of that God The Rise of ths Solemnity he 
relates to his GuestS) the Loves Phoebus and Psamathe^a?2d the 
Story of Choroebus He enquires) and is made acquainted withy their 
Descent and Quality) The Sacrifice n renew'd) and the Book con'- 
eludes with a Hymn to Apollo 

The Translator hopes he needs not apologize for his Choice of 
this Piece, which was made almost in his Childhood But finding 
the Version better than he expected, he ga\e it some Correction 
a few Years afterwards 

Fraternal Rage, the gmlty Thebes Alarms, 

Th’ Alternate Reign destroy’d by Impious Arms, 

Demand our Song, a sacred Fury fires 
My ravish’d Breast, and All the Muse inspires 
O Goddess, say, shall I deduce my Rhimcs 5 

From the dire Nation m its early Times, 

Europa's Rape, Agqpor's stern Decree, 

And Cadmus searching roimd the spacious Sea ? 

How with the Serpent’s Teeth he sow’d the Soil, 

And reap’d an Iron Harvest of his Toil, 10 

Or how from joymng Stones the City sprung, 

5 deduce} To trace the course of, treat, deal with 

6 dire] A Latinism ill-omened, unfortunate 

7 Agenor's stern Decree] Agenor, king of Phoenicia, sent his son 
Cadmus to search for Europa, forbidding him to return should he fail 

8 Cadmus*s search proved vain In obedience to the oracle of Delphi he 
went into Boeotia, where his followers were killed by a dragon Cadmus 
slew the dragon and sowed its teeth in the earth, whence sprang up armed 
warnors whom Cadmus caused to fight amongst themselves till only five 
remained With their help he founded the city of Thebes and fulfilled the 
oracle 

II from joymng Stones] Another legend attributed the foundation of 
Thebes to Amphion and Zethus, twin sons of Jupiter and Antiope 
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While to his Harp Divine Amphion sung ? 

Or shall I Jund*% Hate to Thebes resound^ 

Whose fatal Rage th’unhappy Monarch found. 

The Sire against the Son his Arrows drew, 15 

O’er the wide Fields the furious Mother flew. 

And while her Arms her Second Hope contain, 

Sprung fiom the Rocks, and plung’d mto the Mam 
But wave whate’er to Cadmus may belong, 

And fiK, O Muse^ the Barrier of thy Song, 20 

At Oedipus — ^from his Disasters trace 
The long Confusions of his guilty Race 
Nor yet attempt to stretch thy bolder Wmg, 

And mighty Ccesar’s conqu’rmg Eagles sing, 

How twice he tam’d proud Ister^s rapid Flood, 25 

^hile Dacian Mountams stream’d with barb’rous Blood, 
Twice taught the Rhine beneath his Laws to roll, 

And stretch’d his Empire to the frozen Pole, 

Or long before, with early Valour strove 

In youthful Arms t’assert the Cause oijcme 30 

And Thou, great Heir of all thy Father’s Fame, 

Encrease of Glory to the Latian Name, 

Oh bltss thy Rome with an Eternal Reign, 

Nor let desirmg Worlds intreat m vam^ 

What tho’ the Stars contract their Heav’nly Space, 35 

13 Juno's Hate\ Juno’s jealous hatred of Europa extended to all her 
family and descendants, the house of Thebes 

14 unhappy MonarcK], Athamas, who was married to Nephele, but fell 
in love with Ino, daughter of Cadmus, by whom he had two sons At 
Juno’s instigation the fury Tisiphone caused Athamas and Ino to go mad 
Athamas slew one of his sons, and Ino, with the other son, Melicertes, in 
her arms, flung herself mto the sea Ino and'Melxcertes yere changed into 
sea deities, under the names of Leucothea and Palaemon Cf 11 167-8, 
below 

19 wave\ Waive 

20 Barnerl Either the boundary line, or perhaps an allusion to the 
^career*, or starting-place, in the ancient race-course 

22 long Confusions^ The troubled histones of Polymees, Eteocles, 
Antigone 

24 mighty Casar] Doimtian, emperor of Rome, A d 81-96 

25 proud Ister] The Danube Far from ‘tammg’ Dacia, the Romans, 
owing to Domitian’s defeat by the Marcomanni, were obhged to make 
peace with the Dacian general, Decebalus, and pay tribute for the first 
time m Roman history 

27 Domitian annexed the Taunus district between the Rhine and the 
Mam 

31 thy Fatherl Vespasian, emperor A D 69-79 

35 ff Members of the imperial family were deified, and as divinities 
were placed among the constellations See 1 46 below 
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And crowd t±ieir shining Ranks to yield thee place , 

Tho’ all the Skies^ ambitious of thy Sway;> 

Conspire to court thee from our World away, 

Tho’ Phosbus longs to mix his Rays with thine, 

And m thy Glories more serenely shine, 40 

Tho’ Jove himself no less content wou’d be, 

To pait his Throne and share his Hea^r’n with thee. 

Yet stay, great Casar^ and vouchsafe to reign 
O’er the wide Earth, and o’er the watry Mam, 

Resign to Jove his Empire of the Skies, 45 

And People Heav’n with Roman Deities 
The Time will come, when a divmer Flame 
Shall warm my Breast to smg of Casar^% Fame 
Mean while permit that my preluding Muse 
In Tnehan Wars an humbler Theme may chuse 50 

Of furious Hate surviving Death, she smgs, 

A fatal Throne to two contending Kings, 

And Fun’ral Flames, that parting wide in Ar, 

Express the Discord of the Souls they bear 

Of Towns dispeopled, and the wandring Ghosts 55 

Of Kings unbury’d, on the wasted Coasts , 

When Ditce’s Foimtain blush’d with Grecian Blood, 

And ThetiSs near Ismenos^ swellmg Flood, 

With Dread beheld the rollmg Surges sweep 
In Heaps his slaughter’d Sons into the Deep 60 

What Hero, Clw^ wilt thou first relate > 

The Rage of Tydeus^ or the Prophet’s Fate ? 

Or how with Hills of slam on ev’ry side. 


39-40 The suggestion is tHat Phoebus would like to mix the rays from 
his nimbus with those from the nimbus Domitian will acquire when he is 
divinized In ancient art emperors and consuls are occasionally represented 
with a nimbus 

51-4 The smoke from the bodies of Eteocles and Polynices, who were 
placed on the same funeral pyre, did not mingle 

58 Thetis} Daughter of Nereus, and chief of the fifty Neieids 

60 his slaughtered Sons} The Thebans, descendants of Cadmus 

61 What Hero} Which one, that is, of the famous seven who fought 
agamst Thebes They were Polynices, Adrastus (king of Argos), Tydeus, 
Amphiaraus, Hippomedon, Parthenopaeus, and Capaneus 

62 The Rage of Tydeus} An allusion to the horrible episode related later 
in the Thebats, viii 75 1-62, in which the dying Tydeus gnaws the head of 
his dead adversary Melanippus in a frenzy of hatred 

the Prophet's Fate} Amphiaraus, who prophesied the destruction of all 
the leaders except Adrastus Jupiter saved him from the spear of the 
Theban Penclymenus by causing the earth to swallow him with his 
chariot and horses 
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Htppomedon repell’d the hostile Tyde ? 

Or how the Youth with ev’ry Grace adorn’d, 65 

Untimely fell, to be for ever mourn’d ? 

Then to fierce Capaneus thy Verse extend. 

And smg, with Horror, Ins prodigious End 
Now wretched Oedipus^ depriv’d of Sight, 

Led a long Death m everlastmg Night, 70 

But while he dwells where not a chearful Ray 
Can pierce the Darkness, and abhors the Day, 

The clear, refiectmg Mmd, presents his Sm 
In frightful Views, and makes it Day withm, 

Retummg Thoughts in endless Circles roll, 75 

And thousand Furies haunt his guilty Soul 
TJJde Wretch then lifted to th’unpitying Skies 
Those empty Orbs, from whence he tore his Eyes, 

Whose Wounds yet fresh, with bloody Hands he strook, 
While from his Breast these dreadful Accents broke 80 
Ye Gods that o’er the gloomy Regions reign 
Where guilty Spirits feel Eternal Pam, 

Thou, sable Styx f whose hvid Streams are roll’d 
Thro’ dreary Coasts which I, tho’ Blmd, behold 
Ttsiphdhe^ that oft hast heard my Pray’r, 85 

Assist, if Oedipus deserve thy Care* 

If you receiv’d me from Jocasta^% Womb, 

And nurst the Hope of Mischiefs yet to come 
If leaving Polybus^ I took my Way 
To Cyrrha^s Temple on that fatal Day, 90 

When by the Son the trembhng Father dy’d. 

Where the three Roads the Phocian Fields divide 
If I the Sphynxe^s Riddles durst»explain. 

Taught by thy self to wm the piomis’d Reign 
If wretched I, by baleful Furies led, 95 

With monstrous Mixture stain’d my Mother’s Bed, 

For Hell and Thee begot an impious Brood, 

And with full Lust those horrid Joys renew’d 
Then self-condemn’d to Shades of endless Night, 

64 Hippomedon} The bodies of the enemy slam by Hippomedon 
dammed the Ismenos 

65 Parthenopesus [P] He was the son of Atalanta of Calydon 

67 Capaneus]^ He defied Jupiter, who slew him with a thunderbolt as 
he was scaling the walls of Thebes 

85 Ttstphone] One of the three Furies, the avenger of murder Cf 1 i4« 

89 Polybus] King of Corinth, who raised Oedipus as his son 

90 Cyrrha*s Temple] The spring at Delphi, beneath the peaks of 
Parnassus, where Oedipus went to consult the oracle 
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Forc’d from these Orbs the bleeding Balls of Sight 100 
Oh hear, and aid the Vengeance I require, 

If worthy Thee, and what Thou xmght’st inspire’ 

My Sons their old, unhappy Sire despise, 

SpoiPd of his Kmgdom, and depriv’d of Eyes, 

Guideless I wander, unreguarded mourn, 105 

While These exalt their Scepters o’er my Urn, 

These Sons, ye Gods’ who with flagitious Pride 
Insult my Darkness, and my Groans deride 
Art thou a Father, muQgaxdmg Jove ^ 

And sleeps thy Thunder m the Realms above ^ no 

Thou Fury^ then, some lasting Curse entail, 

Which o’er their Childrens Children shall prevail 
Place on their Heads that Crown distam’d with pore. 
Which these dire Hands from my slam Father tore , 

Go, and a Parent’s heavy Curses bear, 11^ 

Break ail the Bonds of Nature, and prepare I 
Their kmdred Souls to mutual Hate and War J 
Give them to dare, what I might wish to see, 

Bhnd as I am, some glorious Villany’ 

Soon shalt thou find, if thou but arm their Hands, 120 
Then ready Guilt preventing thy Commaifds 
Cou’dst thou some great, proportion’d Mischief frame. 
They’d prove the Father from whose Loins they came 
The Fury heard, while on Cocytm^ Brink 
Her Snakes, imty’d. Sulphureous Waters drink, 125 
But at the Summons, roll’d her Eyes around. 

And snatch’d the startmg Serpents from the Ground 
Not half so swiftly shoots along m Air 
The gliding Lightning, or descending Star 
Thro’ Crouds of Airy Shades she wing’d her Flight, 130 
And dark Dominions of the silent Night, 

Swift as she past, the flittmg Ghosts withdrew, 

And the pale Spectres trembled at her View 
To th’Iron Gates of Tanarus she flies. 

There spreads her dusky Pmions to the Skies 135 

The Day beheld, and sick’nmg at the Sight, 

Veil’d her fair Glones m the Shades of Night 
AdBEnghted Atlas, on the distant Shore, 

Trembl’d, and shook the Heav’ns and Gods he bore 
Now from beneath Malea^s airy Height 140 

134 T<gnaru$\ The southernmost promontory of the Peloponnesus, 
considered to be one of the gates of Hades 

140 Maled[ Promontory at the south-eastern point of the Peloponnesus 
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Aloft she sprung^ and steer’d to Thebes her Fhght, 

With eager Speed the well-known Journey took. 

Nor here regrets the Hell she late forsook 
A hundred Snakes her gloomy Visage shade, 

A hundred Serpents guard her homd Head, 145 

In her sunk Eye-balls dreadful Meteors glow. 

Such Rays from Phcebe^s bloody Circle flow. 

When lab’rmg with strong Charms, she shoots from high 
A fiery Gleam, and reddens all the Sky 
Blood stain’d her Cheeks, and from her Mouth there came 
Blue steammg Poisons, and a Length of Flame, 15 1 

From ev’ry Blast of her contagious Breath, 

Famine and Drought proceed, and Plagues, and Death 
A Robe obscene was o’er her Shoulders thrown, 

A Dress by Fates and Furies worn alone 155 

She tost her meagre Arms, her better Hand 
In wavmg Circles whirl’d a Fun’ral Brand, 

A Serpent from her left was seen to rear 
His fiammg Crest, and lash the yielding Air 
But when the Fury took her Stand on high, 160 

Where vast Cythceron^s Top salutes the Sky, 

A HissTrom all the Snaky Tire went round, ^ 

The dreadful Signal all the Rocks rebound, > 

And thro’ th’ Achaian Qties send the Sound J 

Oete^ with high Parnassus^ heard the Voice, 165 

Eurotah Banks remurmur’d to the Noise, 

Again Leucothoe shook at these Alarms, 

And press’d Palamon closer in her Arms 
Headlong from thence tlie glowmg Fury sprmgs. 

And o’er the Theban Palace spreads her Wyags, 170 
Once more invades the guilty Dome, and shrouds 
Its bright Pavihons in a Veil of Clouds 
Strait with the Rage of all their Race possest, 

Stung to the Soul, the Brothers start from Rest, > 

And all the Furies wake withm their Breast J 175 

142 well-known Journey] Tisiphone had had occasion to visit Thebes 
before Cf 1 I4n 

16 1 Cytharon*$ Top] The mountain range between Athens and 
Thebes, from which the Fury looked down on her goal 

165 Oete] A mountain south of Thessaly, a land famous for spells and 
witches 

166 Eurotd] The Eurotas, a river in Sparta 

167-8 Seel I4« 

173 Gentihsque ammos subit furor, seems a better reading than 
Gentilesque [P] 
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Their tortur’d Minds repining Envy tears. 

And Hate, engender’d by suspicious Fears, 

And sacred Thirst of Sway, and all the Ti^s 
Of Nature broke, and Royal Perjuries, 

And impotent Desire to Reign alone, 180 

That scorns the dull Reversion of a Throne, 

Each wou’d the sweets of Sovereign Rule devour, 

While Discord waits upon divided Pow’r 
As stubborn Steers by brawny Plowmen broke, 

And jom’d reluctant to the galhng Yoke, 185 

Alike disdain with servile Necks to bear 

Th’ unwonted Weight, or drag the crooked Share, 

But rend the Rems, and bound a different way, 

And all the Furrows in Confusion lay 

Such was the Discord of the Royal Pair, 190 

Whom Fury drove precipitate to War 

In vam the Chiefs contnv’d a specious way, 

To govern Thebes by their Alternate Sway, 

Unjust Decree ^ while This enjoys the State, 

That mourns m Exile his unequal Fate, 195 

And the short Monarch of a hasty Year 
Foresees with Anguish his returnmg Heir ^ 

Thus did the League their impious Arms restrain. 

But scarce subsisted to the Second Reign 
Yet then no proud aspirmg Piles were rais’d, 200 
No fretted Roofs with pohsh’d Metals blaz’d, 

No labour’d Columns in long Order plac’d, 

No Grecian Stone the pompous Arches grac’d. 

No mghtly Bands in glitt’ring Armour wait 
Before^the sleepless Tyrant’s guarded Gate, 205 

No Chargers then were wrought m burmsh’d Gold, 

Nor Silver Vases took the forming Mold, 

Nor Gems on Bowls emboss’d were seen to shine, 

Blaze on the Brims, and sparkle in the Wmc — 

Say, wretched Rivads ^ what provokes your Rage ? 2x0 

Say to what End your impious Arms engage ’> 

Now All bright Phcebus views m early Morn, 

Or when his Evenmg Beams the West adorn. 

When the South glows with his Meridian Ra>, 

And the cold North receives a fainter Day, 215 

178 sacred Thirst] Sacred here means accursed (Latm sacei)^ and alludes 
to Virgil’s famous phrase, Aen , m 56-7 *aun sacra fames’ 

1 81 Reversion] The right of succession to an office or place of emolu- 
ment, after the death or retirement of the holder 
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For Crimes like these^ not all those Realms suffice. 

Were all those Realms the guilty Victor’s Prize* 

But Fortune now (the Lots of Empire thrown) 

Decrees to proud Etheocles the Crown 

What Joys, oh Tyrant* swell’d thy Soul that Day, 220 

When all were Slaves thou cou’dst around survey. 

Pleas’d to behold unbounded Pow’r thy own, 

And singly fill a fear’d and envy’d Throne* 

But the vile Vulgar, ever discontent, 

Their growmg Fears m secret Murmurs vent, 225 

Still prone to change, tho’ still the Slaves of State, 

And sure the Monarch whom they have, to hate. 

New Lords they madly make, then tamely bear, 

AJid softly curse the Tyrants whom they fear 

And one of those who groan beneath the Sway 230 

Of Kmgs impos’d, and grudgmgly obey, 

(Whom Envy to the Great, and vulgar Spight 
With Scandd arm’d, th’ Ignoble Mind’s Dehght,) 
Exclaim’d — O Thebes^ for thee what Fates remain. 

What Woes attend this inauspicious Reign ^ 235 

Must we, alas * our doubtful Necks prepare. 

Each haughty Master’s Yoke by turns to bear. 

And still to change whom chang’d we still must fear^ 
These now controul a wretched People’s Fate, 

These can divide, and these reverse the State, 240 

Ev’n Fortune rules no more — Oh servile Land, 

Where exil’d Tyrants still by turns command* 

Thou Sire of Gods and Men, Imperial f 
Is this th’Eternal Doom decreed above > 

On thy o'wn Oflfsprmg hast thorn fix’d this JFate, 245 
From the first Birth of our unhappy State, 

When banish’d Cadmus wandrmg o’er the Mam, 

For lost Eiiropa search’d the World in vam. 

And fated in Boeotian Fields to found 
A rising Empire on a foreign Ground, 250 

First rais’d our Walls on that ill-omen’d Plam 
Where Earth-born Brothers were by Brothers slam ^ 

What lofty Looks th’unrival’d Monarch bears* 

How all the Tyrant in his Face appears* 

What sullen Fury clowds his scornful Brow* 255 

Gods* how his Eyes with threatnmg Ardour glow* 

Can this Imperious Lord forget to Reign, 

236 doubtful] Full of fear or apprehension 

252 Cf 1 Sn 



44 


POEMS 1700-1717 


Quit all his State, descend, and serve again ? 

Yet who, before, more popularly bow’d, 

Who more propitious to the suppliant Crowd, 260 

Patient of Right, famihar m the Throne ? 

What Wonder then ^ he was not then Alone 
Oh wretched we, a vile submissive Tram, 

Fortune’s tame Fools, and Slaves in ev’ry Reign ^ 

As when two Winds with Rival Force contend, 265 
This way and that, the wav’nng Sails they bend. 

While freezmg Boreas and black Burns blow, 

Now here, now there, the reehng Vessel throw 

Thus on each side, alas* our tott’rmg State 

Feels all the Fury of resistless Fate, 270 

And doubtful still, and still distracted stands. 

While that Prmce Threatens, and while this Commands 
And now th’ Almighty Father of the Gods 
Convenes a Council m the blest Abodes 
Far m the bright Recesses of the Skies, 275 

High o’er the rowling Heav’ns, a Mansion lyes, 

Whence, far below, the Gods at once survey 
The Realms of rising and declimng Day, 

And all th’extended Space of Earth, and Air, and Sea 
Full in the midst, and on a Starry Throne, 280 

The Majesty of Heav’n superior shone. 

Serene he look’d, and gave an awful Nod, 

And all the trembhng Spheres confess’d the God 

At Jove^s Assent, the Deities around 

In solemn State the Consistory crown’d 285 

Next a long Older of Inferior Pow’rs 

Ascend^from HiUsj and Plains, and shady Bow’rs, 

Those from whose Urns the rowling Rivers flow. 

And those that give the wandrmg Winds to blow. 

Here all their Rage, and ev’n their Murmurs cease, 290 
And sacred Silence reigns, and umversal Peace 
A shming Synod of Majestick Gods 
Gilds with new Lustre the divine Abodes, 

Heav’n seems improv’d with a superior Ray, 

And the bright Arch reflects a double Day 295 

The Monarch then his solemn Silence broke. 

The still Creation hsten’d while he spoke. 

Each sacred Accent bears eternal Weight, 

267 EwrMs] The east wind 

282 Placido quatiens tamen omnia Vuitu, u the common reading, I 
helteve it should he Nutu, with reference to the word quatiens [P] 
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And each irrevocable Word is Fate 
How long shall Man the Wrath of Heav’n defy, 300 
And force unwilling Vengeance from the Sky ? 

Oh Race confed’rate into Crimes, that prove 
Triumphant o’er th’eluded Rage of Jove ' 

This weary’d Arm can scarce the Bolt sustain, 

And unregarded Thunder rolls m vain 305 

Th’ o’erlabour’d Cyclop from his Task retires, 

Th’ ^olian Forge exhausted of its Fires 
For this, I suifer’d Phoebus^ Steeds to stray. 

And the mad Ruler to misguide the Day, 

When the wide Earth to Heaps of Ashes turn’d, 310 
And Heav’n it self the wandrmg Chariot bum’d 
for this, my Brother of the watry Reign 
Releas’d th’impetuous Sluices of the Mam, — 

But Flames consum’d, and Billows rag’d m vain 
Two Races now, ally’d tojovcy offend, 315 

To pumsh these, SQtJove himself descend* 

The Theban Kmgs their Lme from Cadmus trace, 

From God-like Perseus those of Argtve Race 
Unhappy Cadmus'* Fate who does not know ^ 

And the long Series of succeeding Woe 320 

How oft the Furies from the deeps of Night 
Arose, and mix’d with Men in Mortal Fight 
Th’exulting Mother stain’d with Filial Blood, 

The Savage Hunter, and the haunted Wood, 

The direful Banquet why should I proclaim, 325 

And Crimes that grieve the tremblmg Gods to name ? 

E’er I recount the Sms of these Profane, 

The Sun wou’d sink into the Western M^n, 

And rising gild the radiant East again 
Have we not seen (the Blood of Laitis shed) 330 

The murd’rmg Son ascend his Parent’s Bed, 

Thro’ violated Nature force his way. 

And stam the sacred Womb where once he lay > 

307 Th* Mohan Forge\ Vulcan’s forge, where he worked with the 
Cyclopes, was supposed to be on Hiera, one of the ^olian islands, off 
Sicily 

309 mad Ruler\ Phaethon 

312-14 An allusion to the deluge 

323 Th* exulting Mother"] Agave, daughter of Cadmus, who, blinded by 
bacchic fury, tore to pieces her own son, Pentheus 

324 The Savage Hunter] Athamas Cf 1 1471 

325 direful Banquet] An allusion to the story of Tantalus, the king of 
Argos who served up his own son as meat for the gods 
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Yet now in Darkness and Despair he groans, 

And for the Crimes of guilty Fate attones, 335 

His Sons with Scorn their Eyeless Father view. 

Insult his Wounds, and make them bleed anew 
Thy Curse, oh Oedipm^ just Heav’n alarms, 

And sets tli’avengmg Thunderer in Arms 
I from the Root thy guilty Race v^ill tear, 340 

And give the Nations to the Waste of War 
Adrastm soon, with Gods averse, shall join 
In dire Alliance with the Theban Line, 

Hence Strife shall rise, and mortal War succeed. 

The guilty Realms of Tantalus shall bleed, 345 

Fix’d IS their Doom, this ail-remembring Breast 
Yet Harbours Vengeance for the Tyrant’s Feast ^ 

He said, and thus the Queen of Heav’n return’d, 

(With sudden Grief her lab’ring Bosom bum’d) 

Must I whose Cares Phoroneus^ Tow’rs defend, 350 
Must I, oh Jove f m bloody Wars contend ? 

Thou know’st those Regions my Protection claim. 
Glorious in Arms, m Riches, and in Fame 
Tho’ there the fair ABgyptian Heifer fed. 

And there deluded Argus slept and bled, 355 

Tho’ there the Brazen Tow’r was storm’d of old, 
Whtnjove descended m Almighty Gold 
Yet I can pardon those obscurer Rapes, 

Those bashful Crimes disguis’d in borrow’d Shapes, 

But Thehesy where shining m Coelestial Charms 360 
Thou cam’st Triumphant to a Mortal’s Arms, 

When all my Glories o’er her Limbs were spread. 

And bl^mg Lightnmgs danc’d around her Bed, 

Curs’d Thebes the Vengeance it deserves, may prove, — 

Ah why shou’d Argos feel the Rage of Jove ? 365 

Yet smee thou wilt thy Sister-Queen controul, 

Smee still the Lust of Discord fires thy Soul, 

Go, rase my Samosy let Mycene fall. 

And level with the Dust the Spartan Wall 
No more let Mortals Juno*s Pow’r mvoke. 

Her Fanes no more with Eastern Incense smoke^ 

Nor Victims smk beneath the Sacred Stroke, 

345-7 Cf 1 3a5« 

350 Phoroneus* Towers] Argos, of which Phoroneus vas reputed 
founder 

354 ASgypUan Hetfer] lo 

361 a Mortal* s Arms\ Semele’s 

368“9 Mycenae and Sparta were Juno’s favourite cities 
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But to your Isis all my Rites transfer. 

Let Altars blaze and Temples smoke for her. 

For her, thro’ ^gypfs fruitful Chme renown’ (i> 375 

Let weeping Ntlus hear the Timbrel sound 
But if thou must reform the stubborn Times, 

Avengmg on the Sons the Father’s Crimes, 

And from the long Records of distant Age 
Derive Incitements to renew thy Rage, 380 

Say, from what Period then has Jove design’d 
To date his Vengeance, to what Bounds confin’d? 

Begin from thence, where jfirst Alpheus hides T 
His wandrmg Stream, and thro’ the brmy Tydes, > 
Unnux’d, to his Sicilian River ghdes J 385 

Thy own Arcadians there the Thunder claim, 

S^hose impious Rites disgrace thy mighty Name, 

Who raise thy Temples where the Chariot stood 
Of fierce Oenomaus^ defil’d with Blood, 

Where once his Steeds their savage Banquet found, 390 
And Human Bones yet whiten all the Ground 
Say, can those Honours please > and canst thou love 
Presumptuous Crete^ that boasts the Tomb of Jove > 

And shall not Tantalus his Kingdoms share 

Thy Wife and Sister’s Tutelary Care > 395 

Reverse, O Jove^ thy too severe Decree, 

Nor doom to War a Race deriv’d from thee. 

On Impious Realms, and barb’rous Kmgs, impose 
Thy Plagues, and curse ’em with such Sons as those 
Thus, in Reproach and Pray’r, the Queen exprest 400 
The Rage and Grief contendmg m her Breast, 

Unmov’d remain’d the Ruler o 5 ,the Sky, 

And from his Throne return’d this stem Seply 


373 Ins\ lo, with whom Isis, worshipped by the Egyptians, was some- 
times identified 

387 impious Perhaps a reference to the worship of Jupiter with 
human sacrifices The original seems to refer merely to the establish- 
ment of temples to Jupiter on the ground defiled by Oenomaus (cf 
389W) 

389 fi&rce Oenomaus'l King of Pisa Warned that he would die by the 
hand of his son-m-law, he challenged all suitors for his daughter Hippo- 
damia to a chariot race agamst his own horses The defeated suitors were 
fed to these man-eating horses 

393 The Cretan Zeus, born on Mount Ida, was thought to die and to 
be reborn at certain periods 

394 Cf 32571 

399 Eiheocles and Polymces [P] 
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’Twas t±ius I deem’d thy haughty Soul wou’d bear j 
The dire, tho’ just, Revenge which I prepare > 405 
Against a Nation thy peculiar Care J 

Ne less Dione might for Thebes contend, 

Nor Bacchus less his Native Town defend, 

Yet these in Silence see the Fates fulfil 
Their Work, and rev’raice our Superior Will 410 

For by the black mfemal Styx I swear, 

(That dreadful Oath which bmds the Thunderer) 

’Tis fix’d, th’irrcvocable Doom oijove^ 

No Force can bend me, no Persuasion move 
Haste then, CylkmuSs thro’ the liquid Air, 415 

Go mount the Wmds, and to the Shades repair. 

Bid Hell’s black Monarch my Commands obey, ^ 

And give up Latus to the Realms of Day, 

Whose Ghost yet shav’rmg on Cocytus* Sand 
Expects Its Passage to the farther Strand 420 

Let the pale Sire revisit Thebes^ and bear 
These pleasmg Orders to the Tyrant’s Ear, 

That, from his exil’d Brother, swell’d with Pride 
Of foreign Forces, and his Argive Bride, 

Almighty commands him to detain 425 

The promis’d Empire, and Alternate Reign 
Be this tlie Cause of more than mortal Hate, 

The rest, succeeding Times shall ripen into Fate 
The God obeys, and to his Feet applies 
Those golden Wmgs that cut the yielding Skies, 430 
His ample Hat his beamy Locks o’erspread, 

And veil’d the Starry Glories of his Head 
He seiz’d the Waijd that causes Sleep to By, 

Or in soft Slumbers seals the wakeful Eye, 

That drives the Dead to dark Tartarean Coasts, 435 
Or back to Life compells the wondring Ghosts 
Thus, thro’ the parting Clouds the Son of May 
Wmgs on the whistling Wmds his rapid way. 

Now smoothly steers through Air his equal Fhght, 

Now sprmgs aloft, and tow’rs th’Ethereal Height, 440 
Then wheelmg down the Steep of Heav’n he flies, 

407 Dtone} Venus was occasionally referred to by the name of her 
mother, Dione 

408 Bacchus was the son of Semele, a daughter of Cadmus, founder 
of Thebes 

415 Cyllenius} Mercury, bom on Mount Cyllene 

419 yet shiv'nng\ Because he had been killed by his own son 

437 Mercury was the son of Jupiter and Maia, daughter of Atlas 
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And draws a radiant Circle o’er the Skies 
Mean time the bamsh’d Polymces roves 
(His Thebes abandon’d) thro’ th^Aoman Groves, 

While future Realms his wandiing Thoughts delight, 445 
His daily Vision, and his Dream by Night, 

Forbidden Thebes appears before his Eye, 

From whence he sees his absent Brother fly, 

With Transport views the airy Rule his own. 

And swells on an imaginary Throne 450 

Fain wou’d he cast a tedious Age away. 

And live out all in one triumphant Day 
He chides the lazy Progress of the Sun, 

And bids the Year with swifter Motion run 
\J^ith anxious Hopes his cravmg Mind is tost, 455 

And all his Joys in length of Wishes lost 
The Hero then resolves his Course to bend^ 

Where ancient Danaus* frmtful Fields extend, > 

And fam’d Mycene’s lofty Tow’rs ascend, J 
(Where late the Sim did Aviev£ Crimes detest 460 

And disappear’d, in Horrour of the Feast ) 

And now by Chance, by Fate, or Furies led. 

From Bacchus'^ consecrated Caves he fled. 

Where the shrill Cries of frantick Matrons sound, 

And Pentheus^ Blood enrich’d the rismg Ground, 465 
Then sees Cythcsron towring o’er the Plain, 

And thence declining gently to the Mam 
Next to the Bounds of Ntsus^ Realm repairs. 

Where treach’rous Scylla cut the Purple Hairs 
The hanging Cliffs of Scyron^s Rock explores, 470 

And hears the Murmurs of the diff’rent Sb^ores 
Passes the Strait tliat parts the foammg Seas, 

And stately Corinth^% pleasing Site surveys 

’Twas now the Time when Phoebus yields to Night, 

And rising Cynthia sheds her silver Light, 475 

Wide o’er the World in solemn Pomp she drew 
Her airy Chariot, hung with Pearly Dew, 

All Birds and Beasts lye hush’d. Sleep steals away 

449 airy'] Unsubstantial, imaginary 

458 Danaus was a former king of Argos 

460-1 The sky was darkened when Atreus, son of Pelops, served up the 
sons of his brother Thyestes as a meal for their father 

463-s Cf 323« 

468-9 Scylla, daughter of Nisus, king of Megara, fell in love with 
Mmos when he besieged Megara, and pulled out the purple hair on which 
her father’s life depended 
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The wild Desires of Men, and Toils of Day, 

And brings, descending thro' the silent Air, 480 

A sweet Forgetfulness of Human Care 

Yet no red Clouds, with golden Borders gaj, 

Promise the Skies the bright Return of Day, 

No faint Reflections of the distant Light 

Streak with long Gleams the scatt’rmg Shades of Night, 

From the damp Earth impervious Vapours nse, 486 

Encrease the Darkness and involve the Skies 

At once the rushing Wmds with roaring Sound 

Burst from th’^o/mw Caves, and rend the Ground, 

With equal Rage their airy Quarrel try, 490 

And win by turns the Kingdom of the Sky 

But with a thicker Night black Auster shrouds ^ 

The Heav’ns, and drives on heaps the rowling Clouds, 
From whose dark Womb a rathng Tempest pours, 

Which the cold North congeals to haily Show’rs 495 
From Pole to Pole the Thunder roars aloud, 

And broken Lightmngs flash from ev’ry Cloud 

Now Smoalts with Show’rs the misty Mountain-Ground, 

And floated Fields lye undistmguish'd round 

Th’ Inachan Streams with headlong Fury run, 500 

And Erasmus rowls a Deluge on 

The foammg Lerna swells above its Bounds, 

And spreads its ancient Poysons o’er the Grounds 
Where late was Dust, now rapid Torrents play, 

Rush thro’ the Mounds, and bear the Dams away 505 
Old Limbs of Trees from crackhng Forests tom. 

Are whirl’d m Air, and on the Winds are bom. 

The Storm the dairk Lycean Groves display’d. 

And first to Light expos’d the Sacred Shade 
Th’intrepid Theban hears the bursting Sky, 5x0 

Sees yawning Rocks in massy Fragments fly. 

And views astomsh’d from the Hihs afar 
The Floods descending and the watry War, 

That driv’n by Storms, and pouring o’er the Plain, 

Swept Herds, and Hinds, and Houses to the Mam 5x5 
Thro’ the brown Horrors of the Night he fled, 

Nor knows, amaz’d, what doubtful Path to tread, 

492 Auster] The south wind 

500-1 Inadius and Erasmus were rivers m Argos 

503 anctent Poysons] Those of the H>dra killed by Hercules in the 
marshes of Lema 

508 dark Lycean Groves] The groves on Mount Lycaeus, which the sun 
did not penetrate, were sacred to Jupiter 
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His Brother’s Image to his Mind appears. 

Inflames his Heart with Rage, and wmgs his Feet with Fears 
So fares a Sailor on the stormy Mam, 520 

When Clouds conceal Bootes^ golden Warn, 

When not a Star its friendly Lustre keeps. 

Nor trembhng Cynthia glimmers on the Deeps , 

He dreads the Rocks, and Shoals, and Seas, and Skies, 
While Thunder roars, and Lightnmg round him flies 525 
Thus strove the Chief on ev’ry side distress’d. 

Thus still his Courage, with his Toils, encreas’d, 

With his broad Snield oppos’d, he forc’d his way 
Thro’ thickest Woods, and rouz’d the Beasts of Prey 
Till he beheld, where from Lanssah Height 530 

yhe shelvmg Walls reflect a glancmg Light, 

Thither with haste the Theban Hero flies. 

On this side Lernah pois’nous Water hes. 

On that, Prosymnds Grove and Temple rise 
He pass’d the Gates which then unguarded lay, 535 
And to the Regal Palace bent his way. 

On the cold Marble spent with Toil he hes. 

And waits ’till pleasmg Slumbers seal his Eyes 
Adrastus here his happy People sways, 

Blest with calm Peace in his declining Days, 540 

By both his Parents of Descent divme, 

Gitzt Jove and Phoebus grac’d his noble Line, 

Heav’n had not crown’d his Wishes with a Son, 

But two fair Daughters heir’d his State and Throne 
To him Apollo (wondrous to relate* 545 

But who can pierce into the Depths of Fate ?) 

Had simg — ‘Expect thy Sons on Argos" Shore, 

A Yellow Lyon and a bristly Boar ’ 

This, long revolv’d in his Paternal Breast, 

Sate heavy on his Heart, and broke his Rest, 550 

This, great Amphiarauss lay hid from thee, 

Tho’ skill’d m Fate and dark Futurity 

The Father’s Care and Prophet’s Art were vam. 

For thus did the Predictmg God ordam 
Lo hapless Tydeus, whose ill-fated Hand 555 

Had slam his Brother, leaves his Native Land, 

530 Larissa] The citadel of Argos 

534 Prosynma*s Grove] Part of the temple of Juno (Heraeum) was 
situated near Prosymna 
551 Amphtaraus] Cf 1 Szn 

555 Tydeus] Son of Oeneus, king of Calydon He is called Oenides at 
1 572 
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And seiz’d with Horror, in the Shades of Night, 

Thro’ the thick Desarts headlong urg’d his Flight 
Now by the Fury of the Tempest driv’n. 

He seeks a Shelter from th’mclement Heav’n, 560 

Till led by Fate, the Theban^s Steps he treads, 

And to fair Argos’ open Court succeeds 
When thus the Chiefs from cbif ’rent Lands resort 
T’Adrastus’ Realms and Hospitable Court, 

The King surveys his Guests with curious Eyes, 565 
And views their Arms and Habit with Surprize 
A Lyon’s yellow Skm tlie Theban wears, 

Hornd his Mane, and rough with curling Hairs, 

Such once employ’d Abides’ youthful Toils, 

E’re yet adorn’d with Nemea’$ dreadful Spoils 570 

A Boar’s stiff Hyde, of Calydonian Breed, 

Oenides’ manly Shoulders overspread, 

Obhque his Tusks, erect his Bnstles stood, 

Ahve, the Pride and Terror of the Wood 
Struck with the Sight, and fix’d in deep Amaze, 575 
The King th’accomplish’d Oracle surveys, 

Reveres Apollo’s vocal Caves, and owns 
The guidmg Godhead, and lus future Sons 
O’er all his Bosom secret Transports reign. 

And a glad Horror shoots through ev’ry Vem 580 

To Heav’n he lifts his Hands, erects his Sight, 

And thus invokes the silent Queen of Night 
Goddess of Shades, beneath whose gloomy Reign 
Yon spangled Arch glows with the starry Train, 

You who the Cares of Heav’n and Earth allay,! 5S5 
Till Nature quicken’d by th’Inspinng Ray, > 

Wakes to new Vigor with the nsmg Day J 
Oh thou who freest me from my doubtful State, 

Long lost and wilder’d in the Maze of Fate^ 

Be present still, oh Goddess^ in our Aid, 590 

Proceed, and firm those Omens thou hast made’ 

We to thy Name our Annual Rites will pay. 

And on thy Altars Sacrifices lay. 

The Sable Flock shall fall beneath the Stroke, 

And fill thy Temples with a grateful Smoke 595 

Hail faithful Tnpos ' Hail ye dark Abodes 
Of awful Phoebus I confess the Gods ’ 

591 firing A Latmism, for confirm 

596 fmthftd Tnpos] The tripod on which the Pythoness seated herself 
when prophesying 
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Thus^ seiz’d with Sacred Fear^ the Monarch pray’d. 
Then to his Inner Court the Guests convey’d, 

Where yet thin Fumes from dymg Sparks anse,'] 600 
And Dust yet white upon each Altar lies, > 

The Relicks of a former Sacrifice J 

The Kmg once more the solemn Rites requires, 

And bids renew the Feasts, and wake the Fires 
His Tram obey, while all the Courts around 605 

With noisie Care and various Tumult sound 
Embroider’d Purple cloaths the Golden Beds, 

This Slave the Floor, and That the Table spreads, 

A Third dispels the Darkness of the Night, 

And fills depending Lamps with Beams of Light, 610 
^ere Loa\es in Camsters are pil’d on high. 

And there, m Flames the slaughter’d Victims fry 
Subhme m Regal State, Adrastus shone. 

Stretch’d on rich Carpets, on his Iv’ry Throne, 

A lofty Couch receives each Princely Guest, 615 

Aroimd, at awful Distance, wait the rest 
And now the Kmg, his Royal Feast to grace, 

Acestis calls, the Guardian of his Race, 

Who first their Youth m Arts of Virtue train’d. 

And their ripe Years m modest Grace maintain’d 620 
Then softly whisper’d in her faithful Ear, 

And bad his Daughters at the Rites appear 
When from the close Apartments of the Night, 

The Royal Nymphs approach divmely bright. 

Such was Diana^Si such Minerva^ s Face, 625 

Nor shme their Beauties with superior Grace, 

But that m these a milder Chawm indears,^ 

And less of Terror m their Looks appears^ 

As on the Heroes first they cast their Eyes, 

O’er their fair Cheeks the glowmg Blushes rise, 630 
Their down cast looks a decent Shame confest. 

Then, on their Father’s rev’rend Features rest 
The Banquet done, the Monarch gives the Sign 
To fill the Goblet high with sparklmg Wine, 

Which Danaus us’d m sacred Rites of old, 635 

With Sculpture grac’d, and rough with rising Gold 
Here to the Clouds victorious Perseus flies ,"1 
Medusa seems to move her langmd Eyes, > 

And, ev’n m Gold, turns paler as she dies J 
There from the Chace tow’rmg Eagle bears 640 
618 the Guardian]^ The nurse of his two daughters 
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On golden Wings, the Phrygian to the Stars, 

Still as he rises m th’iEthereal Height, 

His native Mountains lessen to his Sight, 

While ail his sad Companions upv^ard gaze, 

Fix’d on the Glorious Scene in wild Amaze, 645 

And the swift Hounds, afurighted as he flies, 

Run to the Shade, and bark against the Skies 
This Golden Bowl with gen’rous Jmce was crown’d. 
The first Libations sprinkled on the Ground, 

By turns on each Celesnal Pow’r they call, 650 

With Phcebus' Name resounds the vaulted Hall 
The Courtly Tram, the Strangers, and the rest, 

Crown’d with chast Laurel, and with Garlands drest, 
(While with rich Gums the fummg Altars blaze) 

Salute the God m num’rous Hymns of Praise 655 

Then thus the Kmg Perhaps, my Noble Guests, 

These honour’d Altars, and these annual Feasts, 

To bright Apollo's awM Name design’d. 

Unknown, with Wonder may perplex your Mind 
Great was the Cause, our old Solemnities 660 

From no bhnd Zeal or fond Tradition rise. 

But sav’d from Death, our Argives yearly pay 
These grateful Honours to the God of Day 
When by a thousand Darts the Python slam 
With Orbs unroll’d lay covermg all the Plain, 665 

(Transfix’d as o’er Castaba^s Streams he hxmg, 

And suck’d new Poisons with his tnple Tongue) 

To Argos’ Realms the Victor God resorts. 

And enters old Crotopm’ humble Courts 
This rural Prmce pne only Daughter blest, 670 

That all the Charms of blooming Youth possest, 

Fair was her Face, and spotless was her Mind, 

Where Filial Love with Virgm Sweetness join’d 
Happy » and happy still She might have prov’d, 

Were she less beautiful, or less belov’d * 675 

But Phoebus lov’d, and on the Flow’ry Side 
Of Nemeds Stream the yielding Fair enjoy’d 
Now, e’er ten Moons their Orb with Light adorn, 
Th’iUustnous Ofif-sprmg of the God was born 

641 the Phrygum\ Ganymede, earned off to be the cup-bearer of the 
gods 

655 mmCYom\ Measured, rhythmic, harmonious 
664 ff Python was the dragon who guarded the oracle of Delphi He 
was killed by Apollo, who then took possession of the oracle 
669 Crotopui\ Former king of Argos 
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The Nymph, her Father’s Anger to evade, 680 

Retires from Argos to the Sylvan Shade, 

To Woods and Wilds the pleasmg Burden bears. 

And trusts her Infant to a Shepherd’s Cares 
How mean a Fate, unhappy Child* is thine 
Ah how xmworthy those of Race divme ^ 685 

On fiow’ry Herbs m some green Covert laid. 

His Bed the Ground, his Canopy the Shade, 

He mixes with the bleatmg Lambs his Cries,'! 

While the rude Swam his rural Musick tries, > 

To call soft Slumbers on his infant Eyes J 690 

Yet ev’n in those obscure Abodes to hve. 

Was more, alas* than cruel Fate wou’d give* 

]gor on the grassie Verdure as he lay. 

And breath’d the Freshness of the early Day, 

Devourmg Dogs the helpless Infant tore, 695 

Fed on his tremblmg Limbs, and lapt the Gore 
Th’astomsh’d Mother when the Rumour came. 

Forgets her Father, and neglects her Fame, 

With loud Complamts she fills the yielding Air, 

And beats her Breast, and rends her flowing Hair, 700 
Then wild with Anguish, to her Sire she flies. 

Demands the Sentence, and contented dies 
But touch’d with Sorrow for the Dead, too late, 

The ragmg God prepares t’avenge her Fate 

He sends a Monster, horrible and fell, 705 

Begot by Furies m the Depths of Hell, 

The Pest a Virgm’s Face and Bosom bears, *1 
High on her Crown a rismg Snake appears, > 

Guards her black Front, and hisses m her flairs J 
About the Realm she walks her dreadful Round, 710 
When Night with sable Wings o’erspreads the Ground, 
Devours young Babes before their Parents’ Eyes, 

And feeds and thrives on Pubhck Miseries 
But gen’rous Rage the bold Choroebus warms# 

ChordebiiSs fam’d for Virtue as for Arms, 715 

Some few like him, mspir’d with Martial flame. 

Thought a short Life well lost for endless Fame 
These, where two Ways m equal Parts divide,'| 

The direful Monster from afar descry’d, > 

Two bleeding Babes dependmg at her Side, J 720 

Whose pantmg Vitals, warm with Life, she draws. 

And in their Hearts embrues her cruel Qaws 
The Youth surround her with extended Spears, 
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But brave Chorcebus m the Front appears. 

Deep m her Breast he plung’d his shining Sword, 725 
And Hell’s dire Monster back to Hell restor’d 
ThUnachtans view the Siam with vast Surprize, 

Her twisung Volumes, and her rowhng Eyes, 

Her spotted Breast, and gaping Womb imbru’d 

With hvid Poyson and our Children’s Blood 730 

The Crowd in stupid Wonder fix’d appear, 

Pale ev’n m Joy, nor yet forget to fear 

Some with vast Beams the squailid Corps engage, 

And weary all tiie wild Efforts of Rage 

The Birds obscene, that mghtly flock’d to Tast, 735 

With hollow Screeches filed the dire Repast, 

And ravenous Dogs, allur’d by scented Blood, 

And starvmg Wolves, ran howlmg to the Wood 
But fir’d with Rage, from cleft Parnassuf Brow"j 
Avengmg Phoebus bent his deadly Bow, > 740 

And hissmg flew the feather’d Fates below, J 
A Night of sultry Qouds mvolv’d around 
The Tow’rs, the Fields, and the devoted Groimd 
And now a thousand Lives together fled, 1 
Death with his Scythe cut off the fatal Thread, > 745 

And a whole Province in his Triumph led j 
But PhoebuSi ask’d why noxious Fires appear, 

And ragmg Sinus blasts the sickly Year, 

Demands their Lives by whom his Monster fell. 

And dooms a dreadful Sacrifice to Hell 750 

Blest be thy Dust, and let Eternal Fame 
Attend thy Manes^ and preserve thy Name, 

Undaiipted Heroi* who, divinely brave, 

In such a Cause disdain’d thy Life to save, 

But view’d the Shxme with a superior Look, 755 

And Its upbraided Godhead thus bespoke 
With Piety, the Soul’s securest Guard, 

And conscious Virtue, still its own Reward, 

Willmg I come, unknowing how to fear, 

Nor shalt thou, Phoebus^ find a Supphant here 760 

Thy Monster’s Death to me was ow’d alone. 

And ’tis a Deed too glorious to disown 

727 Th* Inachians\ Descendants of Inachus, founder of Argos 

728 Volume^ Coils 

743 devoted\ Consigned to evil or destruction, doomed 

752 Manes] Here probably the soul or spirit of Choroebus 

753 Undaunted Hero] Choroebus 
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Behold him here, for whom, so many Days, 

Impervious Clouds conceal’d thy sullen Rays, 

For whom, as Man no longer claim’d thy Care, 765 
Such Numbers fell by Pestilential Air* 

But if th’abandon’d Race of Human-kind 
From Gods above no more Compassion find. 

If such Inclemency in Heav’n can dwell, ^ 

Yet why must un-offending Argos feel > 770 

The Vengeance due to this unlucky Steel ^ J 
On me, on me, let all thy Fury fall. 

Nor err from me, since I deserve it all 
Unless our Desart Cities please thy Sight, 

Our Fun’ral Flames reflect a grateful Light 775 

Discharge thy Shafts, this ready Bosom rend. 

And to the Shades a Ghost Triumphant send, 

But for my Country let my Fate attone. 

Be mine the Vengeance, as the Cnme my own 
Merit distress’d impartial Heav’n reheves, 780 

Unwelcome Life relenting Phcsbus gives. 

For not the vengeful Pow’r, that glow’d with Rage, 

With such amazmg Virtue durst engage 
The Clouds dispers’d, Apollons Wrath expir’d. 

And from the wondrmg God th’unwilhng Youth retir’d 
Thence we these Altars in his Temple raise, 786 

And offer Annual Honours, Feasts, and Praise, 

These solemn Feasts propitious Phcsbus please, 

These Honours, still renew’d, his antient Wrath appease 
But say, Illustrious Guest (adjoin’d the King) 790 
What Name you bear, from what high Race >ou spring^ 
The noble Tydeus stands confess’d, and knpwn 
Our Neighbour Prince, and Heir of Calydon 
Relate your Fortunes, while the fnendly Night 
And silent Hours to various Talk invite 795 

The Theban bends on Earth his gloomy Eyes, 

Confus’d, and sadly thus at length replies 
Before these Altars how shall I proclaim 
(Oh gen’rous Prince) my Nation or my name. 

Or thro’ what Vems our ancient Blood has roll’d ? 800 

Let the sad Tale for ever rest untold* 

Yet if propitious to a Wretch unknown. 

You seek to share in Sorrows not your own, 

Know then, from Cadmus I derive my Race, 

Jocastah Son, and Thebes my Native Place 
To whom the King, (who felt his gen’rous Breast 


805 
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Touch’d with Concern for his unliappy Guest) 

Replies — Ah why forbears the Son to Name 
His wretched Father, known too well by Fame ? 

Fame, that delights around the World to stray, 810 

Scorns not to take our Argos m her Way 

Ev’n those who dwell where Suns at distance roll, 

In Northern Wilds, and freeze beneath the Pole, 

And those who tread the burmng Lybian Lands, 

The faithless Syrtes and the moving Sands, 815 

Who view the Western Sea’s extreamest Bounds, 

Or drink of Ganges m their Eastern Grounds , 

All these the Woes of Oedtpm have known, 

Your Fates, your Furies, and your haunted Town 

If on the Sons the Parents’ Crimes descend, ^ 820 

What Prince from those his Lmeage can defend ^ 

Be this thy Comfort, that ’tis thme t’efface ^ 

With Virtuous Acts thy Ancestor’s Disgrace, > 

And be thy self the Honour of thy Race J 

But see^ the Stars begm to steal away, 825 

And shme more faintly at approachmg Day, 

Now pour the Wine, and in your tuneful Lays, 

Once more resound the Great Apollo's Praise 
Oh Father Phoebus f whether Lyaa's Coast 
And snowy Mountams thy bright Presence boast, 830 
Whether to sweet Castaha thou repair. 

And bathe in silver Dews thy yellow Hair, 

Or pleas’d to find fair Delos float no more, 

Dehght in Cynthus and the Shady Shore, 

Or chuse thy Seat m Ikon's proud Abodes, 835 

The shping Structures rais’d by lab’nng Gods* 

By thee the Bow and mortal Shafts are born, 

Eternal Charms thy blooimng Youth adorn 
Skill’d in the Laws of Secret Fate above, 

And the dark Counsels of Almighty Jove^ 840 

’Tis thine the Seeds of future War to know, 

815 Syrte^ Quicksands off the northern coast of Africa 

829 Lycid\ A state in Asia Minor where the worship of Apollo was 
active 

833 jktat no more] Delos supposedly drifted through the Aegean until 
Jupiter moored it as a refuge for Latona There she gave birth to Apollo 
and Diana 

834 Shady Shore] The shadow cast by Mount Cvnthus, the mountian 
m Delos on the Aegean shore 

836 lab* ring Gods] According to legend, the w alls of Troy were built by 
Apollo and Neptune 
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The Change of Scepters, and impending Woe, 

When direful Meteors spread thro’ glowmg Air 
Long Trails of Light, and shake their blazing Hair 
Thy Rage the Phrygian felt, who durst aspire 845 

T’excel the Musick of thy Heav’nly Lyre, 

Thy Shafts aveng’d lewd Tityus^ guilty Flame, 
ThTmmortal Victim of thy Mother’s Fame, 

Thy Hand slew Python^ and the Dame who lost 

Her num’rous Off-spring for a fatal Boast 850 

In Phlegias* Doom thy just Revenge appears. 

Condemn’d to Furies and Eternal Fears, 

He views his Food, but dreads, with hfted Eye, 

The mouldrmg Rock that trembles from on hagh 
« Propitious hear our Pray’r, O Pow’r Divme^ 855 

And on thy Hospitable Argos shme 
Whether the Style of Titan please thee more. 

Whose Purple Rays th’ Achamenes adore. 

Or great OsyriSy who first taught the Swam 

In Pharian Fields to sow the Golden Gram, 860 

Or Mitra^ to whose Beams the Persian bows. 

And pays in hollow Rocks his awful Vows, 

MitrOi whose Head the Blaze of Light adorns, 

Who grasps the struglmg Heifer’s Lunar Horns 

84s the Phrygian] Marsyas, a river god who competed with his flute 
against Apollo and his lyre He was defeated and flayed alive by the god 

847 Tttyus^ guilty Flame] Tityus, a giant, attempted to violate Latona 
He was killed by Apollo and Diana and hurled by them into Tartarus, 
where two vultures fed perpetually on his liver 

849 the Dame] Niobe 

85 1-4 Phlegyas set fire to Apollo’s temple at Delphi because the god 
had seduced his daughter Coronis ^ 

858 Achcsmenes] The people of Achaemenes, the legendary ancestor of 
the Persian kings 

860 Phanan] Egyptian 

861 Mttrd] Mithras, the Peisian god of light He was identified by the 
Greeks with Apollo and introduced later into Roman mythology Statius 
alludes to the famous relief representing Mithras slaying a bull 


The Gardens of Alanous 

FROM THE SEVENTH BOOK OF HOMER’S ODYSSES 
[written c 1713, published, Guardian^ 1713] 

Close to the gates a spacious garden lies. 

From storms defended, and mclement skies 
Four acres was th’ allotted space of ground. 
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Fenced with a green enclosure all around 

Tall thriving trees confess’d the fnutful mold, 5 

The red’mng apple ripens here to goidj 

Here the blue fig with luscious juice o’erfiows, 

With deeper red the full pomegranate glows> 

The branch here bends beneath the weighty pear, 

And verdant ohves flourish round the year 10 

The balmy spirit of the western gale 
Eternal breathes on fruits imtaught to fail 
Each droppmg pear a followmg pear supplies. 

On apples apples, figs on figs arise 
The same mild season gives the blooms to blow, 15 
The buds to harden, and the fruits to grow 
Here order’d vmes in equal ranks appear 
With all th’ umted labours of the year, 

Some to unload the fertile branches run, 

Some dry the black’nmg clusters in the sun, 20 

Others to tread the liquid harvest jom, 

The groaning presses foam with floods of wine 
Here are the vmes m early fliow’r descry’d, 1 
Here grapes discolour’d on the sunny side, > 

And there m autumn’s richest purple dy’d J 25 
Beds of all various herbs, for ever green, 

In beauteous order terminate the scene 
Two plenteous fountams the whole prospect ^ 
crown’d, I 

This thro’ the gardens leads its streams aroimd, j 
Visits each plant, and waters all the ground J 30 
While that m pipes beneath the palace flows. 

And tlj,ence its cuarrent on the town bestows, 

To various use their vanous streams they bring. 

The People one, and one supplies the King 


The Episode of Sarpedon 

TRANSLATED FROM THE TWELFTH AND SIXTEENTH 
BOOKS OF homer’s ILIADS 

[written c 1707, published, Tonson’s 
Miscellanies f 1709] 

THE ARGUMENT 

Sarpedon, the Son of Jupiter, commanded the Lycians who came to 
the Aid of Troy In the first Battel when Diomed had put the 
Trojans to flighty he encouraged Hector to rally^ and signaltz^d 
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himself by the Death of Tlepolemus Afterwards when the Greeks 
had raised a Fortification to cover their Fleets which the Trojans 
endeavoured to overthrow^ this Prince was the Occasion of Meeting 
It He incites Glaucus to second him in this Action by an admirable 
Speechy which has been rendered in English by Sir John Denham, 
after whom the Translator had not the Vanity to attempt it for any 
other reason^ than that the Episode must have been very imperfect 
without so Noble a part of it 

Thus Rectory great in Arms, contends m vain 
To fix the Fortune of the fatal Plam, 

Nor Troy cou’d conquer, nor the Greeks wou’d yield, 

’Till bold Sarpedon rush’d mto the Field, 

Fpr Jove mspir’d with Maraal Flame 5 

His God"hke Son, and urg’d him on to Fame 
In Arms he shmes, conspicuous from afar. 

And bears aloft his ample Shield m Air, 

Withm whose Orb the thick Bull-hides were roll’d, 
Pondrous with Brass, and boimd with ductile Gold, lo 
And while two pomted Jav’hns arm his Hands, 

Majestick moves along, and leads his Lycian Bands 
So prest with Hunger, from the Moimtam’s Brow, 
Descends a Lion on the Flocks below. 

So stalks the Lordly Savage o’er the Plam, 15 

In sullen Majesty, and stem Disdain 
In vain loud Mastives bay him from afar. 

And Shepherds gaul him with an Iron War, 

Regardless, furious, he pursues his way. 

He foams, he roars, he rends the pantmg Prey 20 

Resolv’d alike, Divme Sarpedon glows 
With gen’rous Rage, that drives him on the Foes 
He views the Tow’rs, and meditates their Fall, 

To sure Destruction dooms the Greaan Wall, 

Then castmg on his Friend an ardent Look, 25 

Fir’d with the Thirst of Glory, thus he spoke 
Why boast we, Glaucus, our extended Reign, 
'Wo.extXanthuse Streams enrich the Lycian Plam ? 

Our num’rous Herds that range each fruitful Field, 

And Hills where Vmes their Purple Harvest yield > 30 

Our foammg Bowls with gen’rous Nectar crown’d. 

Our Feasts enhanc’d with Musick’s sprightly Sound 
Why on those Shores are we with Joy survey’d, 

15 Lordly Savage] Oi Windsor-ForestfX 57» (p 197) 
as meditates] Cf Windsor^Forest^ 1 io2» (p 199) 
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Admir’d as Heroes^ and as Gods obey’d ? 

Unless great Acts superior Merit prove, 35 

And Vmdicate the bounteous Pow’rs above 
’Tis ours, the Dignity They give, to grace. 

The first in Valour, as the jSrst in Place 
That while with wondnng Eyes our Martial Bands 
Behold our Deeds transcending our Commands, 40 

Such, they may cry, deserve the Sov’reign State, 

Whom those that Envy dare not Imitate ^ 

Cou’d all our Care elude the greedy Grave, 

Which claims no less the Fearful than the Brave, 

For Lust of Fame I shou’d not vainly dare 45 

In fightmg Fields, nor urge thy Soul to War 
But smce, alas, ignoble Age must come. 

Disease, and Death’s inexorable Doom, 

The Life which others pay, let Us bestow, 

And give to Fame what we to Nature owe, 50 

Brave, tho’ we fall, and honour’d, if we live. 

Or let us Glory gam, or Glory give* 

He said, his Words the hst’nmg Chief mspire 
With equd Warmth, and rouze the Warrior’s Fire, 

The Troops pursue their Leaders with Dehght, 55 

Rush to the Foe, and claim the promis’d Fight 
Menestheus from on high the Storm beheld, 

Threat’mng the Fort, and black’nmg in the Field, 

Aroimd the Walls he gaz’d, to view from far 

What Aid appear’d t’avert th’approachmg War, 60 

And saw where Teucer with th^Ajaces stood, 

Insatiate of the Fight, and prodigal of Blood 
In vam ^le calls, the Dm of Helms and Shields 
Rmgs to the Sines, and ecchoes thro’ the Fields, 

The Gates resound, the Brazen Hmges fly, 65 

While each is bent to conquer or to die 

Then thus to Thoos ^ — ^Hence with speed (he said) 

And urge the bold Ajaces to our Aid, 

Their Strength united best may help to bear 
The bloody Labours of the doubtful War 70 

Hither the Lyctan Prmces bend their Course, 

The best and bravest of the Trojan Force 
But if too fiercely, there, the Foes contend. 

Let Telamon at least our Tow’rs defend. 

And Teucer haste, with his unerrmg Bow, 

To share the Danger, and repel the Foe 
60 JVar] Soldiers m fighting array Cf 1 134, below 
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Swift as the Word, the Herald speeds along 
The lofty Ramparts, through the Warlike Throng, 

And finds the Heroes, bath’d in Sweat and Gore, 

Oppos’d in Combate on the dusty Shore 80 

Strait to the Fort great Ajax turn’d his Care, 

And thus bespoke his Brothers of the War 
Now valiant Lycomede^ exert your Might, 

And Brave Otleiis^ prove your Force in Fight 

To vou I trust the Fortune of the Field, 85 

’Till by this Arm the Foe shall be lepell’d. 

That done, expect me to compleat the Day, 

Then, with his Sev’nfold Shield, he strode away 
With equal Steps bold Teucer prest the Shore, 

Whqge fatal Bow the strong Pandion bore 90 

High on the Walls appear’d the Lyaan Pow’rs, 

Like some black Tempest gath’ring round the Tow’rs 
The Greeks oppress’d, their utmost Force umte, 

Prepar’d to labour m th’ unequal Fight, 

The War begms, imx’d Shouts and Groans arise, 95 

Tumultuous Clamour mounts, and thickens in the Skies 
Fierce Ajax first th’advancmg Host invades, 

And sends the brave Epicles to the Shades, 

Sarpedon’s Friend, Across the Warrior’s Way, 

Rent from the Walls, a Rocky Fragment lay, 100 

In modem Ages not the strongest Swain 
Cou’d heave th’unwieldy Burthen from the Plain 
He poiz’d, and swung it round, then tost on high. 

It flew with Force, and labour’d up the Sky, 

Full on the Lyctan^s Helmet thimdring down, 105 

The pondrous Rum cmsh’d his batter’d Crown 
As skilful Divers from some Airy Steep 
Headlong descend, and shoot into the Deep, 

So falls Eptcles, then in Groans expires. 

And murm’ring from the Corps th’unwillmg Soul retires 1 10 
While to the Ramparts daring Glaucus drew. 

From Teucer* % Hand a winged Arrow flew. 

The bearded Shaft the destin’d Passage found. 

And on his naked Arm inflicts a Wound 
The Chief who fear’d some Foe’s msultmg Boast 115 

Might stop the Progress of his warlike Host, 

Conceal’d the Wound, and leapmg from his Height, 

Retir’d reluctant from th’unfimsh’d Fight 
Divme Sarpedon with Regret beheld 
Disabl’d Glaucus slowly quit the Field, 
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His beating Breast with gen’rous Ardour glows. 

He springs to Fight, and flies upon the Foes 
Alcmaon first was doom’d his Force to feel, 

Deep in his Breast he plung’d the pointed Steel, 

Then from the yawning Woimd with Fury tore 
The Spear, pursu’d by gushing Streams of Gore, 
Down sinks the Warrior, with a thundring Sound, 

His Brazen Armour rmgs against the Groimd 
Swift to the Battlement the Victor flies, 

Tugs with full Force, and ev’ry Nerve applies, 

It shakes, the pondrous Stones disjoynted yield, 

The rowhng Rums smoak along the Field 
A mighty Breach appears, the Walls lye bare. 

And like a Deluge rushes in the War 
At once bold Teucer draws the twangmg Bow, 

And Ajax sends his Jav’hn at the Foe, 

Fix’d m his Belt the feather’d Weapon stood, 

And thro’ his Buckler drove the trembhng Wood, 

Bui Jove was present in the dire Debate, 

To shield his Off-sprmg, and avert his Fate 
The Prince gave back, not meditatmg Fhght, 

But urgmg Vengeance and severer Fight, 

Then rais’d with Hope, and fir’d with Glory’s Charms 
His famtmg Squadrons to new Fury warms 
O where, ye Lyctans^ is the Strength you boast, 

Your former Fame, and ancient Virtue lost ? 

The Breach lyes open, but your Chief in vain 
Attempts alone the guarded Pass to gam 
Umte, and soon that Hostile Fleet shall fall. 

The Force of povf?rful Umon conquers All 
This just Rebuke inflam’d the Lyaan Crew, 

They join, they thicken, and th’ Assault renew. 
Unmov’d, th’embody’d Greeks their Fury dare, 

And fix’d support the Weight of all the War 
Nor cou’d the Greeks repell the Lyaan Pow’rs, 

Nor the bold Lyaans force the Greaan Tow’rs 
As on the Confines of adjoynmg Grounds, 

Two stubborn S warns with Blows dispute their Bounds, 
They tugg, they sweat, but neither gam, nor yield. 

One Foot, one Inch, of the contended Field 
Thus obstmate to Death, they fight, they fall. 

Nor these can keep, nor those can wm the Wall 
Their Manly Breasts are pierc’d with many a Wound, 
Loud Strokes are heard, and ratlmg Arms resound, 



TRANSLATIONS AND PARAPHRASES 65 

The copious Slaughter covers all the Shore, 165 

And the high Ramparts drop with Human Gore 
As when two Scales are charg’d with doubtful Loads, 

From side to side the trembling Balance nods, 

’Till poiz’d aloft, the restmg Beam suspends 

Each equal Weight, nor this, nor that descends 170 

So Conquest loth for either to declare, 

Levels her Wings, and hov’rmg hangs in Air 

’Till Hector came, to whose Superior Might 

Jove ow’d the Glory of the destm’d Fight 

Fierce as a Whirlwind, up the Walls he flies, 175 

And fires his Host with loud repeated Cries 

Advance ye Trojans^ lend your valiant Hands, 

Haste^to the Fleet, and toss the blazmg Brands * 

They hear, they run, and gath’rmg at his Call, 

Raise scalmg Engmes, and ascend the Wall 180 

Around the Works a Wood of ghtt’ring Spears 
Shoots up, and All the rismg Host appears 
A pondrous Stone bold Hector heav’d to throw, 

Pomted above, and rough and gross below 

Not two strong Men th’enormous Weight cou’d raise, 185 

Such Men as hve in these degen’rate Days 

Yet this, as easie as a Swain wou’d bear 

The snowy Fleece, he tost, and shook in Air 

For Jove upheld, and hghten’d of its Load 

Th’unwieldy Rock, the Labour of a God 190 

Thus arm’d, before the folded Gates he came. 

Of massy Substance and stupendous Frame, 

With Iron Bars and brazen Hmges strong. 

On lofty Beams of sohd Timber hungi ^ 

Then thundrmg thro’ the Planks, with forceful Sway, 195 
Drives the sharp Rock, the solid Beams give way. 

The Folds are shatter’d, from the crackhng Door 
Leap the resoundmg Bars, the flying Hmges roar 
Now rushing in the furious Chief appears. 

Gloomy aS Night, and shakes two shimng Spears, 200 

A dreadful Gleam from his bright Armour came. 

And from his Eye-balls flash’d the hvmg Flame 
He moves a God, resistless in his Course, 

And seems a Match for more than Mortal Force 

Then pouring after, thro’ the gapmg Space 205 

A Tide of Trojans flows, and fiUs the Place, 

The Greeks behold, they tremble, and they fly. 

The Shore is heap’d with Death, and Tumult rends the Sky 
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Connection of the foregoing 
with the following Part 

The Wall being forced by Hector, an obstinate Battel zvas fought before 
the ShipSi one of which was set on fire by the Trojans Patroclus 
thereupon obtaining of Achilles to lead out the Myrmidons to the 
Assistance of the Greeks, made a great Slaughter of the Enemy y 
*till he was opposed by Sarpedon The Combate betwixt these TwOy 
and the Death of the latter y mth the Grief 0/ Jupiter /or his Sony 
are described in the ensuing Translatiofiy from the Sixteenth Book 
of the Ihads 

When now the Chief his valiant Friends beheld 
Grov’hng in Dust, and gasping on the Field, 210 

With this Reproach his flymg Host he warms. 

Oh Stain to Honour * oh Disgrace of Arms^ 

Forsake, inglorious, the contended Plain, 

This Hand unaided shall the War sustam 
The Task be mme the Hero’s Strength to try, 215 

Who mows whole Troops, and makes whole Armies fly 
He said, and leap’d from off his lofty Car, 

Patroclus hghts, and sternly waits the War 
As when two Vulturs on the Mountain’s Height 
Stoop with their soundmg Pimons to the Fight, 220 

They cuff, they tear, they raise a screaming Cry, 

The Desart ecchoes, and the Rocks reply. 

The Warriors thus oppos’d in Arms engage. 

With equal Valour, and with equal Rage 
Jove view’d the^ Combate, whose Event foreseen, 225 

He thu^ bespoke tus Sister and his Queen 
The Hour draws on, the Destimes ordain. 

My God-hke Son shall press the Phrygian Plain 
Already on the Verge of Death he stands. 

His Life is ow’d to fierce Patroclus^ Hands 230 

What Passions m a Parent’s Breast debate ^ 

Say, shall I snatch him from Impendmg Fate, 

And send him safe to Lyctay distant far 
From all the Dangers and the Toils of War, 

Or to his Doom my bravest Off-sprmg yield, 235 

And fatten, with Celestial Blood, the Field ? 

Then thus the Goddess with the radiant Eyes 
What Words are these, O Sov’reign of the Skies ? 

220 Sto(y^ See Ep to Arbuthnot, 341M (p 608) 
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Short IS the Date piescnb’d to Mortal Man, 

Shall for one, extend the narrow Span, 

Whose Bounds, were fix’d before his Race began ? 

How many Sons of Gods, foredoom’d to Death, 

Before proud Ihon must resign their Breath* 

Were thine exempt. Debate^ wou’d rise above. 

And murm’ring Pow’rs condemn their partial 
Give the bold Chief a glorious Fate in Fight, 

And when th’ascendmg Soul has wmg’d her Flight, 

Let Sleep and Death convey, by thy Command, 

The breathless Body to his Native Land 

His Friends and People, to his future Praise, 250 

A Marble Tomb and Pyramid shall raise, 

Andjastmg Honours to his Ashes give. 

His Fame (’tis all the Dead can have*) shall hve 

She said, the Cloud-Compeller overcome. 

Assents to Fate, and ratifies the Doom 255 

Then, touch’d with Grief, the weepmg Heav’ns distill’d 
A Show’r of Blood o’er aU the fatal Field 
The God, his Eyes averting from the Plain, ^ 

Laments his Son, predestm’d to be slam, > 

Far from the Lyctan Shores, his happy Native Reign J 260 

Now met in Arms the Combatants appear. 

Each heav’d the Shield, and pois’d the lifted Spear 
From strong Patroclus* Hand the Jav’lm fled. 

And pass’d the Groin of vahant Thrasymedi 

The Nerves unbrac’d no more his Bulk sustam, 265 

He falls, and fallmg, bites the bloody Plain 

Two soundmg Darts the Lycian Leader threw. 

The first aloof with errmg Fury flew. 

The next more fatal pierc’d Achilles^ Steed, 

The gen’rous Pedasus^ of Theban Breed, 270 

Fix’d in the Shoulder’s Jomt, he reel’d around, 

Rowl’d in the bloody Dust, and paw’d the slipp’ry Ground 
His sudden Fall the entangled Harness broke. 

Each Axle groan’d, the bounding Chariot shook. 

When bold Automedon^ to disengage 275 

The startmg Coursers, and restram their Rage, 

Divides the Traces with his Sword, and freed 
Th’mcumber’d Chanot from the dymg Steed 
The rest move on, obedient to the Rem, 

The Car rowls slowly o’er the dusty Flam 

The towrmg Chiefs to fiercer Fight advance. 

And first Sarpedon tost his weighty Lance, 

p AP— D 
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Which o’er the Warrior’s Shoulder took its Course, 

And spent, m empty Air, its dying Force 

Not so Patroclus never-errmg Dart, "j 285 

Aim’d at his Breast, it pierc’d the mortal Part > 

Where the strong Fibres bmd the sohd Heart J 
Then as the stately Pme, or Poplar tail. 

Hewn for the Mast of some great Admiral, 

Nods, groans, and reels, ’till with a crackhug Sound 290 
It sinks, and spreads its Honours oh the Ground, 

Thus fell the King, and laid on Earth Supme, 

Before his Chariot stretch’d his Form divine 
He grasp’d the Dust, distain’d With streammg Gore, 

And, pale m Death, lay groaning on the Shore 295 

So lyes a Bull beneath the Lion’s Paws, 

While the grim Savage grinds with foamy Jaws 
The trembhng Limbs, and sucks the smokmg Blood, 

Deep Groans and hollow Roars rebellow thro’ the Wood 
Then to the Leader of the Lyctan Band, 300 

The dying Chief address’d his last Command 
GlaucuSi be bold, Thy Task be first to dare 
The glorious Dangers of destructive War, 

To lead my Troops, to combate at their Head, 

Incite the Living, and supply the Dead 305 

Tell ’em, I charg’d them wi^ my latest Breath, 

Not unreveng’d to bear Sarpedonh Death 
What Grief, what Shame must Glaticus undergo, 

If these spoil’d Arms adorn a Grecian Foe > 

Then as a Friend, and as a Warrior, fight, 310 

Defend my Corps, and conquer in my Right, 

That taught by great Examples, All may try 
Like thee to vanquish, or like me to die 
He ceas’d, the Fates supprest his lab’rmg Breath, 

And his Eyes darken’d with the Shades of Death 315 

Th’msulting Victor with Disdain bestrode 
The prostrate Prince, and on his Bosom trod, 

Then drew the Weapon from his pandng Heart, 

The reekmg Fibres chngmg to the Dart, 

From the wide Woimd gush’d out a Stream of Blood, 320 
And the Soul issu’d in the Purple Flood 
Then thus to Phcebm^ m the Realms above. 

Spoke from his Throne the Cloud-compellmg 
Descend my PhcebtU, on the Phrygian Plain, 

And from die Fight convey Sarpedon slam, 

291 Honours] The foliage of the tree 
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Then bathe his Body in the crystal Flood, 

With Dust dishonour’d, and deform’d with Blood 
O’er all his Limbs Ambrosial Odours shed. 

And with Celestial Robes adorn the mighty Dead 
Those Honours paid, his sacred Corps bequeath 330 
To the soft Arms of silent Sleep and Deaths 
They to his Friends the mournful Charge shall bear, 

His Friends a Tomb and Pyramid shall rear. 

These unavaihng Rites he may receive. 

These, after Death, are All a God can give^ 335 

Apollo bows, and from Mount Ida’s Height 
Swift to the Field precipitates his Fhght, 

Thence, from the War, the breathless Hero bore. 

Veil’d in a Cloud, to silver Stmois Shore 

There bath’d his honourable Wounds, and drest 340 

His Manly Members in th’Immortal Vest, 

And with Perfumes of sweet Ambrosial Dews, 

Restores his Freshness, and his Form renews 
Then Sleep and Deaths two Twins of wmged Race, 

Of matchless Swiftness, but of silent Pace, 345 

Receiv’d Sarpedon^ at the God’s Command, 

And in a Moment reach’d the Lycian Land, 

The Corps amidst his weeping Friends they laid. 

Where endless Honours wait the Sacred Shade 


The Arrival of Ulysses in Ithaca 

BEING PART OF THE XIIITH BOOK OF 
homer’s 0DYSS»ES 

[written c 1707, published Steele’s 
MtscellameSf 1713] 

The Beginning of this Book describes the Parting of Ulysses from 
Phaacia, with the Gifts of Alcmous to his Guest y and his taking 
Ship for his Native Country Ithaca 

The Sun descendmg, the Phaeaaan Tram 
Spread their broad Sails, and launch into the Mam 
At once they bend, and strike their equal Oars, 

And leave the sinking Hills, and less’nmg Shores 
While on the Deck the Chief m Silence lies. 

And pleasmg Slumbers steal upon his Eyes 
I Pope translated Homer’s 11 78 to 125, and 187 to 360 
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As fiery Coursers m the rapid Race, 

Urg’d by fierce Drivers thro’ the dusty Space, 

Toss their high Heads, and scour along the Plain, 

So mounts the bounding Vessel o’er the Main 10 

Back to the Stern the parted Billows flow, 

And the black Ocean foams and roars below 
Thus with spread Sails the wmged Gaily flics. 

Less swift, an Eagle cuts the liquid Skies 

Divine Ulysses was her Sacred Load, 15 

A Man, in Wisdom equal to a God 

Much Danger long, and mighty Toils he bore. 

In Storms by Sea, and Combats on the Shore 
All which soft Sleep now bamsh’d from his Breast, 

Wrapt in a pleasing, deep, and death-like Rest 20 

But when the mommg Star with early Rav 
Flam’d m the Front of Heav’n, and promis’d Day, 

Like distant Clouds the Marmer descnes 
Fair Ithacans emergmg Hills arise 

Far from the Town, a spaaous Port appears, 25 

Sacred to Phorcys^ Pow’r, whose Name it bears, 

Two craggy Rocks, projectmg to the Main, 

The roarmg Winds tempestuous Rage restrain, 

Withm, the Waves in softer Murmurs glide, 

And Ships secure without their Haulsers ride 30 

High at the Head a branching Ohve grows. 

And crowns the pointed Cliffs with shady Boughs 
Beneath, a gloomy Grotto’s cool Recess 
Dehghts the Nereids of the neighb’nng Seas, 

Where Bowls and Urns were form’d of hvmg Stone, 35 
And massie Beam^ in native Marble shone. 

On which the Labours of the Nymphs were roll’d. 

Their Webs Divine of Purple mix’d with Gold 

Withm the Cave, the clustring Bees attend 

Their Waxen Works, or from the Roof depend 40 

Perpetual Waters o’er the Pavement glide. 

Two Marble Doors unfold on either side, 

Sacred the South, by which the Gods descend. 

But Mortals enter at the Northern End 
Thither they bent, and haul’d their Ship to Land, 45 
(The crooked Keel divides the yellow Sand) 

Ulysses sleepmg, on his Couch they bore, 

35 hvmg Stone} In its native condition and site 

36 Beams} The wooden rollers or cylinders in a loom, on which the 
warp is wound before weaving 
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And gently plac’d him on the Rocky Shore 
His Treasures next;, Alcvnoui Gifts, they laid 
In the wild Ohve’s unfrequented Shade, 50 

Secure from Theft Then launch’d the Bark again, 

And tugg’d their Oars, and measur’d back the Mam 
Mean while Ulysses m his Country lay, ^ 

Releas’d from Sleep, and round him might survey > 

The solitary Shore, and rowhng Sea J 55 

Yet had his Mmd, thro’ tedious Absence, lost 
The dear Remembrance of his Native Coast, 

Besides Minerva to secure her Care, 

Diffus’d around a Veil of thicken’d Air 

For so the Gods ordam’d, to keep unseen 60 

His Royal Person from his Friends and Queen, 

Till the proud Suitors, for their Crimes, afford 
An ample Vengeance to her mjur’d Lord 
Now all the Land another Prospect bore. 

Another Port appear’d, another Shore, 65 

And long-contmu’d Wa>s, and windmg Floods, 

And unknown Mountains, crown’d with unknown Woods 
Pensive and slow, with sudden Grief opprest. 

The Kmg arose, and beat his careful Breast, 

Cast a long Look o’er all the Coast and Mam, 70 

And sought around his Native Realm m vam. 

Then with erected Eyes stood fix’d m Woe, 

And, as he spoke, the Tears began to flow 
Ye Gods (he cry’d) upon what barren Coast, 

In what new Region is Ulysses tost ? 75 

Possest by wild Barbarians fierce m Arms ^ 

Or Men, whose Bosom tender Pity warms ^ 

Where shall this Treasure now m Safety he? 

And whither, whither its sad Owner fiie? 

Ah why did I Alcinous^ Grace implore ? 80 

Ah why forsake Phaacials happy Shore ? 

Some juster Prmce perhaps had entertain’d. 

And s^e restor’d me to my Native Land 
Is this the promis’d, long expected Coast, 

And this the Faith Plueactah Rulers boast 85 

Oh righteous Gods! of all the Great, how few 
Are just to Heav’n, and to their Promise true f 
But He the Pow’r, to whose All-seemg Eyes 
The Deeds of Men appear without Disgmse, 

’Tis his alone, t’avenge the Wrongs I bear, 

67 unknown] Cf Windsor^Forest^ 1 8771 (p 198) 
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For still th’Opprest are his pecuhar Care 
To conat these Presents^ and from thence to prove 
Their Faith, is mine, the rest belongs tojqve 
Then on the Sands he ranged his wealthy Store, 

The Gold, the Vests, the Tnpods number’d o’er, 95 
All these he found, but still, in Error lost. 

Disconsolate he wanders on the Coast 

Sighs for his Country, and laments again 

To the deaf Rocks, and hoarse-resounding Main 

When lo> the Guardian Goddess of the Wise, 100 

Celestial Pallas^ stood before his Eyes, 

In show a youthful Swam, of Form divine. 

Who seem’s descended from some Princely Lme 
A graceful Robe her slender Body drest. 

Around her Shoulders flew the waving Vest 105 

Her decent Hand a shining Jav’im bore. 

And painted Sandals on her Feet she wore 
To whom the Kmg Whoe’er of Human Race 
Thou art, that wander’st in this desart Place, 

With Joy to thee, as to some God, I bend, no 

To thee my Treasures and my self commend 
O tell a Wretch, in Eiole doom’d to stray. 

What Air I breath, what Coimtry I survey > 

The fruitful Contment’s extreamest Bound, 

Or some fair Isle which Neptune^ Arms surround ? 115 

From what far Clime (said she) remote from Fame, 
Arriv’st thou here, a Stranger to our Name ? 

Thou seest an Island, not to those unknown, 

Whose Hills are bnghten’d by the rising Sun 

Nor thos^f, that placed beneath his utmost Reign, 120 

Behold 1^ sirtoig m the Western Mam 

The rugged Soil allows no level Space 

For fiymg Chanots, or the rapid Race, 

Yet not ungrateful to the Peasant’s Pain, 

Suffices Fulness to the swelhng Gram, 125 

The loaded Trees their various Frmts produce, 

And clustrmg Grapes afford a gen’rous Juice, 

Woods crown our Mountains, and m ev’ry Grove 
The boundmg Goats and fnskmg Heyfers rove. 

Soft Rams and kmdly Dews refresh the Field, 130 

And nsmg Sprmgs Eternal Verdure yield 
Ev’n to those Shores is Ithaca renown’d, 

Where Troy’s Majestic Rums strow the Ground 
At this, the Chief with Transport was possest. 
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His panting Heart exulted in his Breast 
Yet well dissembling his xmtimely Joys, 

And veilmg Truth m plausible Disguise, 

Thus, with an Air sincere, in Fiction bold. 

His ready Tale th’mventive Hero told 
Oft have I heard, m Crete^ this Island’s Name, 140 
For ’twas from Crete, my Native Soil, I came, 

Self-bamsh’d thence, I sail’d before the Wind, 

And left my Children and my Friends behind 
From fierce Idomeneus^ Revenge I fiew. 

Whose Son, the swift Orsilochus^ I slew, 145 

(With Brutal Force he seiz’d my Trojan Prey, 

Due to the Toils of many a bloody Day ) 

Unseen I scap’d, and favour’d by the Night, 

In a Phcemcian Vessel took my Flight, 

For Pyle or Elis bound, but Tempests tost, 150 

And ragmg Billows drove us on your Coast 
In dead of Night an unknown Port we gain’d. 

Spent with Fatigue, and slept secure on Land, 

But ere the Rosie Mora renew’d the Day, 

While m th’Embrace of pleasmg Sleep I lay, 155 

Sudden, invited by auspicious Gales, 

They land my Goods, and hoist their fiying Sails 
Abandon’d here, my Fortune I deplore, 

A hapless Exile on a Foreign Shore 

Thus while he spoke, the blue-ey’d Maid began 160 
With pleasing Smiles to view the God-hke Man, 

Then chang’d her Form, and now divmely bright 
Jove^s heavenly Daughter stood confess’d to Sight, 

Like a fair Virgm m her Beauty’s ’Bloom, 

Skill’d in th’illustrious Labours of the Loom 165 

O still the same Ulysses ' she rejom’d. 

In useful Craft successfully refin’d. 

Artful m Speech, m Acuon, and in Mmd* 

Suffic’d It not, that thy long Labours past 
Secure thou seest thy Nauve Shore at last ^ 170 

But this to me ? who, like thy seif, excel 
In Arts of Counsel, and Dissembling well 
To me, whose Wit exceeds the Pow’rs Divme, 

No less, than Mortals are surpass’d by thrae 

Know’st thou not me, who made thy Life my Care, 175 

Thro’ ten Years Wand’rmg, and thro’ ten Years War, 

Who taught thee Arts, Alanous to persuade. 

To raise his Wonder, and ingage his Aid ? 
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And now appear, thy Treasures to protect, 1 
Conceal thy Person, thy Designs direct, V iBo 

And tell what more thou must from Fate expect, J 
Domestick Woes, far heavier to be born, 

The Pride of Fools, and Slaves insultmg Scorn 
But thou be Silent, nor reveal thy State, 

Yield to the Force of unresisted Fate, 185 

And bear unmov’d the Wrongs of base Mankind, 

The last and hardest Conquest of the Mind 
Goddess of Wisdom* (Ithacus replies) 

He who discerns thee must be truly wise, V 
So seldom view’d, and ever m Disguise J 190 

When the bold Argives led their warring Pow’rs 
Agamst proud Ikon's well-defended Tow’rs, 

Ulysses was thy Care, Celestial Maid, 

Grac’d with thy Sight, and favour’d with thy Aid 

But when the Trojan Piles m Ashes lay, 195 

And, bound for Greece, we plow’d the Watry way. 

Our Fleet dispers’d, and dnv’n from Coast to Coast, 

Thy sacred Presence from that Hour I lost. 

Till I beheld thy radiant Form once more. 

And heard thy Counsels on Phaaaa^s Shore 
But by th’Almighty Author of thy Race, 

Tell me, oh tell, is this my Native Place ? 

For much I fear, long Tracts of Land and Sea 
Divide this Coast from distant Ithaca 
The sweet Delusion kindly you impose. 

To sooth my Hopes and mitigate my Woes 
Thus he The blue-ey’d Goddess thus rephes 
How prpne to Doicbt, how cautious are the Wise ? 

Who vers’d m Fortune, fear the fiatt’nng Show, 

And taste not half the Bliss the Gods bestow 
The more shall Pallas aid thy just Desires, 

And guard the Wisdom which her self inspires 
Others, long absent from their Native Place, 

Strait seek their Home, and fly with eager Pace, 

To their Wives Arms, and Childrens dear Embrace J 215 
Not thus Ulysses y he decrees to prove 
His Subjects Faith, and Queen’s suspected Love, 

Who mourn’d her Lord twice ten revolvmg Years, 

And wastes the Days m Gnef, the Nights m Tears 
But Pallas knew (thy Fnends and Navy lost) 

Once more ’twas giv’n thee to behold thy Coast 
Yet how cou’d I with adverse Fate engage, 
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And Mighty Neptuneh unrelenting Rage ? — 

Now lift thy longing Eyes^ while I restore 

The pleasing Prospect of thy Native Shore* 225 

Behold the Port of Phorcys fenc’d around 

With Rocky Mountains, and with Ohves crown’d* 

Behold the gloomy Grot^ whose cool Recess 

Dehghts the Nereids of the neighb’nng Seas, 

Whose now neglected Altars, in thy Reign 230 

Blush’d with the Blood of Sheep and Oxen slain 
Behold where Nentus the Clouds divides. 

And shakes the wavmg Forests on his Sides * 

So spake the Goddess, and the Prospect clear’d. 

The Mists dispers’d, and all the Coast appear’d 235 
The Kmg with Joy confess’d his Place of Birth, 

And, on his Knees, salutes his Mother Earth, 

Then, with his supphant Hands upheld m Aur, 

Thus to the Sea-green Sisters sends his Pray’r 
All hail* Ye Virgm Daughters of the Mam, 240 

Ye Streams, beyond my Hopes beheld agam* 

To you once more your own Ulysses bows. 

Attend his Transports, and receive his Vows 
If Jove prolong my Days, and Fallas crown 
The growing Virtues of my youthful Son, 245 

To you shall Rites Divme be ever paid. 

And grateful Off ’rmgs on your Altars laid 


Argils 

[written 1709, published, Mtsoellaneaf I7J7] 

When wise Ulysses, from his native coast 
Long kept by wars, and long by tempests tost. 

Arriv’d at last, poor, old, disguis’d, alone. 

To all his friends, and ev’n his Queen, unknown. 
Chang’d as he was, with age, and toils, and cares, 5 
Furrow’d his rev’rend face, and white his hairs, 

In his own Palace forc’d to ask his bread. 

Scorn’d by those slaves his former bounty fed 
Forgot of all his own domestic crew. 

The faithful Dog alone his rightful Master knew* 10 

These Imes were sent to Henry Cromwell m a letter dated 19 October 
1709 No more than 11 lo-ia, 15-16 were used, in amended form, m 
Pope’s translation of the Odyssey 
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Unfed, unhous’d, neglected, on the clay, 

Like an old servant now cashier’d, he lay, 

Touch’d with resentment of ungrateful Man, 

And longing to behold his ancient Lord again 
Him when he saw — ^he rose, and crawl’d to meet, 15 
(’Twas ail he cou’d) and fawn’d, and hck’d his feet, 
Sei2’d with dumb joy — then falling by his side. 

Own’d his returning Lord, look’d up, and dy’d! 


January and May, or, the Merchant’s Tale 
from Chaucer 

[written c 1704, pubhshed, Tonson’s 
MiscellameSy 1709] 

There hv’d in Lombardy, as Authors write, 

In Days of old, a wise and worthy Kmght, 

Of gentle Manners, as of gen’rous Race, 

Blest with much Sense, more Riches, and some Grace 
Yet led astray by Venus^ soft Delights, 5 

He scarce cou’d rule some Idle Appetites, 

For long ago, let Priests say what they cou’d. 

Weak, sinful Laymen were but Flesh and Blood 
But in due Time, when Sixty Years were o’er, 

He vow’d to lead this Vicious Life no more 10 

Whether pure Holiness inspir’d his Mind, 

Or Dotage turn’d his Brain, is hard to find, 

But his high Coyrage prick’d him forth to wed, 

And tfy the Pleasures of a lawful Bed 

This was his nightly Dream, his daily Care, 15 

And to the Heav’nly Pow’rs his constant Pray’r, 

Once, ere he dy’d, to taste the blissful Life 
Of a kind Husband, and a loving Wife 
These Thoughts he fortify’d with Reasons still, 

(For none want Reasons to confirm their Will) 20 

Title] Tkts Translation was done at sixteen or seventeen Years of 
Age [P] 

i“i8 Chaucer 1-22 
3 f Pope 
7 Pope 

this hno Pope omits Chaucer 17-22 as ‘redundant’" 

19-50 Chaucer 23-66 
19 f Pope 
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Grave Authors say, and witty Poets sing, 

That honest Wedlock is a glorious Thing 
But Depth of Judgment most in him appears. 

Who wisely weds m his maturer Years 

Then let him chuse a Damsel young and fair, 25 

To bless his Age, and brmg a worthy Heir, 

To sooth his Cares, and free from Noise and Strife 
Conduct him gently to the Verge of Life 
Let sinful Batchelors their Woes deplore. 

Full well they merit all they feel, and more 3 ^^ 

Unaw’d by Precepts, Human or Divme, 

Like Birds and Beasts, promiscuously they jom 
Nor know to make the present Blessing last. 

To hope the future, or esteem the past. 

But vainly boast the Joys they never try’d, 35 

And find divulg’d the Secrets they wou’d hide 
The marry’d Man may bear his Yoke with Ease, 

Secure at once himself and Heav’n to please, 

And pass his inoffensive Hours away. 

In Bhss all Night, and Innocence all Day 40 

Tho’ Fortune change, his constant Spouse remams. 
Augments his Joys, or mitigates his Pains 
But what so pure, which envious Tongues will spare ^ 
Some wicked Wits have hbell’d all the Fair 
With matchless Impudence they stile a Wife 45 

The dear-bought Curse and la^ul Plague of Life 
A Bosome Serpent, a Domesuck Evil, 

A Night-Invasion, and a Mid-day-Devil 
Let not the Wise these slandrous Words regard. 

But curse the Bones of ev’ry lying*Bard « 50 

All other Goods by Fortune’s Hand are giv’n, 

A Wife is the pecuhar Gift of Heav’n 
Vam Fortune’s Favours, never at a Stay, 

Like empty Shadows, pass, and ghde away. 

One solid Comfort, our Eternal Wife, 55 

Abundantly supplies us all our Life 

This Blessmg lasts, (if those who try, say true) 

As long as Heart can wish — and longer too 
Our Grandsire Adam^ ere of Eve possest. 

Alone, and ev’n m Paradise, unblest, 60 

31, 33-5 Pope 
39 f Pope 

51-8 Chaucer 67-74 
59-64 Chaucer 75-92 
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With mournful Looks the bbssful Scenes survey’d. 

And wander’d m the sohtary Shade 
The Maker saw, took pity, and bestow’d 
Woman, the last, the best reserv’d of God 
A Wife’ ah gentle Deities, can he 65 

That has a Wife, e’er feel Adversity 
Wou’d Men but follow what the Sex advise, 

All things wou’d prosper, all the World grow wise 

’Twas by Rebecca^ % Aid iim, Jacob won 

His Father’s Blessmg from an Elder Son 70 

Abusive Nabal ow’d his forfeit Life 

To the wise Conduct of a prudent Wife 

YLttoickJudethi as old Hebrews show. 

Preserv’d the and slew th’ Assyrian Foe 
At Hester's Suit, the Persecutmg Sword 75 

Was sheath’d, and Israel liv’d to bless the Lord 
These weighty NLoxivts January the Sage 
Maturely ponder’d m his riper Age, 

And charm’d with virtuous Joys, and sober Life, 

Wou’d try that Christian Comfort, call’d a Wife 80 

His Friends were summon’d, on a Point so nice, 

To pass their Judgment, and to give Advice, 

But fix’d before, and well resolv’d was he, 

(As Men that ask Advice are wont to be ) 

My Friends, he cry’d, (and cast a mournful Look 85 
Around the Room, and sigh’d before he spoke ) 

Beneath the Weight of threescore Years I bend. 

And worn with Cares, am hastmng to my End, 

How I have hv’d, alas you know too well, 

In worldly Folhesf which I blush to tell, 90 

But gracious Heav’n has op’d my Eyes at last. 

With due Regret I view my Vices past. 

And as the Precept of the Church decrees, 

Will take a Wife, and hve in Holy Ease 

But smce by Counsel all things shou’d be done, 95 

And many Heads are wiser still than one, 

Chuse you for me, who best shall be content 
When my Desire’s approv’d by your Consent 
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One Caution yet is needful to be told. 

To guide your Choice, This Wife must not be old loo 
There goes a Saying, and ’twas shrewdly said. 

Old Fish at Table, but young Flesh in Bed 
My Soul abhors the tastless, dry Embrace, 

Of a stale Virgm with a Winter Face, 

In that cold Season Love but treats his Guest 105 

Wjth Beanstraw, and tough Forage, at the best 
No crafty Widows shall approach my Bed, 

Those are too wise for Batchelors to wed. 

As subtle Clerks by many Schools are made, 
Twice-marry’d Dames are Aiistresses o’ th’ Trade no 
But yoimg and tender Virgms, rul’d with Ease, 

We form like Wax, and mold them as we please 
Conceive me Sirs, nor take my Sense amiss, 

’Tis what concerns my Soul’s Eternal Bhss, 

Smce if I found no Pleasure in my Spouse, 115 

As Flesh is frail, and who (God help me) kciows ? 

Then shou’d I hve m lewd Adultery, 

And sink downright to Satan when I die 
Or were I curst with an unfruitful Bed, 

The righteous End were lost for which I wed, 120 

To raise up Seed to bless the Pow’rs above, 

And not for Pleasure only, or for Love 
Think not I dote, ’tis Time to take a Wife, 

When vig’rous Blood forbids a chaster Life 
Those that are blest with Store of Grace Divine 125 

May live like Samts, by Heav’ns Consent, and mme 
And since I speak of Wedlock, let me say. 

As, thank my Stars, m modest 'Eruth I may. 

My Limbs are active, still I’m sound at Heart, 

And a new Vigour springs in ev’ry Part 130 

Think not my Virtue lost, tho’ Time has shed 
These rev’rend Honours on my Hoary Head, 

Thus Trees are crown’d with Blossoms white as Snow, 

The Vital Sap then rismg from below 

Old as I am, my lusty Limbs appear 135 

Like Wmter Greens, that flourish all the Year 

Now Sirs you know to what I stand indm’d. 

Let ev’ry Friend with Freedom speak his Mmd 
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He said 3 the rest in different Parts divide^, 

The knotty Point was urg’d on either Side, 140 

Marriage, the Theme on which they all declaim’d. 

Some prais’d with Wit, and some with Reason blam’d 
’Till, what with Proofs, Objections, and Replies, 

Each wondrous positive, and wondrous wise, 

There fell between his Brothers a Debate, X45 

Placebo This was call’d, 2xxd Justin That 
First to the Knight Placebo thus begun, 

(Mild were his Looks, and pleasing was his Tone) 

Such Prudence, Sir, in all your Words appears. 

As plainly proves, Experience dwells with Years 150 

Yet you pursue sage Solomon*s Advice, 

To Work by Coimsel when Affairs are nice 
But, with the Wiseman’s Leave, I must protest, 

So may my Soul arrive at Ease and Rest, > 

As still I hold your own Advice the best J 155 

Sir, I have liv’d a Courtier all my Days, 

And study’d Men, their Manners, and their Ways, 

And have observ’d this useful Maxim still, 

To let my Betters always have their Will 
Nay, if my Lord affirm’d that Black was White, 160 

My Word was this, Honour* s in the right 

Th’assummg Wit, who deems himself so wise 
As his mistaken Patron to advise, 

Let him not dare to vent his dang’rous Thought, 

A Noble Fool was never m a Fault 165 

This Sir affects not you, whose ev’ry Word 
Is weigh’d with Judgment, and befits a Lord 
Your WiU IS mme,*and is (I will maintain) 

Pleasing to God, and shou’d be so to Man, 

At least, your Courage all the World must praise, 170 
Who dare to wed m your dechmng Days 
Indulge the Vigour of your mountmg Blood, 

And let grey Fools be Indolently good. 

Who past all Pleasure, damn the Joys of Sense, 

With rev’rend Dulness, and grave Impotence 175 

Justin^ who silent sate, and heard the Man, 

Thus, with a Philosophick Frown, began 
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A Heathen Author^ of the first Degree, 

(Who, tho’ not Faiths had Sense as well as We) 

Bids us be certain our Concerns to trust i8o 

To those of generous Principles, and just 
The Venture’s greater. I’ll presume to say. 

To give your Person than your Goods away 
And therefore. Sir, as you regard :your Rest, 

First learn your Lady’s Qualities at least 185 

Whether she’s chast or rampant, proud or civil. 

Meek as a Saint, or haughty as the Devil, 

Whether an easie, fond, familiar Fool^ 

Or such a Wtt as no Man e’er can rule > 

’Tis true. Perfection none must hope to find 190 

In all this World, much less in Womankmd, 

But if her Virtues prove the larger Share, 

Bless the kmd Fates, and think your Fortune rare 
Ah gentle Sir, take Warning of a Friend, 

Who knows too well the State you thus commend 195 
And, spight of all its Praises, must declare. 

All he can find is Bondage, Cost, and Care 
Heav’n knows, I shed full many a private Tear, 

And sigh in Silence, Lest the World shou’d hear 
While all my Friends applaud my bhssful Life, 200 

And swear no Mortal’s happier m a Wife, 

Demure and chast as any Vestal Nim, 

The meekest Creature that beholds the Sun’ 

But, by th’ Immortal Pow’rs, I feel the Pam, 

And he that smarts has Reason to complam 205 

Do what you list, for me, you must be sage, 

And cautious sure, for Wisdom i§ in Age 
But, at these Years, to venture on the Fair’ 

By him, who made the Ocean, Earth, and Air, 

To please a Wife when her Occasions call, 210 

Wou’d busie the most Vig’rous of us all 

And trust me. Sir, the chastest you can chuse 

Will ask Observance, and exact her Dues 

If what I speak my noble Lord offend. 

My tedious Sermon here is at an End 215 

"Tis well, ’tis wondrous well, the Kmght replies, 
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Most wordiy Kmsman, faith, you’re mighty wise^ 

We, Sirs, are Fools, and must resign the Cause 
To heathmsh Authors, Proverbs, and old Saws 
He spoke with Scorn, and turn’d another way — 220 

What does my Friend, my dear Placebo say ? 

I say, quoth he, by Heav’n the Man’s to blame. 

To slander Wives, and Wedlock’s holy Name 
At this, the Council rose, without Delay, 

Each, m his own Opmion, went his Way, 225 

With full Consent, that all Disputes appeas’d. 

The Knight should marry, when and where he pleas’d 
Who now hut January exults with Joy ^ 

The Charms of Wedlock all his Soul imploy 

Each Nymph by turns his wav’ring’ Mmd possest, 230 

And reign’d the short-hv’d Tyrant of his Breast, 

While Fancy pictur’d ev’ry kvely Part, 

And each bright Image wander’d o’er his Heart 
Thus, in some pubhck Forum fix’d on high, 

A Mirrour shows the Figures moving by, 235 

Still one by one, m swift Succession, pass 
The ghding Shadows o’er the pohsh’d Glass 
This Lady’s Charms the Nicest cou’d not blame. 

But vile Suspicions had aspers’d her Fame, 

That was with Sense, but not with Virtue blest, 240 

And one had Grace, that wanted all the rest 

Thus doubting long what Nymph he shou’d obey 

He fix’d at last upon the youthful May 

Her Faults he knew not. Love is always blmd, 

But ev’ry Charm revolv’d withm his Mind 245 

Her ten(^r Age, her Form divinely Fair, 

Her easie Motion, her attractive ito. 

Her sweet Behaviour, her enchantmg Face, 

Her moving Softness, and majesuck Grace 
Much m his Prudence did our Kmght rejoice, 250 
And thought no Mortal cou’d dispute his Choice 
Once more in haste he summon’d ev’ry Fnend, 

And told them all, their Pams were at an End 
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Heav’n that (said he) inspir’d me first to wed, 

Provides a Consort worthy of my Bed, 255 

Let none oppose th’Election, smce on this 
Depends my Quiet, and my future Bhss 
A Dame there is, the Darlmg of my Eyes, 

Young, beauteous, artless, innocent and wise, 

Chast tho’ not rich, and tho’ not nobly born, 260 

Of honest Parents, and may serve my Turn 
Her will I wed, if gracious Heav’n so please. 

To pass my Age in Sanctity and Ease 

And thank the Pow’rs, I may possess alone 

The lovely Prize, and share my Bhss with none* 265 

If you, my Friends, this Virgm can procure. 

My Joys are full, my Happiness is sure 

One only Doubt remains. Full oft I’ve heard 
By Casuists grave, and deep Divmes averr’d. 

That ’tis too much for Human Race to know 270 

The Bhss of Heav’n above, and Earth below 
Now shou’d the Nuptial Pleasures prove so great. 

To match the Blessmgs of the future State, 

Those endless Joys were ill exchanged for these. 

Then clear this Doubt, and set my Mmd at ease 
Thi^ Justin heard, nor cou’d his Spleen controul, 
Touch’d to the Quick, and tickl’d at the Soul 
Sir Kmght, he cry’d, if this be all you dread, 

Heav’n put it past your Doubt whene’er you wed. 

And to my fervent Pray’rs so far consent. 

That ere the Rites are o’er, you may repent* 

Good Heav’n no doubt the nuptial State approves. 

Since It chastises still what best it 4 oves 
Then be not. Sir, abandon’d to Despair, ^ 

Seek, and perhaps you’ll find, among the Fair, > 

One, that may do your Busmess to a Hair, J 
Not ev’n m Wish, your Happmess delay. 

But prove the Scourge to lash you on your Way 
Then to the Skies your mountmg Soul shall go. 

Swift as an Arrow soarmg from the Bow* 

Provided still, you moderate your Joy, 

Nor m your Pleasures aU your Might imploy, 

Let Reason’s Rule your strong Desires abate. 

Nor please too lavishly your gentle Mate 
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Old Wives there are, of Judgment most acute, 295 

Who solve these Quesaons beyond all Dispute, 

Consult with those, and be of better Cheat, 

Marry, do Penance, and dismiss your Fear 
So said they rose, nor more the Work delay’d, 

The Match was offer’d, the Proposals made 300 

The Parents, you may think, wou’d soon comply. 

The Old have Int’rest ever in tlieir Eye 
Nor was it hard to move the Lady’s iViind, 

When Fortune favours still the Fair are kmd 
I pass each previous Settlement and Deed, 305 

Too long for me to write, or you to read. 

Nor will with quaint Impertinence display 
The Pomp, the Pageantry, the proud Array 
The Time approach’d, to Church the Parues went. 

At once with carnal and devout Intent 310 

Forth came the Pnest, and bade th’obedient Wife 
Like Sarah or Rebecca lead her Life 
Then pray’d the Pow’rs the fruitful Bed to bless, 

And made ail sure enough with Hohness 
And now the Palace Gates are open’d wide, ^ 315 
The Guests appear in Order, Side by Side, > 

And, plac’d in State, the Bridegroom and the Bride J 
The breathing Flute’s soft Notes are heard around. 

And the shrill Trumpets mix: their Silver Sound, 

The vaulted Roofs with ecchomg Musick ring, 320 

These touch the vocal Stops, and those the trembling 
String 

Not just Amphton tun’d the warbhng Lyre, 

Nor the sounding Clarion cou’d inspire. 

Nor fierce Theadcmasy whose sprightly Strain 324 

Cou’d swell the Soul to Rage, and fire the Martial 1 ram 
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Bacchus himself, the Nuptial Feast to grace, 

(So Poets sing) was present on the Place, 

And lovely Venus^ Goddess of Dehght, ^ 

Shook high her flammg Torch, m open Sight, > 

And danc’d aroimd, and smil’d on ev’ry Kmght J 330 
Pleas’d her best Servant wou’d his Courage try. 

No less in Wedlock than in Liberty 

Full many an Age old Hymen had not spy’d 

So kind a Bridegroom, or so bright a Bride 

Ye Bards * renown’d among the tuneful Throng 335 

For gentle Lays, and joyous Nuptial Song, 

Think not your softest Numbers can display 
The matchless Glories of this blissful Day, 

The Joys are such as far transcend your Rage, 

When tender Youth has wedded stoopmg Age 340 

The beauteous Dame sate smilmg at the Board, 

And darted am’rous Glances at her Lord, 

Not Hester^s self, whose Charms the Hebrews smg, 

E’re look’d so lovely on her Persian Kmg 

Bright as the rismg Sun, m Summer’s Day, 345 

And fresh and bloommg as the Month of May * 

The joyful Rmght survey’d her by his Side, 

Nor envy’d Pans with the Spartan Bride 

Still as his Mmd revolv’d with vast Dehght 

Th’entrancmg Raptures of th’approachmg Night, 350 

Restless he sate, mvokmg ev’ry Pow’r 

To speed his Bhss, and haste the happy Hour 

Mean time the vig’rous Dancers beat the Groimd, 

And Songs were sung, and fiowmg Bowls went round. 
With od’rous Spices they perfum’d the Place^ 355 

And Mirth and Pleasure shone in ev’ry Face 
Damian alone, of all the Memal Tram, 

Sad in the imdst of Triumphs, sigh’d for Pam, 

Damian alone, the Kmght’s obsequious Squire, 

Consum’d at Heart, and fed a secret Fire 360 

His lovely Mistress all his Soul possest. 

He look’d, he languish’d, and cou’d take no Rest 
His Task perform’d, he sadly went his Way, 

Fell on his Bed, and loath’d the Light of Day 
340 Chaucer 494 
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There let him lye, ’till his relenting Dame 365 

Weep in her turn, and waste m equal Flame 
The weary Sun, as Learned Poets write, 

Forsook th’ Horizon^ and roll’d down the Light, 

While ghtt’rmg Stars his absent Beams supply, 

And Night’s dark Mantle overspread the Sky 370 

Then rose the Guests, and as the time requir’d. 

Each paid his Thanks, and decently retir’d 
The Foe once gone, our Knight prepar’d t’undress, 

So keen he was, and eager to possess 

But first thought fit th’ Assistance to receive, 375 

Wluch grave Physicians scruple not to give, 

Satynon near, with hot Enngo^s stood, 

Cantkarides^ to fire the lazy Blood, 

Whose Use old Bards describe in luscious Rhymes, 

And Criticks learn’d explain to Modern Times 380 

By this the Sheets were spread, the Bride undrest. 

The Room was sprinkled, and the Bed was blest 
What next ensu’d beseems not me to say, 

’Tis sung, he labour’d ’till the dawmng Day, 

Then briskly sprung from Bed, with Heart so light, 1 385 

As all were nothing he had done by Night, > 

And sipt his Cordial as he sate upright J 

He kiss’d his balmy Spouse, with wanton Play, 

And feebly sung a lusty Roundelay 
Then on the Couch his weary Limbs he cast, 390 

For ev’ry Labour must have Rest at last 
But anxious Cares the pensive Squire opprest, 

366 After this Ime Popt omits Chaucer 539-50, an invocation of the 
‘auctor’ 

367-72 Chaucer 551-60 

367 mite] Pope 

369 Pope 

373-80 Chaucer 561-8 

375 f Pope 

377 f Chaucer 563 f Satynon (a kind of orchis), ermgo (sea holly), and 
canthandes (a particular kmd of dried beetle) were all held to have 
aphrodisiac properties 

379 f Pope may refer principally to the Pans edition (1660) of Ovid’s 
Ars Amandt *Cum notis & interpretatione Gallica’ 

380 After this line Pope omits Chaucer 569-73 in which the house is 
cleared of ‘prime friends Men dnnken, and the trauers drew anon’ 

381-91 Chaucer 574-621 

385 Pope adds the briskness 

386 Pope 

39^-9 Chaucer 631-40 Pope oimts Chaucer 622-30, a transitional 
passage 



TRANSLATIONS AND PARAPHRASES 


87 


Sleep fled his Eyes^ and Peace forsook his Breast, 

The raging Flames that m his Bosome dwell. 

He wanted Art to hide, and Means to tell 395 

Yet hopmg Time th’Occasion might betray. 

Compos’d a Sonnet to the lovely May^ 

Which writ and folded, with the mcest Art, 

He wrapt in Silk, and laid upon his Heart 
When now the fourth revolvmg Day was run, 400 
(’Twas Junes and Cancer had receiv’d the Sun) 

Forth from her Chamber came the beauteous Bride, 

The good old Kmght mov’d slowly by her Side 
High Mass was simg, they feasted m the Hall, 

The Servants round stood ready at their Call 405 

The Sqmre alone was absent from the Board, 

And much his Sickness griev’d his worthy Lord, 

Who pray’d his Spouse, attended by her Tram, 

To visit Damians and divert his Pam 

Th’obhgmg Dames obey’d with one Consent, 410 

They left the Hall, and to his Lodgmg went. 

The Female Tribe surround him as he lay. 

And close beside him sate the gentle May 
Where, as she try’d his Pulse, he softly drew 
A speakmg Sigh, and cast a mournful View, 415 

Then gave his Bill, and brib’d the Powr’s Divme 
With secret Vows, to favour his Design 
Who studies now but discontented May ? 

On her soft Couch xmeasily she lay 

The lumpish Husband snor’d away the Night, 420 

’Till Coughs awak’d him near the Mormng Light 
What then he did. I’ll not presunle to tell, 

Nor if she thought her self m Heav’n or Hell 
Honest and dull, m Nuptial Bed they lay, 

’Till the Bell toll’d, and All arose to Pray 425 

Were it by forceful Desuny decreed, 
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Or did from Chance, or Nature’s Pow’r proceed, 

Or that some Star, with Aspect kind to Love, 

Shed its selectest Influence from above. 

Whatever was the Cause, the tender Dame 430 

Felt the first Motions of an infant Flame, 

Receiv’d th’Impressions of the Love-sick Squire, 

And wasted m the soft, infectious Fire 
Ye Fair draw near, let May^s Example move 
Your gentle Mmds to pity those who iove^ 435 

Had some fierce Tyrant m her stead been found. 

The poor Adorer sure had hang’d, or drown’d 
But she, your Sexe’s Mirrour, free from Pride, 

Was much too meek to prove a Homicide 
But to my Tale Some Sages have defin’d 440 

Pleasure the Sov’reign Bhss of Humankmd 
Our Kmght (who study’d much, we may suppose) 

Deriv’d his high Philosophy from Those, 

For, like a Pnnce, he bore the vast Expence 

Of lavish Pomp, and proud Magnificence 445 

His House was stately, his Retmue gay. 

Large was his Tram, and gorgeous his Array 
His spacious Garden, made to yield to none, 

Was compass’d round with Walls of solid Stone, 

Pnapus cou’d not half describe the Grace 450 

(Tho’ God of Gardens) of this charming Place 
A Place to tire the rambhng Wits of France 
In long Descriptions, and exceed Romance ^ 

Enough to shame the gentlest Bard tliat smgs 
Of pamted Meadows, and oi purling Springs 455 

Full in the Center of the flow’ry Ground, 

A Crj’'stal Fountam spread its Streams around, > 

The fruitful Banks with verdant Lawrels crown’d J 
About this Sprmg (if ancient Fame say true) 

The dapper Elves their Moonlight Sports pursue, 460 
Their Pigmy Kmg, and httle Fairy Queen, 

In circhng Dances gamboi’d on the Green, 

While tuneful Spnghts a merry Consort made, 
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And Airy Musick warbled thro’ the Shade 
Hither the Noble Knight woti’d oft repair 465 

(His Scene of Pleasure, and peculiar Care) 

For this, he held it dear, and always bore 
The Silver Key that lock’d the Garden Door 
To this Sweet Place, in Summer’s sultry Heat, 

He us’d from Noise and Business to retreat, 470 

And here in Dalliance spend the hvelong Day, 

Solus cum Sola^ with his sprightly May 
For whate’er Work was imdischarg’d a-bed. 

The duteous Kmght in this fair Garden sped 
But ah* what Mortal lives of Bhss secure, 475 

How short a Space our Worldly Joys endure > 

O Fortune fair, hke all thy treach’rous Kmd, 

But faithless still, and wav’rmg as the Wind* 

O painted Monster form’d Mankind to cheat 

With pleasing Poison, and with soft Deceit* 480 

This rich, this am’rous, venerable Knight, 

Amidst his Ease, his Solace and Dehght, 

Struck blind by thee, resigns his Days to Grief, 

And calls oit Death, the Wretch’s last Rekef 
The Rage of Jealousie then seiz’d his Mmd, 485 

For much he fear’d the Faith of Womankind 
His Wife, not suffer’d from his Side to Stray, *1 
Was Captive kept, he watch’d her Night and Day, > 
Abridg’d her Pleasures, and confin’d her Sway J 
Full oft in Tears did hapless May complain, 490 

And sigh’d full oft, but sigh’d and wept in vain. 

She look’d on Damtan with a Lover’s Eye, 

For oh, ’twas fix’d, she must possSss or die *0 
Nor less Impatience vex’d her Am’rous Squire, 

Wild with Delay, and burning with Desire 495 

Watch’d as she was, yet cou’d He not refiain 
By secret Writing to disclose has Pam, 

The Dame by Signs reveal’d her kmd Intent, 

’Till both were conscious What each other meant 
Ah gentle Kmght, what wou’d thy Eyes avail, 500 
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Tho’ they cou’d see as far as Ships can sail ? 

’Tis better sure^ when Blind, deceiv’d to be. 

Than be deluded when a Man can see * 

Argus himself, so cautious and so wise, 

Was overwatch’d, for all his hundred Eyes 505 

So many an honest Husband may, ’tis Imovvn, 

Who, wisely, never thinks the Case his own 
The Dame at last, by Dihgencc and Care, 

Procur’d the Key her Kmght was wont to bear, 

She took the Wards m Wax before the Fire, 510 

And gave th’Impression to the trusty Squire 
By means of this, some Wonder shall appear. 

Which m due Place and Season, you may hear 
Well sung sweet Ovid^ in the Days of yore, 

What Sleight is that, which Love will not explore ? 515 

And Pyramus and Thtsbe plainly show 
The Feats, true Lovers when they list, can do 
Tho’ watch’d, and captive^, yet m spight of all. 

They found the Art of Kissmg thro’ a Wail 
But now no longer from our Tale to stray, 

It happ’d, that once upon a Summer’s Day, 

Our rev’rend Knight was urg’d to Am’rous Play 
He rais’d his Spouse ere Matm Bell was rung, 

And thus his Mornmg Canticle he sung 
Awake my Love, disclose thy radiant Eyes, 

Arise my Wife, my beauteous Lady nse^ 

Hear how die Doves with pensive Notes complam, 

And m soft Murmurs tell the Trees their Pam, 

The Winter’s past, the Clouds and Tempests fly, 

The Sun adorns the Fields, and brightens all the Sky 530 
Fair without Spot, whose ev’ry charmmg Part 
My Bosome wounds, and captivates my Heart, 

Come, and in mutual Pleasures let’s engage, 

Joy of my Life, and Comfort of my Age’ 

This heard, to Damian strait a Sign she made 535 

To haste before, the gentle Squire obey’d 
Secret, and undescry’d, he took his Way, 

And ambush’d close behmd an Arbour lay 
It was not long txt January came. 

And Hand m Hand, with him, his lovely Dame, 540 
Blmd as he was, not doubtmg All was sure, 

504-19 Chaucer 867-87 
535-74 Chaucer 905-40 




TRANSLATIONS AND PARAPHRASES 


91 


He turn’d the Key^ and made the Gate secure 
Here let us walk, he said, observ’d by none. 

Conscious of Pleasures to the World unknown 

So may my Soul have Joy, as thou, my Wife, 545 

Art far the dearest Solace of my Life, 

And rath^ wou’d I chuse, by Heav’n above, 

To die this Instant, than to lose thy Love 
Reflect what Truth was in my Passion shown, 'j 
When Un-endow’d, I took thee for my own, > 550 

And sought no Treasure but thy Heart alone J 
Old as I am, and now depriv’d of Sight, ^ 

While thou art faithful to thy own true Knight, > 

Nor Age, nor Blmdness, rob me of Delight J 
Each other Loss with Patience I can bear, 555 

The Loss of thee is what I only fear 
Consider then, my Lady and my Wife, 

The sohd Comforts of a virtuous Life 
As first, the Love of Christ himself you gam. 

Next, your own Honour undefil’d mamtam, 560 

And lastly that which sure your Aimd must move. 

My whole Estate shall gratifie your Love 

Make your own Terms, and ere to-morrow’s Sun 

Displays his Light, by Heav’n it shall be done 

I seal the Contract with a holy Khss, 565 

And will perform, by this — ^my Dear, and this — 

Have Comfort, Spouse, nor think thy Lord unkmd, 

’Tis Love, not Jealousie, that fires my Mmd 
For when thy Charms my sober Thoughts engage, 

And join’d to them, my own imequal Age, 570 

From thy dear Side I have no Pcw’r to parj, 

Such secret Transports warm my meltmg Heart 
For who that once possest those Heav’nly Charms, 

Cou’d hve one Moment, absent from thy Arms ? 

He ceas’d, and May with modest Grace reply’d, 575 
Weak was her Voice, as while she spoke she cry’d 
Heav’n knows, (with that a tender Sigh she drew) 

I have a Soul to save as well as You, 

And, what no less you to my Charge commend. 

My dearest Honour, will to Death defend 580 
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To you m holy Church I gave my Hand, 

And jom’d my Heart, in Wedlock’s sacred Band 
Yet after this, if you distrust my Care, 

Then hear, my Lord, and witness what I swear 
First may the yawmng Earth her Bosome rend, 585 
And let me hence to HeU ahve descend, ^ 

Or die the Death I dread no less than Hell, 

Sow’d m a Sack, and plung’d into a Weil, 

Ere I my Fame by one lewd Act disgrace, 

Or once renounce the Honour of my Race 590 

For know. Sir Kmght, of gentle Blood I came, 

I loath a Whore, and startle at the Name 
But jealous Men on their own Cnmes reflect, 

And learn from thence their Ladies to suspect 

Else why these needless Cautions, Sir, to me ^ 595 

These Doubts and Fears of Fem^e Constancy > 

This Chime still rmgs m eVry Lady’s Ear, 

The only Stram a Wife must hope to hear 
Thus while she spoke, a sidelong Glance she cast, 

Where Damian kneelmg, worshipp’d as she past 600 

She saw him watch the Motions of her Eye, 

And smgled out a Pear-Tree planted mgh 
’Twas charg’d with Fruit that made a goodly Show, 

And hung with dangling Pears was ev’ry Bough 
Thither th’obsequious Squire address’d lus Pace, 605 
And chmbmg, m the Sununit took his Place 
The Kmght and Lady walk’d beneath in View, 

Where let us leave them, and our Tale pursue 
’Twas now the Season when the glorious Sun 
His Heay’nly Progiess thro’ the Twins had run, 610 

And Eicalted, his mild Influence yields. 

To glad the Glebe, and paint the flow’ry Fields 
Clear was the Day, and Phcsbus nsmg bngjht, 

Had streak’d the Azure Firmament with Ltgjit, 

He pierc’d the ghtt’rmg Clouds with golden Streams, 615 
And warm’d the Womb of Earth with Gemal Beams 
It so befel, in that fair Mommg-tide, 

The Fairies sported on the Garden’s Side, > 

And, m the midst, their Monarch and his Bnde J 619 
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So featly tnppM the light-foot Ladies rounds T 

The Knights so nimbly o’er the Greensword bound, > 
That scarce they bent the Flow’rs, or touch’d the Ground J 
The Dances ended, all the Fairy Tram 
For Pinks and Daisies search’d the fiow’ry Plam, 

While on a Bank rechn’d of nsmg Green, 625 

Thus, with a Frown, the Kmg bespoke his Queen 
’Tis too apparent, argue what you can. 

The Treachery you Women use to Man 
A thousand Authors have this Truth made out. 

And sad Experience leaves no room for Doubt 630 

Heav’n rest thy Spirit, noble Solomon^ 

A wiser Monarch never saw the Sim 

All Wealth, all Honours, the supreme Degree 

Of Earthly Bhss, was well bestow’d on thee* 

For sagely hast thou said. Of all Mankmd, 635 

One only just, and righteous, hope to find 

But shoud’st thou search the spaaous World around. 

Yet one good Woman is not to be found 
Thus says the Kmg who knew your Wickedness, 

The Son of Sirach testifies no less 640 

So may some Wildfire on your Bodies fall. 

Or some devourmg Plague consume you all. 

As well you view the Leacher m the Tree, 

And well this Honourable Fought you see. 

But since he’s blmd and old, (a helpless Case) 645 

His Sqmre shall cuckold him before your Face 
Now, by my own dread Majesty I swear. 

And by this awful Scepter which I bear. 

No impious Wretch shall ’scape uht)unish’d Jong, 

That m my Presence offers such a Wrong 
I will this Instant undeceive the Kmght, 

And, m the very Act, restore his Sight 
And set the Strumpet here m open View, 

A Wammg to these Ladies, and to You, 

And all the faithless Sex, for ever to be true 
And will you so, reply’d the Queen, mdeed ? 

Now, by my Mother’s Soul, it is decreed. 

She shall not want an Answer at her Need 
620-a Pope 
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For her, and for her Daughters Fli mgage. 

And all the Sex m each succeeding Age, 660 

Art shall be theirs to varnish an Offence, 

And fortify their Cnmes with Confidence 
Nay, were they taken in a strict Embrace, 

Seen with both Eyes, and pinion’d on the Place, 

All they shall need is to protest, and swear, 665 

Breathe a soft Sigh, and drop a tender Tear^ 

’Till their wise Husbands, gull’d by Arts like these, 

Grow gentle, tractable, and tame as Geese 
What tho’ this sland’rous Jew^ this Solomon^ 

Call’d Women Fools, and knew foil many a one ? 670 

The wiser Wits of later Times declare 
How constant, chast, and virtuous, Women are 
Witness the Martyrs, who resign’d their Breath, 

Serene m Torments, unconcem’d m Death, 

And witness next what Roman Authors tell, 

How ^rna, Portia^ and Lucretta fell 
But smce the Sacred Leaves to All are free. 

And Men mterpret Texts^ why shou’d not We ^ 

By this no more was meant, than to have shown. 

That Sovereign Goodness dwells m Him alone 
Who only J5, and is but only One 
But grant the worst, shall Women then be weigh’d 
By ev’ry Word that Solomon has said ? 

\S^at tho’ this King (as ancient Story boasts) 

Built a fair Temple to the Lord of Hosts, 685 

He ceas’d at last his Maker to adore. 

And did as much for Idol-Gods, or more 
Beware^what lavish Praises you confer 
On a rank Leacher, and Idolater, 

Whose Reign Indulgent God, says Holy Writ, 690 

Did but for Davidh Righteous Sake permit, 

Davidy the Monarch after Heav’ns’ own Mmd, 

Who lov’d our Sex, and honour’d all our Kind 
Well, I’m a Woman, and as such must speak, 

Silence wou’d swell me, and my Heart wou’d break 695 
Know then, I scorn your dull Authonties, 

Your idle Wits, and all their Learned Lies 
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By Heav’n, those Authors are our Sexe’s Foes, 

Whom, m our Right, I must, and will oppose 
Nay, (quoth the King) dear Madam be not wroth, 700 
I yield It up, but smce I gave my Oath, 

That this much-injur’d Knight agam should see. 

It must be done — I am a King, said he. 

And one, whose Faith has ever sacred been 
And so has imne, (she said) — I am a Queen » 705 

Her Answer she shall have, I undertake. 

And thus an End of all Dispute I make 

Try when you hst, and you shall find, my Lord, 

It IS not in our Sex to break our Word 
We leave them here m this Heroick Stram, 710 

And to the Kmght our Story turns again. 

Who m the Garden, with his lovely May 
Sung merrier than ^e Cuckow or the Jay 
This was his Song, Oh kmd and constant be, 

Constant and kmd Fll ever prove to thee 715 

Thus singmg as he went, at last he drew 
By easie Steps, to where the Pear-Tree grew 
The longmg Dame look’d up, and spy’d her Love 
Full fairly perch’d among the Boughs above 
She stopp’d, and sighing. Oh good Gods, she cry’d, 720 
What Pangs, what sudden Shoots distend my Side ? 

O for that temptmg Frmt, so fresh, so green, 

Help, for the Love of Heav’ns’ immortal Queen* 

Help dearest Lord, and save at once the Life 
Of thy poor Infant, and thy longmg Wife* 725 

Sore sigh’d the Knight, to hear his Lady’s Cry, 

But cou’d not climb, and had no Servant mgh. 

Old as he was, and void of Eye-sight too. 

What cou’d, alas, the helpless Husband do ^ 

And must I languish then (she said) and die, 730 

Yet view the lovely Frmt before my Eye ? 
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At least, kind Sir, for Charity's sweet sake. 

Vouchsafe t±ie Trunk between your Arms to take, 

Then from your Back I nught ascend the Tree, 

Do you but stoop, and leave the rest to me 735 

With all my Soul, he thus reply'd again, 

I'd spend my dearest Blood to ease thy Pam 
With that, his Back against the Trunk he bent, 

She seiz'd a Twig, and up the Tree she went 
Now prove your Patience, gentle Ladies all, 740 

Nor let on me your heavy Anger fall 
'Tis Truth I tell, tho’ not in Phrase refin’d, 

Tho' blunt my Tale, yet honest is my Mind 
What Feats the Lady m the Tree might do, 

I pass, as Gambols never known to you 745 

But sure it was a merrier Fit, she swore, 

Than m her Life she ever felt before 
In that nice Moment, lo! the wondrmg Kmght 
Look’d out, and stood restor’d to sudden Sight 
Strait on the Tree his eager Eyes he bent, 750 

As one whose Thoughts were on his Spouse intent, 

But when he saw his Bosome-Wife so drest. 

His Rage was such, as caxmot be exprest 
Not frantick Mothers when their Infants die. 

With louder Clamours rend the vaulted Skie 755 

He cr/d, he roar’d, he storm’d, he tore his Hair, 

Deaths Hell! and Furies* what dost Thou do there? 

What ails my Lord ? the trcmblmg Dame rcply’d, 

I thought your Patience had been better try’d 

Is this your Love, ungrateful and unkind, 760 

This my Reward, •for having cur'd the Bhnd ? 

Why was I taught to make my Husband see. 

By Strugling with a Man upon a Tree ? 

Did I for this the Pow'r of Magick prove? 

Unhappy Wife, whose Crime was too much Love* 765 
If this be Strughng, by this holy Light, 
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’Tis Sttughng with a Vengeance, (quoth the Knight ) 

So Heaven preserve the Sight it has restor’d. 

As with these Eyes I plainly saw thee whor’d. 

Whor’d by my Slave — ^Perfidious Wretch^ may Hell 770 
As surely Seize thee, as I saw too well 

Guard me, good Angels! cry’d the gentle Mqy, 

Pray Heav’n, this Magick work the proper Way 
Alas, my Love, ’tis certain, cou’d you see. 

You ne’er had us’d these killing Words to me 775 

So help me Fates, as ’tis no perfect Sight, 

But some faint Glimm’ring of a doubtful Light 
What I have said, quoth he, I must maintain. 

For, by th’Immortal Pow’rs, it seemed too plain — 

By ail those Pow’rs, some Frenzy seiz’d your Mind, "I 780 
(Reply’d the I)ame ) Are these the Thanks I find > > 

Wretch that I am, that e’er I was so Kind» J 

She said, a rising Sigh express’d her Woe, 

The ready Tears apace began to flow. 

And as they fell, she wip’d from either Eye 78(5 

The Drops, (for Women when they hst, can cry ) 

The Kmght was touch’d, and in his Looks appear’d 
Signs of Remorse, while thus his Spouse he cheat’d 
Madam, ’tis past, and my short Anger o’er, 

Come ddwn, and vex your tender Heart no mote 790 
Excuse me. Dear, if ought amiss was said. 

For, on my Soul, amends shall soon be made 
Let my Repentance your Forgiveness draw. 

By Heav’n, I swore but what I thought I saw 
Ah my lov’d Lord* ’twas much unkmd (she cry’d) 795 
On bate Suspicion thus to treat youl Bride, 

But ’till your Sight’s establish’^d, for a while, 

Imperfect Objects may your Sense beguile 
Thus when from Sleep we first our Eyes display, 1 
The Balls are wounded with the piercing Ray, > 800 

And dusky Vapors rise, and intercept the Day J 
So just recov’rmg from the Shades of Night, 

Your swimmmg Eyes are drunk with sudden Light, I 
Strange Phantoms dance around, and skim before | 
your Sight J 
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And use the copious Talent it has giv’n, 

Let my good Spouse pay Tribute, do me Right, 

And keep an equal Reckoning ev’ry Night, 

His proper Bodv is not his, but mine, 

For so said Paiih and PauV^ a sound Divine 55 

Know then, of those five Husbands I have had, 

Three were just tolerable, two were bad 
The three were Old, but rich and fond beside, 

And toil’d most piteously to please their Bride 

But since their Wealth (the best they had) was mine, 60 

The rest, without much Loss, I cou’d resign 

Sure to be lov’d, I took no Pams to please, 

Yet had more Pleasure far then they had Ease 
Presents flow’d in apace With Show’rs of Gold, 

They made their Court, hkt Jupiter of old 65 

If I but smil’d, a sudden Youth they found. 

And a new Palsie seiz’d them when I frown’d 
Ye Sov’reign Wives* give Ear, and understand, 

Thus shall ye speak, and exercise Command 

For never was it giv’n to Mortal Man, 70 

To lye so boldly as we Women can 

Forswear the Fact, tho’ seen with both his E>es, 

And call your Maids to Witness how he lies 
Hark old Sir Paul (’twas thus I us’d to say) 

Whence is our Neighbour’s Wife so rich and gay "> 75 

Treated, caress’d, where-e’er she’s pleas’d to roam — 

I sit m Tatters, and immur’d at home* 

Why to her House do’st thou so oft repair ? 

Art thou so Am’rous ? and is she so fair > 

If I but see a Cousin or a Friend, 80 

Lord* how you swell, and rage like any Fiend* 

But you reel home, a drunken beastly Bear, 

Then preach till Midnight in your easie Chair, 

Cry Wives are false, and ev’ry Woman evil, 
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And give up all that’s Female to the Devil 85 

If poor (you say) she drams her Husband’s Purse ^ 

If richa she keeps her Priest^ or somethmg worse. 

If highly bom, mtolerably vam> 

Vapours and Pride by turns possess her Bram 
Now gayly Mad, now sow’rly Splenatick, 90 

Freakish when well, and fretful when she’s Sick 
If fair, then Chast she cannot long abide. 

By pressmg Youth attack’d on ev’ry side 
If foul, her Wealth the lusty Lover lures. 

Or else her Wit some Fool-Gallant procures, 95 

Or else she Dances with becommg Grace, 

Or Shape excuses the Defects of Face 

There swims no Goose so gray, but, soon or late. 

She finds some honest Gander for her Mate 
Horses (thou say’st) and Asses, Men may try, 100 
And ring suspected Vessels ere they buy. 

But Wives, a random Choice, untry’d they take. 

They dream m Courtship, but m Wedlock wake 
Then, nor ’till then, the Veil’s remov’d away. 

And all the Woman glares m open Day 105 

You tell me, to preserve your Wife’s good Grace, 

Your Eyes must always langmsh on my Face, 

Your Tongue with constant Flatt’ries feed my Ear, 

And tag each Sentence with, My Life f my Dear ' 

If, by strange Chance, a modest Blush be rais’d, no 
Be sure my fine Complexion must be prais’d 
My Garments always must be new and gay, 

And Feasts still kept upon my Weddmg-Day 
Then must my Nurse be pleas’d, "and Fav’rjfe Maid, 

And endless Treats, and endless Visits paid, 115 

To a long Tram of Kmdred, Friends, AUies, 

All this thou say’st, and all thou sa3^st are Leis 
Onjenkin too you cast a squmtmg Eye, 

What ? can your Prentice raise your Jealousie ? 

Fresh are his ruddy Cheeks, his Forehead fair, 120 

And hke the burmsh’d Gold his curhng Hair 
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But clear thy wnnkled Brow, and qmt thy Sorrow, 

I’d scorn your Prentice, shou’d you die to-morrow 
Why are thy Chests all lockt > On what Design ^ 

Are not thy Worldly Goods and Treasure mme 125 
Sir, Fm no Fool Nor shall you, by St John, 

Have Goods and Body to your self alone 

One I ou shall quit — ^in spight of both your Eyes — 

I heed not, I, the Bolts, the Locks, the Spies 

If you had Wit, you’d say, ‘Go where you will, 130 

Dear Spouse, I credit not tlie Tales they tell 

Take all the Freedoms of a married Life, 

I know thee for a virtuous, faitliful Wife ’ 

Lord* When you have enough, what need you care 
How merrily soever others fare 135 

Tho’ all the Day I give and take Delight, 

Doubt not, sufficient will be left at Night 
’Tis but a just and rational Desire, 

To hght a Taper at a Neighbour’s Fire 
There’s Danger too, you think, in rich Arraj^ 140 
And none can long be modest that are gay 
The Cat, if you but singe her Tabby Skm, 

The Chimney keeps, and sits content withm, 

But once grown sleek, will from her Corner run, 

Sport with her Tail, and wanton in the Sun, 145 

She licks her fair round Face, and frisks abroad 
To show her Furr, and to be Catterwaw^d 
Lo thus, my Friends, I wrought to my Desires 
These three nght Ancient Venerable Sires 
I told ’em. Thus you say^ and thus you do — 150 

And tpld ’em false, \mt jenkin swore ’twas true 
I, like a Dog, cou’d bite as well as whme, 

And first complam’d, whene’er the Guilt was mine 
I tax’d them oft with Wenching and Amours, 
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When their weak Legs scarce dragg’d ’em out of Doors, 
And swore the Rambles that I took by Night, 156 

Were all to spy what Damsels they bedight 
That Colour brought me many Hours of Mirth, 

For all this Wit is giv’n us from our Birth 

Heav’n gave to woman the pecuhar Grace 160 

To spm, to weep, and cully Human Race 

By this mce Conduct and this prudent Course, 

By Murmuring, Wheedlmg, Stratagem and Force, 

I still prevail’d, and wou’d be m the right, 

Or Curtam-Lectures made a resdess Night 165 

If once my Husband’s Arm was o’er my Side, 

What ? so familiar with your Spouse ? I cry’d 
I levied first a Tax upon his Need, 

Then let him — ’twas a Nicety mdeed* 

Let all Mankmd this certam Maxim hold, 170 

Marry who will, our Sex is to be Sold* 

With empty Hands no Tassels you can lure. 

But fulsom Love for Gam we can endure 
For Gold we love the Impotent and Old, 

And heave, and pant, and kiss, and chng, for Gold 175 
Yet with Embraces, Curses oft I mixt. 

Then kist agam, and chid and rail’d betwixt 
Well, I may make my Will m Peace, and die. 

For not one Word m Man’s Arrears am I 
To drop a dear Dispute I was unable, 180 

Ev’n tlio’ the Pope himself had sate at Table 
But when my Pomt was gam’d, then thus I spoke, 

" Billy i my dear* how sheepishly you look* 

Approach my Spouse, and let me kiss thy (Hheek, 

Thou should’st be always thus, resign’d and meek* 185 
Of Joh*s great Patience since so oft you preach, 

Well shou’d you practise, who so well can teach 
’Tis difficult to do, I must allow. 

But I, my dearest, will instruct you how 

Great is the Blessmg of a prudent Wife, 190 
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Who puts a Period to Domestick Strife ^ 

One of us two must rule, and one obey, 1 

And smce m Man right Reason bears the Sway, > 

Let that frail Thmg, weak Woman, have her way J 
The Wives of all my Family have ruFd 195 

Their tender Husbands, and their Passions cool’d 
Fye, ’tis unmanly thus to sigh and groan, 

What ? wou’d you have me to your self alone 
Why take me Love* take all and ev’ry part* 

Here’s your Revenge* you love it at your Heart 200 
Wou’d I vouchsafe to sell what Nature gave. 

You httle think what Custom I cou’d have* 

But see* I’m all your own — ^nay hold — ^for Shame* 

What means my Dear — ^mdeed — ^vou are to blame ’ 

Thus with my iirst three Lords I past my Life, 205 
A very Woman, and a very Wife* 

What Sums from these old Spouses I cou’d raise, 

Procur’d yoimg Husbands m my riper Days 
Tho’ past my Bloom, not yet decay’d was I, 

Wanton and wild, and chatter’d hke a Pye 210 

In Country Dances still I bore the Bell, 

And sung as sweet as Evemng Philomel 
To clear my Quail-pipe, and refresh my Soul, 

Full oft I drain’d the Spicy Nut-brown Bowl, 

Rich luscious Wmes, that youthful Blood improve, 215 
And warm the swelling Veins to Feats of Love 
For ’tis as sure as Cold ingenders Hail, 

A Liqu’rish Moutli must have a Lech’rous Tail, 

Wine lets no Lover unrewarded go 
As all tpie Gamesters by Experience know 220 

But oh good Gods! whene’er a Thought I cast 
On all the Joys of Youth and Beauty past, 

To find in Pleasures I have had my Part, 

192-4 Chaucer 440-2 
195 f Pope 

201-4 Chaucer 447-50 
205-20 Chaucer 451-68 
205 f Pope 

207-30 Chaucer 453-82 

207 f Pope, authorized by Chaucer’s general meaning 
213 QuatUpipe] = ‘a pipe or whistle on which the note of a quail can 
be imitated, in order to lure the birds into a net’ (OED) 

215 f Pope 

218 Chaucer 466 A licorus mouth must haue a lecherous taile 
219! Chaucer 467! 

221-8 A poor equivalent for Chaucer 469-79 
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Still wanns me to the Bottom of my Heart 

This wicked World was once my dear Dehght, 225 

Now all my Conquests^ all my Charms good rnght^ 

The Flour consum’d, the best that now I can 
Is e’en to make my Market of the Bran 
My fourth dear Spouse was not exceeding true, 

He kept, ’twas thought, a private Miss or two, 230 

But all tihat Score I paid — ^As how> you’ll say, 

Not with my Body, in a filthy way — 

But I so drest, and danc’d, and drank, and dm’d. 

And view’d a Friend, with Eyes so very kmd. 

As stung his Heart, and made his Marrow fry 235 

With burmng Rage, and frantic Jealousie 
His Soul, I hope, enjoys eternal Glory, 

For here on Earth I was his Purgatory 
Oft, when his Shoe the most severely wnmg. 

He put on careless Airs, and sat and sung 240 

How sore I gall’d him, only Heav’n cou’d know. 

And he that felt, and I that caus’d the Woe 
He dy’d when last from Pilgrimage I came. 

With other Gossips, iiom Jerusalem^ 

And now lies buned imdemeath a Rood, 245 

Fair to be seen, and rear’d of honest Wood 
A Tomb, mdeed, with fewer Sculptures grac’d. 

Than that Mausoltis* Pious Widow plac’d. 

Or where mshrm’d the great Danm lay. 

But Cost on Graves is meerly thrown away 250 

The Pit fill’d up, with Turf we cover’d o’er. 

So bless the good Man’s Soul, I say no more 
Now for my fifth lov’d Lord, the last ancj best, 

(Kind Heav’n afford him everlasting Rest) 

Full hearty was his Love, and I can shew 255 

The Tokens on my Ribs, m Black and Blue 

231-52 Chaucer 484-502 
235 f Chaucer 487 f 
237 f Chaucer 489 f 
241 f Chaucer 493 f 

248 f Artemisia, the widow of the Carian prince Mausolus, was incon- 
solable, to peiJpetuate his memory she built at Halicarnassus the cele- 
brated monument. Mausoleum, which was regarded as one of the seven 
wonders of the world Darius I, of Persia, caused his sepulchre to be built 
during his life 

253-6^ Chaucer S03i-23 

255 hearty] Pope misunderstood Chaucer’s ‘dangerous’ [514] which 
means ‘holdmg off’, ‘stand-offish’, and so gives a different slant to the 
whole passage 
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Yet, with a Knack, my Heart he cou’d have ^\on. 

While yet the Smart was shootmg in the Bone 
How quaint an Appetite m Women reigns’ 

Free Gifts we scorn, and love what costs us Pains 260 
Let Men avoid us, and on them we leap, 

A glutted Market makes Provision cheap 
In pure good WiU I took this jovial Spark, 

Of Oxford he, a most egregious Clerk 

He boarded with a Widow in the Town, 265 

A trusty Gossip, one dame Alison 

Full well the Secrets of my Soul she knew. 

Better than e’er our Parish Priest cou’d do 
To her I told whatever cou’d befal, 

Had but my Husband Pist against a Wall, 270 

Or done a thmg that might have cost his Life, 

She — ^and my Neice — and one more worthy Wife 
Had known it all What most he wou’d conceal, 

To these I made no Scruple to reveal 
Oft has he blush’d from Ear to Ear for Shame, 275 
That e’er he told a Secret to his Dame 
It so befell, m Holy Time of Lent^ 

That oft a Day I to this Gossip went, 

(My Husband, thank my Stars, was out of Town) 

From House to House we rambled up and down, 280 
This Clerk, my self, and my good Neighbour ALt^ 

To see, be seen, to teii, and gather Tales, 

Visits to ev’ry Church we daily paid. 

And march’d in ev’ry holy Masquerade, 

The Stations duly, and the Vigils kept, 285 

Not iij,uch we fasted, but scarce ever slept 
At Sermons too I shone m Scarlet gay, 

The wasting Moth ne’er spoil’d my best Array , > 

The Cause was this, I wore it ev’ry Day J 
’Twas when fresh May her early Blossoms yields, 290 
This Clerk and I were walking in the Fields 

263-76 A straightforward version of Chaucer 525-42 

277-89 Chaucer 543-62 

278 After this line Chaucer has a 'redundant’ couplet [545 f ] naming 
March, April, and May, Pope reinstates May at I 290 below 

279 Chaucer 550 'thank my Stars* is Pope*s inadequate version of 
Chaucer 553 f 

283 f Pope translates Chaucer’s ‘visitations’ [555] by 'visits* and so 
points the contemporary satire 

285 Stations^ Pope Here used in the sense of a bi-weekly fast 

290-9 Chaucer 563-74 
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We grew so intimate, I can’t tell how, 

I pawn’d my Honour and mgag’d my Vow, 

If e’er I laid my Husband m his Um, 

That he, and only he, shou’d serve my Turn 295 

We strait struck Hands, the Bargam was agreed, 

I suU have shifts agamst a Time of Need 
The Mouse that always trusts to one poor Hole, 

Can never be a Mouse of any Soul 
I vow’d, I scarce cou’d sleep smce first I knew him, 300 
And durst be sworn he had Bewitch’d me to him 
If e’er I slept, I dream’d of him alone. 

And Dreams foretel, as Learned Men have shown 
All this I said, but Dreams, Sirs, I had none 
I followed but my crafty Crony’s Lore, 305 

Who bid me tell this Lye — ^and twenty more 
Thus Day by Day, and Month by Month we past, 

It pleas’d the Lord to take my Spouse at last* 

I tore my Gown, I soil’d my Locks with Dust, 

And beat my Breasts, as wretched Widows — ^must 310 

Before my Face my Handkerchief I spread, 

To hide ^e Flood of Tears I did not shed 
The good Man’s CofiSn to the Church was bom, 

Aroimd, the Neighbours, and my Clerk too, mourn 
But as he march’d, good Gods* he show’d a Pair 315 
Of Legs and Feet, so clean, so strong, so fair* 

Of twenty Wmters’ Age he seem’d to be, 

I (to say truth) was twenty more than he 
But vig’rous still, a hvely buxom Dame, 

And had a wond’rous Gift to quench a Flame 320 

A Conjurer once that deeply cou’d divine. 

Assur’d me. Mars m Taurus was my Sign 
As the Stars order’d, such my Life has been 
Alas, alas, that ever Love was Sm* 

Fair Venus gave me Fire and sprightiy Grace, 325 

And Mars Assurance, and a daimtless Face 
By Vertue of this pow’rful Constellauon, 

I follow’d always my own Inchnation 

299 S'om/] Intellectual or spiritual power 

300-6 Chaucer 575-84 

308- 28 Chaucer 587-623 

309- 12 Chaucer 588-92 

320 Chaucer 600-8 321 Pope 

324 Chaucer 614 verbatim 

325 f Chaucer 61 1 f and 619 

327! Chaucer 615 f 
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But to my Tale A Month scarce past away, 

With Dance and Song we kept the Nuptial Day 330 
All I possess’d I gave to his Command, 

My Goods and Chattels, Mony, House, and Land 
But oft repented, and repent it still. 

He prov’d a Rebel to my Sovereign Will 
Nay once by Heav’n he struck me on the Face 335 

Hear but the Fact, and judge your selves the Case 
Stubborn as any Lionness was I 
And knew full well to raise my Voice on high. 

As true a Rambler as I was before. 

And wou’d be so, m spight of all he swore 340 

He, against this, nght sagely wou’d advise. 

And old Examples set before my Eyes, 

Tell how the Roman Matrons led their Life, 

Of Gracchus* Mother, and Duikus* Wife, 

And close the Sermon, as beseem’d ins Wit, 345 

With some grave Sentence out of Holy Wnt 

Oft wou’d he say. Who builds his House on Sands, 

Pricks his blmd Horse across the Fallow Lands, 

Or lets his Wife abroad with Pilgrims roam. 

Deserves a Fool’s-Cap and long Ears at home 350 

All this avail’d not, for whoe’er he be 
That tells my Faults, I hate him mortally 
And so do Numbers more, Fli boldly say, 

Men, Women, Clergy, Regular and Lay 
My Spouse (who was, you know, to Learning bred) 355 
A certain Treatise oft at Evcmng read, 

Where divers Authors (whom the Dev’l confound 
For all their Lies) were m one Volume bound 
Valenusy whole, and of St Jerome^ Part, 

Chrystppus and Tertulhany Quid’s Art, 360 

Solomon's Proverbs, E!otsa*s Loves, 

And many more than sure the Church approves 
More Legends were there here, of wicked Wives, 

Than good, in all the Bible and Scmts*^Lvoes 

Who drew the Lton Vanquished} ’Twas a Man 365 

But cou’d we Women write as Scholars can. 

Men shou’d stand mark’d with far more Wickedness, 
329-36 Chaucer 627-36 
337-54 Chaucer 637-63 
347-50 Chaucer 655-8 
351 Chaucer 659 f 
355-76 Chaucer 669-712 
363 f Chaucer 686-91 
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Than all the Sons of Adam cou’d redress 

Love seldom haunts the Breast where Leammg hes. 

And Venus sets ere Mercury can nse 370 

Those play the Scholars who can’t play the Men, 

And use that Weapon which they have, their Pen, 

When old, and past the Rehsh of Dehght, 

Then down they sit, and m their Dotage write. 

That not one Woman keeps her Marriage Vow 375 

(This by the Way, but to my Purpose now ) 

It chanc’d my Husband on a Wmter’s Night 
Read in this Book, aloud, with strange Dehght, 

How the first Female (as the Scriptures show) 

Brought her own Spouse and all his Race to Woe, 380 
How Samson fell, and he whom Dejamre 
Wrapt m th’ envenom’d Shirt, and set on Fire 
How curst Eryphile her Lord betray’d. 

And the dire Ambush Clytemnestra laid 

But what most pleas’d him was the Cretan Dame, 385 

And Husband-Bull — Oh monstrous* fie, for Shame* 

He had by Heart the whole Detail of Woe 
Xanttppe made her good Man undergo. 

How oft she scolded in a Day, he knew. 

How many Pisspots on the Sage she threw, 390 

Who took It patiently, and wip’d his Head, 

Ram follows Thunder ^ that was all he said 
He read how Anus to his Friend complam’d 
A fatal Tree was growmg in his Land, 

On which three Wives successively had twin’d 395 

A shdmg Noose, and waver’d m the Wind 
Where grows this Plant (reply’d the Friend)%oh where ? 
For better Fruit did never Orchard bear 
Give me some Shp of this most bhssful Tree, 

And m my Garden planted shall it be* 400 

Then how two Wives their Lord’s Destruction prove. 
Thro’ Hatred one, and one thro’ too much Love, 

That for her Husband mix’d a Poys’nous Draught, 

And this for Lust an am’rous Philtre bought. 

The mmble Juice soon seiz’d his giddy Head, 405 

Frantic at Night, and m the Mommg dead 

How some with Swords their sleepmg Lords have slam, 

369 f Chaucer 697-705 
377-410 Chaucer 713-85 
385 f Chaucer 733~6 
407-10 Chaucer 765-85 
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And some have hammer’d Nails into their Brain^ 

And some have drench’d them with a deadly Pouon, 

Ail this he read^ and read with great Devotion 410 

Long time I heard, and swell’d, and blush’d, and 
frown’d, 

But when no End of these vile Tales I found. 

When still he read, and laugh’d, and read again, 

And half the Night was thus consum’d in vain , 

Provok’d to Vengeance, three large Leaves I tore, 415 
And with one Buffet fell’d lum on the Floor 
With that my Husband m a Fury rose, 

And down he settled me with hearty Blows 
I groan’d, and lay extended on my Side, 

Oh thou hast slain me for my Wealth (I cry’d) 420 

Yet I forgive thee — Take my last Embrace 
He wept, kmd Soul* and stoop’d to kiss my Face, 

I took him such a Box as turn’d him blue. 

Then sigh’d and cry’d. Adieu my Dear^ adieu f 
But after many a hearty Struggle past, 425 

I condescended to be pleas’d at last 
Soon as he said. My Mistress and my Wife, 

Do what you list the Term of all your Life 
I took to Heart the Merits of the Cause, 

And stood content to rule by whoisome Laws, 430 

Receiv’d the Rems of Absolute Command, 'j 
With all the Government of House and Land, > 

And Empire o’er his Tongue, and o’er his Hand J 
As for the Volume that revil’d the Dames, 

’Twas tom to Fragments, and condemn’d to Flames 435 
Now Heav’n on all my Husbands gone, bestow 
Pleasures above, for Tortures felt below 
That Rest they wish’d for, grant them in the Grave, 

And bless those Souls my Conduct help’d to save* 

411- 24 Chaucer 786-810 
41 1 Chaucer 486 f 

412- 14 Chaucer 788 f 
423 f Chaucer 808-10 
425-35 Chaucer 811-22 
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Rondeau 

[written 1710, published, Mist's Weekly 
Journal^ 1726] 

You know where you did despise 
(T’other day) my htde eyes. 

Little legs, and httle thighs. 

And some thmgs of httle size. 

You know where 5 

You, ’tis true, have fine black eyes. 

Taper legs, and temptmg thighs. 

Yet what more than all we prize 
Is a thmg of httle size. 

You know where 10 

A paraphrase of Voiture’s ‘Ou vous s^avez tromper bien finement* 


On the Statue of Cleopatra, made into 
a Fountain by Leo the Tenth 

TRANSLATED FROM THE LATIN OF 
COUNT CASTIGLIONE 

[written c 1710, published, P*SO, 1717] 

CLEOPATRA SPEAKS 

Whoe’re thou art whom this fair statue charms, 

These curhng aspicks, and these wounded arms, 

Who view’st these eyes for ever fixt m death. 

Think not unwilhng I resign’d my breath 

What, shou’d zQueerii so long the boast of fame, 5 

Have stoop’d to serve an haughty Roman dame ^ 

Shou’d I have hv’d, m Casar^s triumph bom. 

To grace his conquests and his pomp adorn > 

I, whom the blest Mgypttan climate bore 

To the soft joys of Nz/e’s dehghtful shore 10 

Whom prostrate Kmgs beheld unrival’d shine. 

And the wide East ador’d with ntes divme ^ 

Deny’d to reign, I stood resolv’d to die. 

Such charms has death when jom’d with hberty 

Title] Baldessare Castiglione (1478--IS29), Italian diplomat His Lthro 
del Cortegiano (1528) translated by Sir Thomas Hoby (1561) 
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Let future times of Cleopatra tell, 15 

Howe’re she liv’d none ever dy’d so well 
No chams I felt^ but went a glorious ghost. 

Free, and a Princess, to the Stygian coast 
Th’ eluded victor, envious of my fate. 

Vex’d with vain rage, and impotently great, 20 

To Jove" s high Capitol ignobly led 
The mournful image of a Prmcess dead 
Yet not content with tins to feast his eyes. 

Lest kinder time shou’d iude our miseries, 

Lest the last age our fortunes shou’d not know, 25 

This breathing stone immortaliz’d my woe 
This with the noblest force of sculpture grac’d. 

In Rome"s proud Forum young Octavius plac’d, 

And in the midst of that majestic band 

Of Gods and heroes, made a Woman stand, 30 

But m the rock my flowmg tears supprest, 

Those tears, which only cou’d have have eas’d my breast 
Not that I’d ask a single drop to mourn 
A fate so glorious, and so nobly born, 

(Not death it self from me cou’d force a tear, 35 

Or teach the soul of Cleopatra fear) 

But for my Antony — ^to whom these eyes 
Give all his rites, and all his obsequies^ 

To his dear ashes and his honour’d shade, 

My tears eternal tribute shou’d be paid 40 

My tears the want of off ’rings had supply ’d, 

But these, ev’n these, remorseless Rome deny’d ' 

But thou great Leo ' m whose golden days 
Revive the honours of Rome"s ancient praise, 

If Heav’n, to pity human woes inclin’d, ] 45 

Has sent thee down in mercy to mankind, I 

And boundless pow’r with boimdless virtue join’d,) 

If all the Gods entrust thee to bestow 

With bounteous hands their blessmgs here below. 

Let not a supphant Queen entreat m vain, 50 

The only wretch beneath thy happy reign* 

Sure just and modest this request appeals. 

Nor is It much to give me back my tears. 

Release my eyes, and let them freely flow, 

’Tis all the comfort fate has left me now* 55 

The haughty Niobe whose impious pride 

Scorn’d Heaven it self, and durst the Gods dende. 

Still, tho’ a rock, can thus reheve her woe, 
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And tears eternal from the marble flow 

No guilt of mine the rage of Heav’n cou’d move, 6o 

I knew no crime, if ’tis no crime to love 

Then as a lover give me leave to weep, 

Lull’d by these fountains the distress may sleep. 

And while the Dogstar burns the thirsty field. 

These to the birds refreshing streams may yield, 65 
The birds shall sport amidst the bending sprays, 

And fill the shade with never ceasing lays. 

New greens shall sprmg, new fiow’rs around me grow, 
And on each tree the golden apples glow. 

Here, where the fragrant Orange groves arise, 70 

Whose shimng scene with rich Hesperia vies 


Psalm XCI 

[written c 1710, published, PSO, 1717] 

He who beneath thy sheltering wmg resides. 

Whom thy hand leads, and whom thy glory guides 
To Heav’n familiar his bold vows shall send. 

And fearless say to God — Thou art my friend ^ 

’Tis Thou shalt save him from msidious wrongs, 5 
And the sharp arrows of censonous tongues 
When gath’rmg tempests swell the ragmg mam. 

When thunder roars, and lightnmg blasts the plain. 
Amidst the wrack of nature undismayed. 

Safe shall he lye, and hope beneath thy shade lo 

By day no perils shall the )ust affright. 

No dismal dreams or groaning ghosts by night 
His God shall guard him m the fighting field. 

And o’er his breast extend his savmg shield 
The whistlmg darts shall turn their points away, 15 
And fires aroimd him innocently play 
Thousands on ev’ry side shall yield ^eir breath. 

And twice ten thousand bite the ground in death, 

While he, serene m thought, shall calm survey 
The sinners fall, and bless the vengeful day* 20 

Heav’n is thy hope thy refuge fix’d above. 

No harms can reach thee, and no force shall move 
I see protectmg Myriads roimd thee fly. 

And all the bright Milma of the sky 
These m thy dangers timely aid shall brmg. 

Raise in their arms, and waft thee on their wing. 


25 
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These shall perform th’ almighty orders given, 

Direct each step, and smooth the path to Heaven 
Thou on the fiery Basilisk shalt tread. 

And fearless crush the swelling Aspick’s head, 30 

Rouze the huge Dragon, with a spurn, from rest. 

And fix thy foot upon the Lion’s crest 

Lo J, his God ' in all his toils am near 

I see him ever, and will ever hear 

When he the rage of sinners shall sustain, 35 

I share his griefs, and feel my self his pain 

When foes conspirmg rise against his rest. 

I’ll stretch my arm, and snatch him to my breast 
Him will I heap with honours, and with praise, 

And glutt with full satiety of days, 40 

Him with my glories crown, and when he dies. 

To him reveal my joys, and open all my skies 


Stanza’s From the fiench of Malherbe 

[written c 1710, published, PSO, 1717] 

At length, my soul^ thy fruitless hopes give o’er, 

Believe, behevc the treach’rous world no more 
Shallow, yet swift, the stream of fortune hows. 

Which some rude mind will always discompose, 

As children birds, so men their bliss pursue, 5 

Still out of reach, tho’ ever m their view 

In vam, for all that empty greatness brings, 

We lose our lives amidst the courts of kings, 

And suffer scorn, and bend the supple knee, 

The monarch dies — one moment’s turn destroys 10 
Long future prospects, and short present joys 
Oh unperformmg, false mortahty^ 

All is but dusty when once their breath is fled, 

The fierce, the pompous majesty lyes dead* 

The world no longer trembles at their pow’rl 15 

Ev’n m those tombs where their proud names survive, 
Where still m breathmg brass they seem to hve, 

Th’ impartial worms that very dust devour 

Title Malherbe] Fran90is de Malherbe (1555-1628), French poet 
This 18 a translation of his ‘Paraphrase du Psaume CXLV* (1627) 
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The lofty styles of happy, glorious great, 

The Lords of fortune. Arbiters of fate, 20 

And Gods of war, lye lost within the grave* 

Their mighty mimons then come tumbhng down. 

They lose their flatterers as they lose their crown. 

Forgot of ev’ry friend, and ev’ry slave* 


From BoettuSi de cons PJnlos 

O qut perpetua mundum ratione gubernas 
[written c 1710, published, PSO, 1717] 

O thou, whose all-creatmg hands sustam 

The raiant Heav’ns, and Earth, and ambient mam* 

Eternal Reason* whose presidmg soul 
Informs great nature and directs the whole * 

Who wert, e’re time his rapid race begun, 5 

And bad’st the years in long procession run 
Who fix’t thy self amidst the rowlmg frame, 

Gav’st all things to be chang’d, yet ever art the same* 

Oh teach the mind t’ aetherial heights to rise. 

And view familiar, in its native skies, 10 

The source of good, thy splendor to descry, 

And on thy self, undazled, fix her eye 
Oh qmcken this dull mass of mortal clay. 

Shine through the soul, and drive its clouds away* 

For thou art Light In thee the righteous find IS 

Calm rest, and soft seremty of mmd. 

Thee they regard alone, to thee they tend. 

At once our great origmal and end, ^ 

At once our means, our end, our gmde, our way. 

Our utmost bound, and our eternal stay* 20 

Title] A translation of De Consolattone Philosophic, lib 3, met rum, I, 
the work of a sixth-century Roman philosopher 


Hymn of St Franas Xavier 

[written c 1711, published 1791] 

Thou art my God, sole object of my love. 

Not for the hope of endless joys above. 

Title St Francis Xavier] Jesuit missionary (1506-52), whose labours 
in the East and sanctity of life procured him the title of ‘Apostle of the 
Indies* A translation of his ‘O Deus * ego amo te* 
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Not for the fear of endless pains below, 

Which they who love thee not must undergo 

For me, and such as me, thou deign’st to bear 5 

An Ignominious cross, the nails, the spear 
A thorny crown transpierced thy sacred brow, 

Willie bloody sweats from ev’ry member flow 

For me in tortures thou resign’d^st thy breath, 

Embrac’d me on the cross, and sav’d me by thy death 10 
And can these suff ’rmgs fail my heart to move ^ 

What but thyself can now deserve my love ^ 

Such as then was, and is, thy love to me, 

Such IS, and shall be still, my love to thee — 

To thee. Redeemer* mercy’s sacred spring* 15 

My God, my Father, Maker, and my King* 


Adaptations of the Emperor Hadnan 

[written 1712, published Lewis’s 
Miscellany, 1730] 

I ADRIANI MORIENTIS AD ANIMAM, OR, 

THE HEATHEN TO HIS DEPARTING SOUL 

Ah fleeting Spirit* wand’ring Fire, 

That long hast warm’d my tender Breast, 

Must thou no more this Frame inspire ? 

No more a pleasmg, chearful Guest ? 

Whither, ah whither art thou flying* 5 

To what dark, undiscover’d Shore ? 

Thou seem’st all trembling, shivr’ing, dying. 

And Wit and Humour are no more* 


II THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL, ODE 

Vital spark of heav’nly flame* 

Quit, oh quit this mortal frame 
Tremblmg, hopmg, Img’rmg, flymg, 

Oh the pam, the bhss of dymg* 

Title] Attributed to Hadnan by Aehus Spartianus m his De Vita 
Hadnanty § nev 
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Cease, fond Nature, cease thy strife. 

And let me languish into life 

Hark^ they whisper, Angels say. 

Sister Spirit, come away 
What IS this absorbs me quite ? 

Steals my senses, shuts my sight, 10 

Drowns my spirits, draws my breath^ 

Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death 

The world recedes, it disappears’ 

Heav’n opens on my eyes’ my ears 
With sounds seraphic rmg 15 

Lend, lend your wmgs’ I mount’ I fly’ 

O Grave’ where is thy Victory^ 

O Death’ where is thy Stmg^ 


Imitation of Tibullus (Lib i Eleg tv) 

Here stopt by hasty Death, Alexis hes. 

Who crost half Europe, led by Wortley’s eyes’ 

Found in a letter (10 November 1716) written to Lady Mary W 
Montagu when she was travelling across Europe to Constantinople 


Imitation of Martial^ Book lo, 23 

[written c 1716, published, PS'O, 1717] 

Jam numeral plaado fehx Antomus avo^ &c 

At length my Friend (while Time, with still career, 
Wafts on his gentle wmg his eightieth year) 

Sees his past days safe out of fortune’s pow’r. 

Nor dreads approachmg fate’s uncertam hour. 

Reviews his hfe, and in the strict survey 5 

Fmds not one moment he cou’d wish away, > 

Pleas’d with the series of each happy day J 
Such, such a man extends his life’s short space. 

And from the goal agam renews the race. 

For he hves twice, who can at once employ 
The present well, and ev’n the past enjoy 


10 
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Written over a Study, out of Maynard 

IN ENGLISH FOR SIR W TRUMBULL 
[written c 1716, published, PSOy 1717] 

Tir’d with vain hopes, and with complaints as vain. 

Of anxious love’s itemate joy and pam, 

Inconstant fortime’s favour and her hate. 

And unperforming friendships of the great, 

Here both contented and resign’d, I lye, 5 

Here learn to hve, nor wish, nor fear to die 

Title Maynard] Francois Maynard (1582-1646), French poet A 
translation of his ‘Las d’esperer, et de me plaindre 


The Prayer of Brutus 

[written 1717, published 1718] 

Goddess of Woods, tremendous m the chace. 

To Mountain- wohes and all the Savage race. 

Wide o’er th’ aerial Vault extends thy sway. 

And o’er th’ infernal Regions void of day. 

On thy third Reign look dozm^ disclose our Fate, 5 

In what new Nation shall we fix our Seat ? 

When shall we next thy hallow’d Altars raise. 

And Quires of Virgins celebrate thy praise ? 

A translation of Brutus’ prater made for Aaron Thompson’s transla- 
tion of Geoffrey of Monmouth’s British History y 1718, Diva potens 
nemomm, terrey silvestnbus apns ’ 



Pastorals 

WITH A DISCOURSE ON PASTORAL 

Written in the Year 1704 
[published, Tonson s Miscellanies^ 1709] 

Rura mihi rtgut placeant tn valhbus amnes^ 
Flwnina amem^fylvafque^ tnglorius ^ 

VIRG 


A Discourse on Pastoral Poetry^ 

There are not, I beheve, a greater number of any sort of verses 
than of those which are called Pastorals, nor a smaller, than of those 
which are truly so It therefore seems necessary to give some ac- 
count of this kind of Poem, and it is my design to comprize in this 
short paper the substance of those numerous dissertations the 
Criticks have made on the subject, without omittmg any of their 
rules in my own favour You will also find some points reconciled, 
about which they seem to differ, and a few remarks which I think 
have escaped their observation 

The origmal of Poetry is ascribed to that age which succeeded 
the creation of the world And as the keepmg of flocks seems to 
have been the first employment of mankmd, the most ancient sort 
of poetry was probably pastoral * ’Tis natural to imagme, that the 
leisure of those ancient shepherds admittmg and invitmg some 
diversion, none was so proper to that sohtary and sedentary hfe as 
smgmg, and that in their songs they took occasion to celebrate their 
own fehcity From hence a Poem was mvented, and afterwards 
improv’d to a perfect image of that happy time, which by giving us 
an esteem for the virtues of a former age, might recommend them 
to the present And since the life of shepherds was attended with 
more tranquilhty than any other rural employment, the Poets 
chose to introduce their Persons, from whom it receiv’d the name of 
Pastoral 

A Pastoral is an mutation of the action of a shepherd, or one 
considered under that character The form of this imitation is 

^ Written at sixteen years of age [P] 

^ pastoral] Fontenelle^s Disc on Pastorals [P] 

1 19 
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dramatiCj or narrative, or mix’d of both^, the fable simple, the 
manners not too polite nor too rustic The thoughts are plain, yet 
admit a little qmckness and passion, but that short and fliowmg The 
expression humble, yet as pure as the language will afford, neat, but 
not florid, easy, and yet hvely In short, the fable, manners, 
thoughts, and expressions, are full of the greatest simplicity in 
nature 

The complete character of this ’poem consists m simphcity,® 
brevity, and delicacy, the two first of which render an eclogue 
natural, and the last dehghtfui 

If we would copy Nature, it may be useful to take this Idea along 
with us, that pastoral is an image of what they call the Golden age 
So that we are not to describe our shepherds as shepherds at this 
day really are, but as they may be conceiv’d then to have been, 
when the best of men follow’d the employment To carry this 
resemblance yet farther, it would not be aimss to give these shep- 
herds some skull in astronomy, as far as it may be useful to that sort 
of life And an Air of piety to the Gods should shme thro’ the 
Poem, which so visibly appears m all the works of antiquity And 
It ought to preserve some rehsh of the old way of wntmg, the con- 
nections should be loose, the narrauons and descriptions short, ^ and 
the periods concise Yet it is not sufficient that the sentences only be 
brief, the whole Eclogue should be so too For we cannot suppose 
Poetry m those days to have been the business of men, but their 
recreation at vacant hours 

But with a respect to the present age, nothing more conduces to 
make these composures^ natural, than when some Knowledge in 
rural affairs is discover’d This may be made to appear rather done 
by chance than on design, and sometimes is best shewn by infer- 
ence, lest by too much study to seem natural, we destroy that easy 
simplicity from whence arises the delight For what is inviting in 
this sort of poetry proceeds not so much from the Idea of that 
business, as of the tranqmllity of a country life 
We must therefore use some illusion to render a Pastoral delight- 
ful, and this consists m exposmg the best side only of a shepherd’s 
hfe, and m concealmg its miseries ® Nor is it enough to introduce 
shepherds discoursmg together m a natural way, but a regard must 
be had to the subject, that it contam some particular beauty in itself, 

^ mix'd of both] Heinstus in Tkeocr [P] 

® simplicity] Rapin de Carm Past p 2 [P] 

® descriptions short] Rapin, Reflex sur VArt Poet d'Arist p 2 Refl 
xxvii [P] 

* composures] Compositions 
® discover'd] Pref to Virg Past in Dryd Virg [P] 

^ Its miseries'l Fontenelle's Disc of Pastorals [P] 
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and that it be different in every Eclogue Besides, m each of them a 
design’d scene or prospect is to be presented to otir view, which 
should hkewise have its variety ^ This Variety is obtain’d in a great 
degree by frequent comparisons, drawn from the most agreeable 
objects of the country, by mterrogations to thmgs inanimate, by 
beautiful digressions, but those short, sometimes by insisting a 
little on circumstances , and lastly by elegant turns on the words, 
which render the numbers extremely sweet and pleasmg As for the 
numbers themselves, tho’ they are properly of the heroic measure^ 
they should be the smoothest, the most easy and fiowmg imaginable 
It IS by rules hke these that we ought to j-udge of Pastoral And 
since the mstructions given for any art are to be dehver’d as that art 
IS m perfection, they must of necessity be deriv’d from those in 
whom it is acknowledg’d so to be ’Tis therefore from the practice 
of Theocritus and Virgily (the only imdisputed authors of Pastoral) 
that the Criticks have drawn the foregomg notions concernmg it 
Theocritus excells all others m nature and simplicity The sub- 
jects of his Idyllta are purely pastoral, but he is not so exact in his 
persons, havmg mtroduced Reapers® and fishermen as well as 
shepherds He is apt to be too long m his descriptions, of which that 
of the Cup m the first pastoral is a remaikable mstance In the 
manners he seems a httle defective, for his swams are sometimes 
abusive and immodest, and perhaps too much mchmng to rusticity, 
for instance, m his fourth and fifth Idylha But ’tis enough that all 
others leam’d their excellencies from him, and that his Dialect 
alone has a secret charm m it which no other could ever attain 
Virgil who copies TheocntuSi refines upon his original and in all 
points where Judgment is prmcipally concerned, he is much 
supenor to his master Tho’ some of his subjects are not pastoral in 
themselves, but only seem to be such, they have a wonderful 
variety m them which the Greek was a stranger to ® He exceeds him 
in regularity and brevity, and falls short of him in nothing but 
simplicity and propriety of style, the first of which perhaps was the 
fault of his age, and the last of his language 
Among the modems, their success has been greatest who have 
most endeavour’d to make these ancients their pattern The most 
considerable Gemus appears m the famous Tasso^ and our Spenser 
Tasso m his Aminta has as far excell’d all the Pastoral writers, as m 
his Gierusalemme he has outdone the Epic Poets Of his country But 
as this piece seems to have been the origmal of a new sort of poem, 

^ Its variety^ See the forementtoned Preface [P] 

^Reapers'] SEPISTAI Idyl x and AAIEIS Idyl Xxi [P] 

® a stranger to } Raptn Refl on Artst part ii r^ xxvii — Pfef to the Eel 
in DryderCs Virg [P] 
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the Pastoral Comedy, m Jtaly^ it cannot so well be consider’d as a 
copy of the ancients Spenser^s Calender in Mr Drydeti^s opimon, is 
the most complete work of this kind which any Nation has produc’d 
ever smce the time of Vtrgti ^ Not but that he may be thought 
imperfect in some few pomts His Eclogues are somewhat too long, 
if we compare them with the ancients He is sometimes too allegori- 
cal, and treats of matters of rehgion in a pastoral style as Mantuan^ 
had done before him He has employ’d the Lyric measure, which is 
contrary to the practice of the old Poets His Stanza is not still the 
same, nor always well chosen This last may be the reason his 
expression is sometimes not concise enough for the Tetrasuc has 
obhg’d him to extend his sense to the length of four hues, which 
would have been more closely confin’d in the Couplet 

In the manners, thoughts, and characters, he comes near to 
Theocritus himself, tho’ notwithstanding all the care he has taken, 
he IS certainly inferior m his Dialect For the Done had its beauty 
and propriety m the time of Theoentus^, it was used m part of 
Greece^ and frequent m the mouths of many of the greatest persons, 
whereas the old English and country phrases of Spenser were either 
entirely obsolete, or spoken only by people of the lowest condition 
As there is a difference between simplicity and rusticity, so the 
expression of simple thoughts should be plain, but not clowmsh 
The addition he has made of a Calendar to his Eclogues is very 
beautiful since by this, besides the general moral of innocence and 
simplicity, which is common to other authors of pastoral, he has one 
peculiar to himself, he compares human Life to the several Seasons, 
and at once exposes to his readers a view of the great and little 
worlds, in their various changes and aspects Yet the scrupulous 
division of his Pastorals into Months, has oblig’d him either to 
repeat the sam^ description, m other words, for three months to- 
gether, or when it was exhausted before, entirely to omit it whence 
It comes to pass that some of his Eclogues (as the sixth, eighth, and 
tenth for example) have nothmg but their Titles to distinguish 
them The reason is evident, because the year has not that variety in 
It to furnish every month with a particular description, as it may 
every season 

Of the foUowmg Eclogues I shall only say, that these four 
comprehend all the subjects which the Critics upon Theocritus and 
Vtrgil will allow to be fit for pastoral That they have as much 
variety of description, m respect of the several seasons, as Spensef^ 
That m order to add to this variety, the several times of the day are 

^ VtrgtlJ Dedication to Vtrg Eel [P] 

^Mantuan] Baptista Mantuanus (1448-1516), the *Chnstian Virgil’, 
whose Latin eclogues enjoyed great popularity during the Renaissance 
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observ’d, the rural employments m each season or time of day, and 
the rural scenes or places proper to such employments, not without 
some regard to the several ages of man, and the different passions 
proper to each age 

But after all, if they have any merit, it is to be attributed to some 
good old Authors, whose works as I had leisure to study, so I hope 
I have not wanted care to imitate 


spring The First Pastoral, or Damon 

TO SIR WILLIAM TRUMBULL 

First m these Fields I try the Sylvan Strams, 

Nor blush to sport on Windsor^^ bhssful Plains 

These Pastorals were written at the age of sixteen, and then past thro* 
the hands of Mr Walsh, Mr Wycherley, G Granmlle, afterwards Lord 
Lansdovm, Sir William Trumhal, Dr Garth, Lord Halifax, Lord Somers, 
Mr Matnwanng, and others All these gave our Author the greatest 
encouragement, and particularly Mr Walsh, (whom Mr Dryden, m his 
Postscript to Virgil, calls the best critic of his age ) ‘The Author (says he) 
seems to have a particular genius for this kind of Poetry, and a judgment 
that much exceeds his years He has taken very freely from the Ancients 
But what he has mixed of his own with theirs is no way inferior to what 
he has taken from them It is not flattery at all to say that Virgil had 
written nothing so good at his Age His Preface is very judicious and 
learned * Letter to Mr Wycherley, Ap 1705 The Lord Lansdown about 
the same time, mentioning the youth of our Poet, says (m a printed Letter 
of the Character of Mr Wycherley) ‘that if he goes on as he has begun 
in the Pastoral way, as Virgil first tried his strength, we may hope to see 
English Poetry vie with the Roman,’ etc Notwithstanding the early time 
of their production, the Author esteem’d these as the n\>st correct in the 
versification, and musical in the numbers, of all his works The reason for 
his labouring them into so much softness, was, doubtless, that this sort of 
poetry derives almost its whole beauty from a natural ease of thought and 
smoothness of verse, whereas that of most other kinds consists in the 
Strength and fulness of both In a Letter of his to Mr Walsh about this 
time, we find an enumeration of several Niceties in Versification, which 
perhaps have never been strictly observ’d in any English poem, except m 
these Pastorals They were not printed till 1709 [P] 

Sir William Trurnball Our Author’s friendship with this gentleman 
commenced at very unequal years, he was under sixteen, but Sir William 
above sixty, and had lately resign’d his employment of Secretary of State 
to King William [P] 

I Prtma Syracosio dignata est ludere versu, 

Nostra nec eruhmt sylvas habttare Thalia 

This IS the general Exordium and opening of the Pastorals, in imitation 
of the 6th of Virgil, which some have therefore not improbably thought 
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Fair Thames flow gently from thy sacred Spring, 

While on thy Banks Stcilian Muses sing, 

Let Vernal Airs thro’ trembhng Osiers play, 5 

And Albionh Cliffs resound the Rural Lay 
You^ that too Wise for Pride, too Good for Pow’r, 
Enjoy the Glory to be Great no more. 

And carrying with you all the World can boast, 

To all the World Illustriously are lost^ 10 

O let my Muse her slender Reed inspire, 

’Till m your Native Shades You tune the Lyre 
So when the Nightingale to Rest removes. 

The Thrush may chant to the forsaken Groves, 

But, charm’d to Silence, listens while She smgs, 15 
And all th’ Aerial Audience clap their Wings 
Soon as the Flocks shook off the nightly Dews, 

Two Swams, whom Love kept wakeful, and the Muse, 
Pour’d o’er the whitemng V^e their fleecy Care, 

Fresh as the Mom, and as the Season fair 20 

The Dawn now blushmg on the Mountam’s Side, 

Thus Daphnis spoke, and Strephon thus reply’d 


to have been the first originally In the beginnings of the other three 
Pastorals, he imitates expressly those which now stand first of the three 
chief Poets in this kmd, Spenser, Vtfgtl, Theocritus, 

A Shepherd* s Boy {he seeks no better name ) — 

Beneath the shade a spreading Beech displays , — 

Thyrsis, the Music of that murmWtng Spring , — 

are manifestly imitations of 

A Shepherd* s Boy {no better do him call ) — 

Tttyre, tu patulce recubans sub tegmine fagi — 

Tt TO xpL$vp(,afia Kat a ttItvs aiiroXe, rrfva — [P] 

Cf respectively Spenser, January e, 1, Virgil, Eel l i, Theoentus, 
Itfyll I, I 

4 Stcilian Muses] The pastoral Muses, so called because, Theoentus 
the first writer of pastoral, was Sialian 

11 inspire] Breathe mto 

12 tn your Native Shades] Sir W Trumbal <i639--i7i6> was bom in 
IPmdior-Forest, to which he retreated after he had resign’d the post of 
Secretary of State to Kmg William III [P] 

17 fif The Scene of this Pastoral a Valfy, the Time the Mommg It 
stood originally thus, <Pope here quotes the lyog^-iy vanant > 

19 whitening happily describes a progressive effect 
21 Mountaifil Often applied at this time to elevations of moderate 
altitude 

a8 Purple] Here used in the Latin sense of the most vivid colouring 
m general, not of a peculiar tint 
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DAPHNIS 

Hear how the Birds, on ev’ry bloomy Spray, 

With joyous Musick wake the dawnmg Day* 

Why sit we mute, when early Linnets sing, 25 

When warbhng Philomel salutes the Spring > 

Why sit we sad, when Phosphor shmes so clear. 

And lavish Nature pamts the Purple Year 

STREPHON 

Smg then, and Damon shall attend the Stram, 

While yon slow Oxen turn the furrow’d Plain 30 

Here the bright Crocus and blue Vi’let glow. 

Here Western Wmds on breathmg Roses blow 
I’ll stake yon’ Lamb that near the Fountain plays. 

And from the Brink his dancmg Shade surveys 

DAPHNIS 

And I this Bowl, where wanton Ivy twmes, 35 

And swellmg Qusters bend the curling Vmes 
Four Figures rismg from the Work appear. 

The various Seasons of the rowlmg Year, 

And what is That, which bmds the Radiant Sky, 

Where twelve fair Signs m beauteous Order lye 40 

DAMON 

Then sing by turns, by turns the Muses sing. 

Now Hawthorns blossom, now the Daisies sprmg. 

Now Lea\es the Trees, and Flow’rs adorn the Ground, 
Begin, the Vales shall ev’ry Note rebound 

32 breathing] Emitting fragrance Cf Messiah^ 24 (p 190), Rape of the 
Lock, I 134 (p 222) 

34 The first reading was, And his own Image from the hank surveys [P] 

35 f Lenta quibus tomofaah superaddita vitts, 

Diffuses edera vestit pallente corymbos 

Virg <JEcl III 38-9) [P] 

36 And clusters lurk beneath the curling vines [P] 

37 rising] The word refers to the figures carved in relief on the bowl 

38 The various Seasons] The Subject of these Pastorals engraven on 
the bowl is not without its propriety The Shepherd’s hesitation at the 
name of the Zodiac, mutates that m Virgil <fEcl in 40-1 >, 

Pt quisfuit alter ^ 

Descnpsit radio totum qm gentibus orhem [P] 

41 Then sing by turns ] Literally from Virgil (JBcl in 59, 56-7>, 
Alternis dicetis, amant alterna Camoence 
Et nunc omnis ager, mmc omms partunt arbos, 

Nunc frondent sylva, nunc formosisstmus annus [P] 
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Inspire me Phoebus^ m my Dehd% Praise^ 45 

With Waller's Strams, or Granville's moving Lays^ 

A Milk-white Bull shall at your Altars stand. 

That threats a Fight, and spurns the rising Sand 

DAPHNIS 

O Love* for Sylvia let me gam the Pnze, 

And make my Tongue victorious as her Eyes, 50 

No Lambs or Sheep for Victims I’ll impart, 

Thy Vicum, Love, shall be the Shepherd’s Heart 

STREPHON 

Me gentle Delia beckons from the Plam, 

Then hid m Shades, eludes her eager Swam, 

But feigns a Laugh, to see me search around, 55 

And by that Laugh the willmg Fair is found 

DAPHNIS 

The sprightly Sylvia mps along the Green, 

She nms, but hopes she does not run unseen. 

While a kmd Glance at her Pursuer flies, 

How much at variance are her Feet and Eyes * 60 

STREPHON 

O’er Golden Sands let nch Pactolus flow. 

And Trees weep Amber on the Banks of Po, 

Blest Thames's Shores the brightest Beauties yield. 

Feed here my Lambs, I’ll seek no distant Field 

46 Granvilhv-'l George Granmlle, aftemards Lord Lansdown^ known 
for his Poems, most of which he compos’d very young, and propos’d 

as his model [P] 

47 A Milk-white Bull] Virg <JBcl iii 86-7> 

Pasctte taurunif 

Qm cornu petat^ pedthus jam spargat arenam [P] 

58 She runsy but hopes\ Imitation of Virgil <Ecl in 64-5>, 

Malo me Galatea petti, lasctva puella, 

Etfugit ad sahces, sed se cupit ante vidert [P] 

61 It stood thus at first, 

Let nch Iberia golden fleeces boast, 

Her purple wool the proud Assyrian coast. 

Blest Thames’s shores, &c [P] 

Pactolus} A river in Lydia, in Asia Minor, famous for the gold dust once 
carried in its waters 

6a In Ovid, Met , u, Phaethon, having been hurled down from the skv, 
fell on to the banks of the Po (Eridanus), his sisters, the Hehades, were 
transformed into poplars weeping tears of amber (11 364-5) 
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DAPHNIS 

Celestial Venus haunts ldalid% Groves, 65 

Diana Cynthus^ Ceres Hyhla loves. 

If Wtndsor-Shzd^s delight the matchless Maid, 

Cynthus and Hybla yield to ITzndsor-Shade 

STREPHON 

All Nature mourns, the Skies relent m Show’rs, 
Hush’d are the Birds, and clos’d the drooping Flow’rs, 

If Delta smile, the Flow’rs begm to sprmg, 71 

The Skies to brighten, and the Birds to sing 

DAPHNIS 

All Nature laughs, the Groves are fresh and fair, 

The Sun’s mild Lustre warms the vital Air, 

If Sylvia smiles, new Glories gild the Shore, 75 

And vanquish’d Nature seems to charm no more 

STREPHON 

In Sprmg the Fields, in Autumn Hills I love. 

At Mom the Flams, at Noon the shady Grove, 

But Delta alwavs, absent from her Sight, 

Nor Flams at Morn, nor Groves at Noon dehght 80 

DAPHNIS 

Sylvtds like Autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 

More bright than Noon, yet fresh as early Day, 

Ev’n Sprmg displeases, when she shmes not here. 

But blest with her, ’tis Sprmg throughout the Year 

6'; Celestial Venus] Aphrodite Urania, the ‘heavenly’ Aphrodite, to 
distinguish her from Aphrodite Fandemos, the common, or sensual, 
Aphrodite 

Idaho] A town in Cyprus consecrated to Aphrodite 
66 Cynthus] Diana was said to have been born on Mt Cynthus, in 
Delos 

Hyhla] A mountain m Sicily, famous for its thyme and honey 
69 All nature mourns ] Virg <vii 57, S9> 

Aret ager, viUo mortem sitit airts herha, &c 
Phylhdts adventu nostra nemus omne virebtt — [P] 
relent] To ‘assume a liquid form, to dissolve into water’ (OED) 

69 ff These verses were thus at first. 

All nature mourns , the birds their songs deny. 

Nor wasted brooks the thirsty flowWs supply. 

If Delia smile^ the floidrs begin to spring. 

The brooks to murmur, and the birds to sing [F] 
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Say, Daphmsy say, m what glad Soil appears 85 

A wondrous Tree that Sacred Monarchs bears ^ 

Tell me but this, and I’ll disclaim the Prize, 

And give the Conquest to thy Sylvia^s Eyes 

DAPHNIS 

Nay tell me first, in what more happy Fields 
The Thistle springs, to which the Lilly yields ^ 90 

And then a nobler Prize I will resign. 

For Sylvia^ charmmg Sylvia shall be thme 

DAMON 

Cease to contend, for {Daphnis) I decree 
The Bowl to Strephon, and the Lamb to thee 
Blest Swams, whose Nymphs in ev’ry Grace exceil, 95 
Blest Nymphs, whose Swains those Graces smg so welF 
Now nse, and haste to yonder Woodbine Bow’rs, 

A soft Retreat from sudden vernal Show’rs, 

The Turf with rural Damties shall be Crown’d, 

While opening Blooms diffuse their Sweets around 100 
For see’ the gath’rmg Flocks to Shelter tend, 

And from the Pleiads fruitful Show’rs descend 

86 A zvondrotis Tree that Sac}ed Momjchs hears] An allusion to the 
Royal Oak, in which Charles the second had been hid from the pursuit 
after the battle of H orcester [P] 

90 The Thistle springs^ to which the Lilly yields] alludes to the Device 
of the Scots Monarchs the Thistle worn bv Queen Anne^ and to the 
Arms of France, the Fleur de Lys 1 he two Riddles are m imitation of 
those m Vitg Lcl 3 <io6-7> 

Die quihus in terns mscripti nomina Regum 
Nascantur Flores, PhylUda solus hahebts [P] 

99 Was originally, 

The turf with country damties shall be spread, 

And trees with twining branches shade yom head [P] 

102 from the Pleiads] The Pleiades were the mythical daughters of 
Atlas Because of their sorrow at the burden imposed on their father the\ 
were changed into a small group of stars m the constellation Taurus and 
rose with the sun in April They were associated with the \ ernal equinox 
and the westerly rams of spring 
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Summer The Second Pastoral^ or Alexis 

TO DR GARTH 

A Shepherd’s Boy (he seeks no better Name) 

Let forth his Flocks along the silver Thames 
Where dancing Sun-beams on the Waters play’d. 

And verdant Alders form’d a quiv’rmg Shade 

Soft as he mourn’d, the Streams forgot to flow, 5 

The Flocks around a dumb Compassion show. 

The Natads wept m ev’ry Watry Bow’r, 

And Jove consented m a sdent Show’r 
Accept, O Garths the Muse’s early Lays, 

That adds this Wreath of Ivy to thy Bays, 10 

Hear what from Love unpractis’d Hearts endure. 

From Love, the sole Disease thou canst not cure^ 

Ye shady Beeches, and ye cooling Streams, 

Defence from Phcebus\ not from Cuptd^s Beams, 

To you I mourn, nor to the Deaf I smg, 15 

The Woods shall answer, and their Echo ring 
The Hills and Rocks attend my doleful Lay, 

Why art thou prouder and more hard than they > 

The bleatmg Sheep with my Complaints agree. 

They parch’d with Heat, and I inflam’d by thee 20 
The sultry Sinus bums the thirsty Plains, 

While in thy Heart Eternal Winter reigns 
Where stray ye Muses, in what Lawn or Grove, 

Ver I, 2, 3, 4 were thus printed in the first edition, <Pope here cites 
the xyog-^iy variant > 

3 The Scene of this Pastoral by the River’s side, suit;^ble to the heat 
of the season , the Time, Noon [P] 

8 And Jove consented] Virg <&/ vii 6o> 

Jupiter Sf Iceto descendet plurimus trribn [P] 

9 Dr Samuel Garths Author of the Dispensary ^ was one of the first 
friends of the author, whose acquaintance with him began at fourteen or 
fifteen Their friendship continu’d from the year 1703, to 171S, which was 
that of his death [P] 

10 Ivy to thy Bays'\ For discussion of this image, see Ess on Cnt , 
7o6« (p 167) 

15 nor to the Deaf I sing] Non cammus surdis, respondent omnia sylvce 
Virg <Ecl X 8> [P] 

16 The woods shall answer^ and their Echo ring, is a line out of Spenser'' s 
Epithalamion [P] 

21 The Dog-star was regarded as the source of the sultry heat of 
summer and of the maladies which prevailed at that time 

23 Where stray ye Muses, &c ] 

Qua nemora, out qui vos saltus habuere, puella 
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While your Alexis pines m hopeless Love '> 

In those fair Fields where Sacred Isis ghdes;, 25 

Or else where Cam his winding Vales divides > 

As in the Crystal Spring I view my Face, 

Fresh rismg Blushes paint the watry Glass, 

But since tliose Graces please thy Eyes no more, 

I shim the Fountams which I sought before 30 

Once I was skill’d m ev’ry Herb that grew, 

And ev’ry Plant that drinks the Morning Dew, 

Ah wretched Shepherd, what avails thy Art, 

To cure thy Lambs, but not to heal thy Heart ^ 

Let odier Swains attend the Rural Care, 35 

Feed fairer Flocks, or richer Fleeces share. 

But mgh yon’ Mountam let me tune my Lays, 

Embrace my Love, and bind my Brows with Bays 
That Flute is mine which Co/m’s timeful Breath 
Inspir’d when hving, and bequeath’d m Death, 40 
He said, Alexis^ take this Pipe, the same 
That taught the Groves my Rosalinda's Name — 

But now the Reeds shall hang on yonder Tree, 

For ever silent, since despis’d by titiee 
O were I made by some transformmg Pow’r, 45 

The Captive Bird that sings withm thy Bow’r^ 


Naiades f mdiqno cum Gallus amore peril et^ 

Nam nequc Pamassi vobis juga, nam neque Pindt 
Vila moiam fecercy neque Aoma Aganippe 

Virg <JScl X 9~X2> out of Theoc (.Idyll i 65-7 > [PJ 
25 Aw] Name given to the Thames about Oxford 

27 Oft in the crystal spring I cast a view^ 

And equal* d Hylas, if the glass be true 
But since those graces meet my eyes no more, 

I shun, &c 

Vtrgil (JEcl II 25-7) again from the Cyclops (.Idyll xi> of Theocritus, 

nuper me in littore mdt 

Cum placidum ventts staret mare, non ego Daphnim, 

Judice te, metuam, st nunquam falht imago [P] 

39 Cohn] The name taken by Spenser in his Eclogues, where his 
mistress is celebrated under that of Rosalinda [P] 

Note that Pope claims here to be the successor of Spenser Alexis 
suggests Pope’s Christian name, Alexander 

40 Vtrg Eel 2 <36-8> 

Est mdu dtspartbus septem compacta cicutts 
Fistula, Damoetas dono miht quam dedit ohm 
Et dioctt monens, Te nunc habet ista secundum [P] 
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Then might my Voice thy list’nmg Ears employ. 

And I those Kisses he receives, enjoy 
And >et my Numbers please the rural Throng, 

Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the Song 50 
The Nymphs forsaking ev’ry Cave and Spring, 

Their early Fruit, and milk-white Turtles brmg, 

Each am’rous Nymph prefers her Gifts m vain, 

On you their Gifts are all bestowM again ^ 

For you the Swains the fairest Flow’rs design, 55 

And in one Garland all their Beauties join. 

Accept the Wreath which You deserve alone, 

In whom all Beauties are compriz’d in One 
See what Dehghts in Sylvan Scenes appear * 
Descendmg Gods have found Elysium here 60 

In Woods bright Venvis with Adonis stray’d. 

And chast Diana haunts the Forest Shade 
Come lovely Nymph, and bless the silent Hours, 

When Swams from Sheermg seek their nightly Bow’rs, 
When weary Reapers quit the sultry Field, 65 

And crown’d with Com, their Thanks to Ceres yield 
This harmless Grove no lurking Viper hides. 

But in my Breast the Serpent Love abides 
Here Bees from Blossoms sip the rosie Dew, 

But your Alexis knows no Sweets but you 70 

Oh deign to visit our forsaken Seats, 

The mossie Fountams, and the Green Retreats’ 
Where-e’er you walk, cool Gales shall fan the Glade, 
Trees, where you sit, shall crowd into a Shade, 
Where-e’er you tread, the blushing Flow’rs shall rise, 75 
And all things flourish where you turn your Eyes 
Oh’ how I long with you to pass my Days, 

Invoke the Muses, and resound your Praise, 

Your Praise the Birds shall chant in ev’ry Grove, 


60 Descending Gods kaje found Elysium here] Habitarunt Di 

quoque sylvas — ^Virg ^Ecl ii 6o'> 

Etformosus oves ad flimuna pavit Adonis Idem <x i8> [P] 

79 ff Your praise the tuneful hii ds to heav*n shall bearj 

And lisfmng wolves grow milder as they heat 

So the verses were originally written But the author, young as he was, 
soon found the absurdity which Spenser himself overlooked, of introduc- 
ing Wolves into England [P] 

But see Spenser*s September ^ 151-3 

Wolves are said to ha\e disappeared from England in the reign of 
Henry VII 

P AP— F 
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And Winds shall waft it to the Powers above 80 

But wou’d you smg^ and rival Orpheus' Strain, 

The wondrmg Forests soon shou’d dance again, 

The moving Mountains hear the pow’rful Call, 

And headlong Streams hang hst’nmg m their Fall ^ 

But see, the Shepherds shun the Noon-day Heat, 85 
The lowing Herds to murm’rmg Brooks retreat, 

To closer Shades the panting Flocks remove. 

Ye Gods * and is there no Rehef for Love ^ 

But soon the Sun with milder Rays descends 

To the cool Ocean, where his Journey ends, 90 

On me Love's fiercer Flames for ever prey. 

By Night he scorches, as he bums by Day 

So And Winds shall waft] Partem aliquaniy venti^ dwum referatis ad 
atires ' Virg (,Ecl ill 73) [P] 

88 Me tamen unt amor, quis envm modm adsit amoti^ Id <Virgil, 
Ed II 68> [P] 

91 Me love inflames, nor will his fires allay [P] 


Autumn The Third Pastoral, 
or Hylas and Mgon 

TO MR WYCHERLEY 

Beneath the Shade a spreading Beech displays, 

Hylas and Mgon sung their Rural Lays, 

This mourn’d a faithless, that an absent Love, 

And Delia’s Name and Dons fill’d the Grove 
Ye Mantuan Nymphs, your sacred Succour bring, 5 

Hylas and Mgon’s Rural Lays I smg 
Thou, whom the Nme with Plautus’ Wit inspire. 

The Art of Terence^ and Menander’s Fire, 

Whose Sense instmcts us, and whose Humour charms. 
Whose Judgment sways us, and whose Spirit warms ^ 10 

This Pastoral consists of two parts, like the 8th of Virgil The Scene, 
a Hill, the Time, at Sun-set [P] 

7 Thou, whom the Nme,] Mr Wycherley, a famous Author of Comedies , 
of which the most celebrated were the Plain-Dealer and Country-Wife 
He was a writer of infinite spirit, satire, and wit The only objection made 
to him was that he had too much However he was followed in the same 
way by Mr Congreve, tho’ with a httle more correctness [P] 
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Oh, skill’d in Nature * see the Hearts of Swains, 

Their artless Passions, and their tender Pams 
Now settmg Phoebus shone serenely bright. 

And fleecy Clouds were streak’d with Purple Light, 

When tuneful Hylas with melodious Moan 15 

Taught Rocks to weep, and made the Mountains groan 
Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away* 

To Delta* s Ear the tender Notes convey* 

As some sad Turtle his lost Love deplores. 

And with deep Murmurs fills the soundmg Shores, 20 
Thus, far from Deha^ to the Winds I mourn. 

Alike unheard, unpity’d, and forlorn 

Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs along* 

For her, the feather’d Quires neglect their Song, 

For her, the L3mies their pleasmg Shades deny, 25 

For her, the LiUies hang their heads and dye 
Ye Flow’rs that droop, forsaken by the Spnng, 

Ye Birds, that left by Summer, cease to smg. 

Ye Trees that fade when Autumn-Heats remove. 

Say, is not Absence Death to those who love '> 30 

Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away* 

Curs’d be the Fields that cause my Deltas, Stay 
Fade ev’ry Blossom, wither ev’ry Tree, 

Dye ev’ry Flow’r, and pensh. All but She 

Wliat have I said ? — ^where-e’er my Delia flies, 35 

Let Sprmg attend, and sudden Flow’rs arise. 

Let openmg Roses knotted Oaks adorn. 

And hqmd Amber drop from ev’ry Thorn 
Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs along* 

The Birds shall cease to tune their Ev’nmg Song, 40 
The Wmds to breathe, the wavmg Woods to move. 

And Streams to murmur, e’er I cease to love 
Not bubhng Fountains to the thirsty Swam, 

Not balmy Sleep to Lab’rers faint with Pam, 

Not Show’rs to Larks, or Sunshme to the Bee, 45 

II skill* d in Nature} I e Wycherley knew human nature, hence the 
interest he could take in the passions and pains of Pope’s shepherds 

37 Aurea durce 

Malaferant quercus, narcisso fioreat alnus, 

Pinguia cortiabus sudent electra myncce 

Virg Eel 8 < 52 - 4 > [P] 

43 ff Quale sopor fessts in gramme, quale per esstum 

Dtdcts aqua sahente sitim resttnguere nvo 

<Virgil> Ed 5 <46--7> [P] 


44 Pam} Labour, toil 
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Are half so charming as thy Sight to me 
Go gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away* 

Come, Deha^ come, ah why this long Delays 
Thro’ Rocks and Caves the Name of Delia sounds, 

Delias each Cave and ecchomg Rock rebounds 50 

Ye Pow’rs, what pleasing Frensie sooths my Mind* 

Do Lovers dream, or is my Delia kmd 

She comes, my Delta comes* — ^Now cease my Lay, 

And cease ye Gales to bear my Sighs away* 

Next ^gon sung, while Windsor Groves admir’d , 55 

Rehearse, ye Muses, what your selves inspir’d 
Resound ye Hills, resound my mournful Strain * 

Of perjur’d DoriSs dymg I complain 

Here where the Mountains less’nmg as they rise, 

Lose the low Vales, and steal into the Skies 60 

While lab’rmg Oxen, spent with Toil and Heat, 

In their loose Traces from the Field retreat, 

While curlmg Smokes from Village-Tops are seen. 

And the fleet Shades ghde o’er the dusky Green 
Resound ye Hills, resound my mournful Lay* 65 

Beneath yon Poplar oft we past the Day 
Oft on the Rmd I carv’d her Am’rous Vows, 

While She with Garlands hung the bendmg Boughs 
The Garlands fade, the Vows are worn away, 

So dies her Love, and so my Hopes decay 70 

Resound ye Hdls, resound my mournful Strain * 

Now bright Arcturus glads the teemmg Gram, 

Now Golden Fruits on loaded Branches shine. 

And grateful Clusters swell with floods of Wine, 

Now blMshmg Berries paint the yellow Grove, 75 

Just Gods! shall all thmgs yield Returns but Love ? 

Resound ye Hills, resound my mournful Lay* 

The Shepherds cry, ‘Thy Flocks are left a Prey—’ 

Ah* what avails it me, the Flocks to keep, 

Who lost my Heart while I preserv’d my Sheep 80 

52 An qui ainant^ ipn sibi scmima fingunt^ Eel 8 <io8> [P] 

64 And the fleet shades fly gliding o'er the green [P] 

72 According to the ancients, the weather was stormy for a few days 
when Arcturus rose with the sun, which took place in September, and 
Pope apparently means that ram at this crisis was beneficial to the stand- 
ing com 

74 grateful Clusters'} Grapes were successfully cultivated m England 
Pope planted a vineyard m his garden at Twickenham, and Sir William 
Temple m his essay Of Gardening had described his own success with 
various kinds of grapes 
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Pan came, and ask’d, what Magick caus’d my Smart, 

Or what III Eyes malignant Glances dart 
What Eyes but hers, alas, have Pow’r to move ’ 

And IS there Magick but what dwells in Love ^ 

Resound ye Hills, resound my mournful Strains’ 85 
I’ll fly from Shepherds, Flocks, and flow’ry Plains — 

From Shepherds, Flocks, and Plains, I may remove. 
Forsake Mankind, and all the World — but Love ’ 

I know thee Love’ on foreign Mountains bred. 

Wolves gave thee suck, and savage Tygers fed 90 

Thou wert from Mtnd^s burmng Entrails tom. 

Got by fierce Whirlwmds, and in Thimder bom’ 

Resound ye Hills, resound my mournful Lay’ 

Farewell ve Woods’ adieu the Light of Day’ 

One Leap from yonder Cliff shall end my Pams 95 

No more ye Hills, no more resound my Strains ’ 

Thus sung the Shepherds till th’ Approach of Night, 

The Skies yet blushmg with departing Light, 

When fallmg Dews with Spangles deck’d the Glade, 

And the low Sun had lengthen’d ev’ry Shade 100 

82 Or what III Eyes\ Nesao quis teneros oculus mihi fascinat agnos 
<Virgil, Ed in 103) [P] 

83 What eyes but hers, alas^ haze pow*r on me ' 

Oh mighty Love f what magic u like thee ^ [P] 

89 Nunc scio quid sit amor^ duns in cotibus tllum, &c <Virgil, Eel 

viii 43> [P] 


Winter The Fourth Pastoral^ or Dqphne 


TO THE MEMORY OF MRS TEMPEST 
LYCIDAS 

Thyrsis, the Musick of that murm’rmg Spring 
Is not so mournful as the Strains you sing, 

Mrs Tempest\ This Lady was of an ancient family in Yorkshire, and 
particularly admired by the Author’s friend Mr Walsh, who having 
celebrated her in a Pastoral Elegy, desired his friend to do the same, as 
appears from one of his Letters, dated Sept 9, 1706 ‘Your last Eclogue 
being on the same subject with mine on Mrs Tempest’s death, I should 
take It very kindly m you to give it a httle turn as if it were to the memory 
of the same lady ’ Her death having happened on the night of the great 
storm in 1703, gave a propriety to this eclogue, which in its general turn 
alludes to it The Scene of the Pastoral lies in a grove, the Time at 
midnight [P] 
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Nor Rivers winding thro* the Vales below. 

So sweetly warble, or so smoothly flow 
Now sleeping Flocks on their soft Fleeces lye. 

The Moon, serene m Glory, mounts the Sl^, 

While silent Birds forget their tuneful Lays, 

Oh sing of Daphne^ Fate, and Daphne^ s Praise* 

THYRSIS 

Behold the Groves that shine with silver Frost, 
Their Beauty witlier’d, and their Verdure lost 
Here shall I try the sweet Alexis'" Strain, 

That caird the hst’mng Dryads to the Plain? 

Thames heard the Numbers as he flowed along. 

And bade his Willows learn the moving Song 

LYCIDAS 

So may kmd Rams their vital Moisture yield. 

And swell the future Harvest of the Field* 

Begm, this Charge the dymg Daphne gave. 

And said, ‘Ye Shepherds, smg around my Grave** 
Smg, while beside the shaded Tomb I mourn. 

And with fresh Bays her Rural Shrine adorn 

THYRSIS 

Ye gentle Miises leave your Crystal Spring, 

Let Nymphs and Sylvans Cypress Garlands bring. 

Ye weepmg Loves^, the Stream with Myrties hide, 

And break your Bows, as when Adorns dy’d. 

And with your Golden Darts, now useless grown, 
Inscribe a Verse on this relentmg Stone 
‘Let Nature change, let Heav’n and Earth deplore. 
Fair Daphne" s dead, and Love is now no more*’ 

*Tis done, and Nature’s various Charms decay, 

See gloomy Clouds obscure the chearful Day* 

Now himg with Pearls the droppmg Trees appear, 

5 f In the warm folds the tender flocks remain^ 

The cattle slumber on the silent plain, 

While silent birds neglect their tuneful lays, 

Let us, dear Thyrsis, smg of Daphne*^ praise [P] 

13 Thames heard] Audiit Eurotas, jussitque ediscere lauros Virg 
VI 83) [P] 

Pope used the willows of England (the symbol of grief) instead 
laurels of the Greek Eurotas 

23 if Induate fonttbus umbras 

Et tumulum facite, tumulo superaddite carmen 

<VirgiI, Eel y 40, 42) [P] 
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Their faded Honours scatter’d on her Bier 
See, where on Earth the fiow’ry Clones lye, 

Widi her they flourish’d, and with her they dye 

Ah what avail the Beauties Nature wore > 35 

Fair Daphne^ s dead, and Beauty is no more’ 

For her, the Flocks refuse their verdant Food, 

The thirsty Heifers shun the ghdmg Flood 
The silver Swans her hapless Fate bemoan, 

In Notes more sad than when they smg their own 40 
In hollow Caves sweet Echo silent hes. 

Silent, or only to her Name rephes. 

Her Name with Pleasure once she taught the Shore, 

Now Daphne^ s dead, and Pleasure is no more ’ 

No grateful Dews descend from Ev’mng Skies, 45 
Nor Mommg Odours from the Fiow’rs arise 
No rich Perfumes refresh the frmtful Field, 

Nor fragrant Herbs their native Incense yield 
The balmy Zephyrs^ silent since her Death, 

Lament the Ceasmg of a sweeter Breath 50 

Th’ industrious Bees neglect their Golden Store, 

Fair Daphne^ s dead, and Sweetness is no more’ 

No more the mounting Larks, while Daphne sings, 

Shall list’mng m mid Air suspend their Wmgs, 

No more the Birds shall imitate her Lays, 55 

Or hush’d with Wonder, hearken from the Sprays 
No more the Streams then Murmurs shall forbear, 

A sweeter Musick than their own to hear. 

But tell the Reeds, and tell the vocal Shore, 

Fair Daphne* % dead, and Musick is no more’ 60 

Her Fate is whisper’d by the gentle Breeae 
And told in Sighs to all the tremblmg Trees, 

The trembhng Trees, m ev’ry Plam and Wood, 

Her Fate remurmur to the silver Flood, 

The silver Flood, so lately calm, appears 65 

Swell’d with new Passion, and o’erfiows with Tears, 

The Wmds and Trees and Floods her Death deplore. 
Daphne^ our Grief’ our Glory now no more’ 

But see’ where Daphne wondring mounts on high. 

Above the Clouds, above the Starry Sky 70 

38 For her the flocks the dewy herbs disdain, 

Nor hungry heifers graze the tender plain [P] 

69 ff miratur limen Olympic 

Suh pedtbusque vidvt nubes Sf sydera Daphnts 

Virg <Sc/ V 56-7) [P] 
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Eternal Beauties grace the shining Scene, 

Fields ever fresh, and Groves for ever green » 

There, while You rest in Amaranthine Bow’rs, 

Or from those Meads select unfading Flow’rs, 

Behold us kmdly who your Name implore, 75 

Daphne^ our Goddess, and our Grief no more^ 

LYCIDAS 

How all things listen, while thy Muse complains ^ 

Such Silence waits on Philomela*s Strains, 

In some still Ev’nmg, when the whispYing Breeze 
Pants on the Leaves, and dies upon the Trees 80 

To thee, bnght Goddess, oft a Lamb shall bleed. 

If teemmg Ewes encrease my fleecy Breed 

While Plants their Shade, or Flow*rs their Odours give, 

Thy Name, thy Honour, and thy Praise shall live^ 

THYRSIS 

But see, Orion sheds unwholsome Dews, 85 

Arise, the Pmes a noxious Shade diffuse. 

Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels Decay, 

Time conquers All, and We must Time obey 
Adieu ye ValeSi ye Mountains^ Streams and Groves^ 

Adieu ye Shepherd’s rural Lays and Loves, 90 

Adieu my Flocks, farewell ye Sylvan Crew, 

Daphne farewell, and all the World adieu! 

73 f The 'iniaranth flower was reputed never to fade 

81 tllius aram 

Sape tener nostris ah ovtltbus zrnbuet agnus 
^ Virg iEcl I 7~8> [P] 

85 The rising and setting of the constellation Orion was thought to 
bring storm and ram 

86 solet me gravis cantantibus umbra ^ 

Jfumpert gravts umbra 

Virg iEcl X 75*6> [P] 

89 flf These four last lines allude to the several Subjects of the four 
Pastorals, and to the several Scenes of them, particularized before in 
each [P] 



Ode for Mustek, on St Cealtds Day 

[written c 1708, published 1713] 

Descend ye Nine I descend and sing^ 

The breathing Instruments inspire. 

Wake into Voice each silent Strmg, 

And sweep the soxmdmg Lyre* 

In a sadly-pleasmg Stram 5 

Let the warblmg Lute complam 
Let the loud Trumpet sound. 

Till the Roofs all around 
The shrill Ecchos rebound 

While in more lengthen’d Notes and slow, 10 

The deep, majestick, solemn Organs blow 
Hark* the Numbers, soft and clear. 

Gently steal upon the Ear, 

Now louder, and yet louder rise. 

And fill with spreading Sounds the Skies, 15 

Exulting in Triumph now swell the bold Notes, 

In broken Air, trembhng, the wild Musick floats. 

Till, by degrees, remote and small. 

The Strams decay, 

And melt away 20 

In a dymg, dying Fall 

By Musick, Minds an equal Temper know. 

Nor swell too high, nor sink too low 
If in the Breast tumultuous Joys arise. 

Music her soft, assuasive Voice apphes, 25 

Or when the Soul is press’d with Cares' 

Exalts her m enlivening Airs 
Warriors she fires with ammated Sounds, 

Pours Balm into the bleeding Lovei’s Wounds 

Melancholy hfts her Head, 30 

Morpheus rowzes from his Bed, 

St Ceciha^s Day (22 November) had been observed as an annual 
festival by musicians in London since 1683, and many poets, including 
Oldham, Dryden (twice), Addison (twice), and Congreve, were called on 
to provide the odes, songs, or hymns which were set to music for per- 
formance on that day The custom was falling into disuse by about 1708, 
though sporadic attempts were later made to revive it Pope’s Ode was 
probably never set to music, nor performed on St Cecilia’s Day In 1730 
he rewrote it for Dr Greene whose musical setting was performed at 
Tublick Commencement’ at Cambridge on 6 July of that year 

139 
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Sloath tmfolds her Arms and wakes. 

Listening Envy drops her Snakes, 

Intestine War no more our Passions wage, 

And giddy Factions hear away their Rage 35 

But when our Country’s Cause provokes to Arms, 

How martial Musick every Bosom warms ^ 

So when the first bold Vessel dar’d the Seas, 

High on the Stern the Thracian rais’d his Strain, 

While Argo saw her kmdred Trees 40 

Descend from Pehon to the Mam 
Transported Demi-Gods stood round. 

And Men grew Heroes at the Sound, 

Enfiam’d with Glory’s Charms 
Each Chief his sevenfold Shield display’d, 45 

And half unsheath’d the shimng Blade, 

And Seas, and Rocks, and Skies rebound 
To Arms, to Arms, to Arms^ 

But when thro’ all th’ Infernal Bounds 
Which flaming Phlegeton surrounds, 50 

Love, strong as Death, the Poet led 
To the pale Nations of the Dead, 

What Sounds were heard. 

What Scenes appear’d. 

O’er all the dreary Coasts ’ 55 

Dreadful Gleams, 

Dismal screams, 

Fires that glow. 

Shrieks of Woe, 

Sullen Moans, 60 

Hollow Groans, 

And Cries of tortur’d Ghosts 
But hark* he strikes the golden Lyre, 

And see’ the tortur’d Ghosts respire. 

See shady Forms advance’ 65 

Thy stone, O Synphusy stands still, 

Ixion rests upon his Wheel, 

And the pale Spectres dance ’ 

The Funes sink upon their Iron Beds, 

And Snakes uncurl’d hang hst’nmg round their Heads 70 

By the Streams that ever flow. 

By the fragrant Wmds that blow 



ODE FOR MUSICK, ON ST CECILIA’S DAY 14I 

O’er th’ Elysian Flowers^ 

By those happy Souls who dwell 
In Yellow Meads of Asphodel 75 

Or Amaranthine Bowers 
By the Heroe’s armed Shades, 

Ghtt’ring thro’ the gloomy Glades, 

By the Youths that dy’d for Love, 

Wandrmg m the Myrtle Grove, 80 

Restore, restore Eurydice to Life, 

Oh take the Husband, or return the Wife! 

He sung, and Hell consented 
To hear the Poet’s Pray’r, 

Stem Proserpine relented, 85 

And gave him back the Fair 
Thus Song could prevail 
O’er Death and o’er Hell, 

A Conquest how hard and how glorious ^ 

Tho’ Fate had fast bound her 90 

With Styx mne times round her, 

Yet Musick and Love were Victorious 

But soon, too soon, the Lover turns his Eyes 
Agam she falls, agam she dies, she dies^ 

How wilt thou now the fatal Sisters move ? 95 

No Crime was thme, if ’tis no Crime to love 
Now -under hangmg Mountams, 

Beside the Falls of Fountains, 

Or where Hebrus wanders, 

Rolhng m Mceanders^ 100 

All alone. 

Unheard, unknown. 

He makes his Moan, 

And calls her Ghost 

For ever, ever, ever lost^ 105 

Now with Furies surrounded, 

Despairmg, confounded. 

He trembles, he glows. 

Amidst Rhodope's Snows 

See, wild as the Wmds, o’er the Desart he flies, no 
Hark! Hcemus resounds with the Bacchanal^ Cnes — 

— ^Ah see, he dies * 

Yet ev’n m Death Eurydice he sung, 

Eurydice still trembled on his Tongue, 



142 


POEMS I7OO-I717 


Eurydice the Woods, 115 

Eurydice the Floods, 

Eurydice the Rocks, and hollow Mountains rung 

Musick the fiercest Grief can charm, 

And Fate’s severest Rage disarm 

Musick can soften Pam to Ease, 120 

And make Despair and Madness please 

Our Joys below it can improve, 

And antedate the Bliss above 
This the divine Ceciha found. 

And to her Maker’s Praise confin’d the Sound 125 
When the full Organ joms the tuneful Quire, 

Th’ Immortal Pow’rs incline their Ear, 

Bom on the swellmg Notes our Souls aspire, 

While solemn Airs improve the sacred Fire, 

And Angels lean from Heav’n to hear^ 130 

Of Orpheus now no more let Poets tell, 

To bright Cecilia greater Pow’r is giv’n, 

His Numbers rais’d a Shade from Hell, 

Hers lift the Soul to Heav’n 



An Essay on Criticism 

[written c 1709, published 1711] 

— St quid noviftt recttus if tis^ 

Candidiis imperti^ fi non^ his utere mecum 

HORAT 

THE CONTENTS OF THE ESSAY ON CRITICISM 
PART I 

Introduction That his as great a fault to judge illy as to write ill^ and 
a more dangerous one to the pubhcy v i 
That a true Taste is as rare to hefoundy as a true Genius^ v 9 ra 18 
That most men are horn with some Taste^ but spotVd by false Educa- 
tioiij V 19 to 25 

The Multitude of Critics^ and causes of themy v 26 to 45 
That we are to study our own Taste, and know the Limits of ity v 46 
to 67 

Nature the best guide ofjudgmenty v 68 to 87 
Improved by Art and Rules, which are but methodis’d Nature, v 88 
Rules deriv'd from the Practice of the Ancient Poets, v id to no 
That therefore the Ancients are necessary to be study^d by a CritiCy 
particularly Homer and Virgil, v 120 to 138 
Of Licenses, and the use of them by the AncientSy v 140 to 180 
Reverence due to the Ancients, and praise of them, V 181, &c 

PART II VER 203, ETC 

Causes hindering a true Judgment i Pride, v 208 2 Imperfect 
Learmng, v 215 3 Judging by parts, and not by the whole, v 233 
to 288 Cntics in Wit, Language, Versification, orily, v 288 305 
339, Qfc 4 Being too hard to please, or too apt to admire, v 384 
5 Partiality — too much Love to a Sect, — to the Ancients or 
Modems, V 394 6 Prejudice or Prevention, v 408 7 Singularity, 

V 424 8 Inconstancy, v 430 9 Party Spint, v 452, &c 10 Envy, 

V 466 Against Envy, and in praise of Good-nature, v 508, 6 fc 
When Seventy is chiefly to be used by Critics, v 526, €fc 

PART HI VER 560, ETC 

Rules for the Conduct of Manners in a Cntic, i Candour, v 563 
Modesty, v 566 Good-breedmg, v 572 Sincerity, and Freedom 
of Advice, V 578 2 When onds Counsel is to he restrained, v 584 
Character of an incomgible Poet, v 600 And of an impertinent 
Cntic, V 610, &c Character of a good Cntic, v 629 The History 
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of Critiasm, and Characters of the best Cnticsy Aristotle, v 645 
Horace, v 653 Dionysius, v 665 Petromus, v 667 Quintilian, 
V 670 Longinus, v 675 Of the Decay of Cnttctsmi and its Revival 
Erasmus, v 693 Vida, V 705 Boileau, v 714 Lord Roscommon, 
&c V 725 Conclusion 

An Essay on Cnttcism 

’Tis hard to say, if greater Want of Skill 
Appear in Wnting or m Judging ill. 

But, of the two, less dang’rous is th’ Offence, 

To tire our Patience^ than mis-lead our Sense 

Some few m that^ but Numbers err in thtS:, 5 

Ten Censure wrong for one who Writes amiss, 

A Fool might once himself alone expose. 

Now One in Verse makes many more m Prose 
’Tis with om Judgments as our Watches ^ none 
Go just alike^ yet each believes his own 10 

In Poets as true Genius is but rare. 

True Taste as seldom is the Crttick^% Share, 

Both must alike from Heav’n derive their Light, 

These horn to Judge, as well as those to Write 

Let such teach others who themsehes excel!, 15 

And censure freely who have mitten well 

Authors are partial to their Wit^ ’tis true, 

But are not Cnticks to xhoxt Judgment too ^ 

Yet if we look more closely, we shall find 
Most have the Seeds of Judgment m their Mind, 20 
Nature affords at least a glimmering Light, 

The Jjines, tho’ touchM but faintly, are drawn right 
But as the slightest Sketch, if justly tracM,1 
Is by ill Colouring but the more disgrac’d, > 

So hy false Learning is good Sense defac’d, J 25 

1 5 Qm scrihit artificiosh ah edits commodh senpta facile intelligere potent 
Cic ad Herenn lib 4 <cap 4) [P] 

De Pictore^ SculptorCy Ftetore, nisi Artifex judteare non potest Phny 
iEp iio> [P] 

20 Omnes taato quodam sensu, sine ulla arte, aut ratione, quee stnt in 
artibus ac ratiomhus recta ac prava dijudicant Cic de Orat lib 3 <50) 

DP] 

25 Plus sine doctnna prudentia, quam sine prudentia valet doctrma 
Quint Qnst Orat , vi v ii> [P] 

25 Between Verse 25 and 26 were these hnes, 

Many are spotVd hy that pedantic throng, 

Who with great pains teach youth to reason wrong 

r 
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Some are bewilder’d m the Maze of Schools, 

And some made Coxcombs Nature meant but Fools 
In search of Wit these lose their common Sense^ 

And then turn Criucks m their own Defence 
Each bums alike, who can, or cannot write, 30 

Or with a RtvaVs or an Eunuch^s spite 
All Fools have still an Itchmg to deride, 

And fam wou^d be upon the Laughing Side 
If Mavius Scribble m Apollo'*^ spight. 

There are, '^ho judge still worse than he can write 35 
Some have at first for Wits^ then Poets past. 

Turn’d Cnticks next, and prov’d plain Fools at last. 

Some neither can for Wits nor Cnticks pass. 

As heavy Mules are neither Horse nor Ass 

Those half-learn’d Witlings, num’rous m our Isle, 40 

As half-form’d Insects on the Banks of Nile, 

Unfimsh’d Thmgs, one knows now what to call. 

Their Generation’s so equivocal 

To tell ’em, wou’d a hundred Tongues require. 

Or one vain Wifs, that might a hundred tire 45 

But you who seek to give and ment Fame, 

And justly bear a Cntick’s noble Name, 

Be sure your self and your own Reach to know. 

How far your Gemus, Taste, and Learning go, 

Launch not beyond your Depth, but be discreet, 50 
And mark that Point where Sense and Dulness meet 
Nature to all thmgs fix’d the Linuts fit. 

And wisely curb’d proud Man’s pretending Wit 
As on the Land while here the Ocean gams, 

In other Parts it leaves wide sandy Flams, 55 

Thus m the Soul while Memory prevails. 

The sohd Pow’r of Understanding fails. 


Tutors, like Virtuoso’s, oft inclvrCd 
By strange transfusion to improve the mindy 
Draw off the sense we have, to pour in new, 

Which yet, with all their skill, they ne^er could do 

[P] 

34 Ma€vvus'\ Seep 8,1 ign 
36 f Perhaps a hit at Dennis 

39 heavy Mules] The simile has a double import the ‘witlmgs’ are 
neilher one thing nor the other, and besides, like mules, they are barren 
41 Insects] The word was apphed to earth-worms, snails, and even 
frogs, and also to insignificant and despicable persons 
43 equivocal] The (supposed) production of plants and animals without 
parents, spontaneous generation 
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Where Beams of warm Imagination pla>. 

The Memory^s soft Figures melt away 
One Science only will one Genius fit, 60 

So vast IS Art, so narrow Human Wit, 

Not only bounded to peculiar ArtSy 
But oft in those^ confined to single Parts 
Like Kings we lose the Conquests gam’d before, 

By vain Ambition still to make them more 65 

Each might his several Province well command, 

Wou’d all but stoop to what they understand 
First follow Nature, and your Judgment frame 
By her just Standard, which is still the same 
Unerring Nature, still divmely bright, 70 

One clear, unchanged, and Universal Light, 

Life, Force, and Beauty, must to all impart, 

At once the Source, and End, and Test of Art 
Art from that Fund oach just Supply provides. 

Works without Show, and without Pomp presides 75 

In some fair Body thus th’ informing Soul 
With Spints feeds, with Vigour fills the whole, 

Each Motion guides, and ev’ry Nerve sustams, 

It self unseen, but m th’ Effects, remains 
Some, to whom Heav’n in Wit has been profuse, 80 
Want as much more, to turn it to its use, 

For Wit mA Judgment often are at strife, 

Tho’ meant each other’s Aid, like Man and Wife 
’Tis more to guide than spur the Muse’s Steed, 

Restrain his Fury, than provoke his Speed, 85 

The wmged Courser, like a gen’rous Horse, 

Shows^most true Mettle when you check his Course 
Those Rules of old dxscover'd, not devis'd. 

Are Nature still, but Nature Methodiz'd, 

Nature, like Liberty, is but restram’d 90 

By the same Laws which first Ame// ordain’d 
Hear how leam’d Greece her useful Rules indites, 

When to repress, and when indulge our Fhghts 

50 soft[ The metaphor seems to be taken from waxen figures melting 
in the sunshine 

61 Ari[ Scholarship, learning, science 

68 Nature] The cosmos, which in its order, regularity, and harmony, 
reflects the order and harmony m the Divine Mind of its Creator 
76 tnformngl Endowing with a form, or essential character 
80-4 An assertion of the complementary relationship of wit and 
judgment against those who set them apart as opposed faculties 
86 genWous} Applied to animals means spirited 
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High on Parnassus' Top her Sons she showed. 

And pointed out those arduous Paths they trod> 95 

Held from afar, aloft, th* Immortal Prize, 

And urg’d the rest by equal Steps to rise. 

Just Precepts thus from great Examples giv’n. 

She drew from them what they deriv’d from Heav'n 
The gen’rous Critick /own’d the Poet's Fire, 100 

And taught the World, with Reason to Admire 
Then Criticism the Muse’s Handmaid prov’d. 

To dress her Charms, and make her more belov’d. 

But followmg Wits from that Intention stray’d, 

Who cou’d not wm the Mistress, woo’d the Maid, 105 
Agamst the Poets their own Arms they turn’d. 

Sure to hate most the Men from whom they learn' d 
So modem Poihecanes, taught the Art 
By Doctor's Bills to play the Doctor's Part, 

Bold in the Practice of mistaken Rules, no 

Prescribe, apply, and call their Masters Fools 
Some on the Leaves of anaent Authors prey. 

Nor Time nor Moths e’er spoil’d so much as they 
Some dryly plam, without Invention’s Aid, 

Wnte dull Receits how Poems may be made 115 

These leave the Sense, their Learning to display. 

And those explain the Meanmg qmte away 
You then whose Judgment the nght Course wou’d steer. 
Know well each Ancient’s proper Character, 

His Fable, Subject, Scope m ev’ry Page, 120 

Religion, Country, Genius of his jf^e 
Without all these at once before your Eyes, 

Cavil you may, but never Cntiaze 


98 Nec enim artibus editis factum est ut argumenta inveniremus^ sed dicta 
sunt omnta antequam preeciperentur^ mox ea scnptores observata & collecta 
ediderunt Quintil <,Inst Or at v x I20> [P] 

io8-ii A reference to the controversy between the apothecary and 
the physician Though they lacked formai medical training, the apothe- 
caries had learned enough to usurp, espeaally among the poor, the 
doctor’s role Because of high fees charged for drugs, many apothecaries 
prospered exceedingly The College of Physicians proposed a plan for 
giving free medical advice to the poor, and opened a dispensary in 
1696, where drugs were sold at cost The apothecaries charged that this 
was a mere device to get the profits of the arug trade into the physicians* 
hands 

109 Medical prescriptions or recipes 

1 19 proper Characterl Pope here reflects the increasing interest in the 
historical method m criticism 

123 Cavil you may hut never cr%ttctse\ The author after this verse 
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Be Hornet's Works your Study , and Delight^ 

Read tliem by Day, and meditate by Night, 125 

Thence form your Judgment, thence your Maxims bring, 
And trace the Muses upward to their Springy 
Still with It self compar'd^ his Text peruse. 

And let your Comment be the Mantuan Muse 
When first young Maro in his boundless Mmd 130 
A Work t’ outlast Immortal Rome design’d, 

Perhaps he seem’d above the Critick’s Law, 

And but from Nature's Fountains scorn’d to draw 
But when t’examme ev’ry Part he came, 

Nature and Homer were, he foimd, the same 135 

Convmc’d, amaz’d, he checks the bold Design, 1 
And Rules as strict his labour’d Work confine, > 

As if the Stagynte o’erlook’d each Line J 
Learn hence for Ancient Rules a just Esteem, 

To copy Nature is to copy Them 140 

Some Beauties yet, no Precepts can declare. 

For there’s a Happiness as well as Care 


originally inserted the following, which he has however omitted m all 
the editions 


Zoilus, had these been hnomit without a name 
Had dy'dy and Perauit ne'er been damn'd to fame, 
The sense of sound Antiquity had reign'd. 

And sacred Homer yet been unprophan'd 
None e'er had thought his comprehensive mind 
To modern Customs, modem Rules confin\' 

Who for all Ages Wfit and all Mankind 


u 

■ mind] 
dd, ^ 


[P3 


An allusion to the FatalUle des Anciens et des Modernes, in which 
Perrault put the^'modcrn writers above the ancient ind criticised Homer 
severely 

129 Mantuan Muse} Virgil, born near Mantui 

130 f Virgil, Eclog, 6 Cum canerem Reges ^ Frceha, Cynthius aurem 

Velht 

It IS a tradition preserved by Servius, that Virgil began with writing a 
poem of the Alhan and Roman affairs, which he found above his years, 
and descended first to imitate Theocritus on rural subjects, and afterwards 
to copy Homer in Heroic poetry [P] 

138 Stagynte] Aristotle, born at Stagira in 384 b c 

141-80 The influence of Longinus and the School of Taste is apparent 
throughout The belief that irregular genius is preferable to a cold and 
flat correctness, that there is a criticism by taste as well as by rules, that 
the success of a work of art may depend upon a quality difficult to define, 
OLje ne sais quoi, that a criticism of beauties is preferable tp a criticism of 
faults, that departures from poetic rules are like irregular but pleasing 
objects in the natural world, is emphatic m the lines, and declares the lack 
of rigour with which Pope adhered to the ‘Rules’ 
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Mustek resembles Poetry ^ m each ^ 

Are nameless Graces which no Methods teach^ > 

And which a Master’-Hand alone can reach J 145 

If, where the Rules not far enough extend, 

(Smee Rules were made but to promote their End) 

Some Lucky Licence answers to the full 

Th’ Intent proposed, that Licence is a Rule 

Thus Pegasus a nearer way to take, 150 

May boldly deviate from the common Track 

Great Wits sometimes may gloriously offend^ 

And rise to Faults true Criticks dare not mend^ 

From vulgar Bounds with hrave Disorder part. 

And snatch a Grace beyond the Reach of Art, 155 

Which, without passmg thro* Judgment:, gains 
The Hearty and all its End at once attams 
In Prospects^ thus, some Objects please our Eyes,) 

Which out of Nature’s common Order rise, > 

The shapeless Rock^ or hangmg Precipice J 160 
But tho’ the Ancients thus their Rules mvade, 

(As Kings dispense with Laws Themselves have made) 
Moderns:, beware ^ Or if you must offend 
Against the Precept^ ne’er transgress its End^ 

Let It be seldom^ and compelVd by Need^ 165 

And have, at least. Their Precedent to plead 
The Critick else proceeds without Remorse, 

Seizes your Fame, and puts his Laws m force 
I know there are, to whose presumptuous Thoughts 
Those Freer Beauties^ ev’n in TJi&n, seem Faults 170 
Some Figures monstrous and misshap’d appear. 

Consider’d singly^ or beheld too near^ ^ 

Which, but proportion’d to their Lights or Places 
Due Distance reconciles to Form and Grace 
A prudent Chief not always must display 175 

His Pow’rs m equal RankSs and fair Arrays 
But with th’ Occasion and the Place comply, 

Conceal his Force, nay seem sometimes to Fly 

146 Ify where the rules, &c ] Neque entm rogattombus pUhtsue satis 
sancta sunt ista Preecepta, sed hoc qutcqutd est, Utihtas excogitavit, Non 
negabo autem sic utile esse plerumque^ verum st eadem tlla nobis aliud suadebtt 
utihtas, hanc, relictts magistrorum autontatihus [sic], sequemur Quintil lib 
11 cap 13 <6~7> [P] 

158-60 The approval of the wilder and more irregular aspects of 
nature suggests the influence of Longinus 

168 Seizes\ Here used probably in the legal sense 'to take possession 
of in pursuance of a judicial order’ {OED) 
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Those oft are Stratagems which Errors seem. 

Nor IS It Homer Nods, but We that Dream 180 

Still green with Bays each ancient Altar stands. 

Above the reach of SacnUgious Hands, 

Secure from Flames, from Envy*s fiercer Rage, 

Destructive War, and all-mvolvmg Age 

See, from each Clime the Leam’d their Incense bring, 185 

Hear, in all Tongues consenting Pceans ring ’ 

In Praise so just, let ev’ry Voice be join’d. 

And fill the General Chorus of Mankind^ 

Hail Bards Triumphant^ bom in happiey Days, 

Immortal Heirs of Universal Praise* 190 

Whose Honours with Increase of Ages grow. 

As Streams roll down, enlarging as they flow* 

Nations unborn your nughty Names shall sound. 

And Worlds applaud that must not yet be founds 
Oh may some Spark of your Coelestial Fire 195 

The last, the meanest of your Sons inspire, 

(That on weak Wmgs, from far, pursues your Fhghts, 
Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 

To teach vam Wits a Saence little known, 

T’ admire Superior Sense, and doubt their own* 200 

Of all the Causes whidh conspire to blind 
Man’s errmg Judgment, and misguide the Mind, 

What the weak Head with strongest Byass rules, 

Is Pnde, the never-^fcaling Vice of Fools 

Whatever Nature has m Worth deny’d, 205 

She gives m large Recruits of needful Pride, 

For as ip Bodies, thus m Souls, we find 

What wants in Blood and Spirits, swell’d with Wind, 

Pnde, where Wit fails, steps in to our Defence, 

And fills up all the mighty Void of Sensed 210 

180 Modeste, ^ arcumspecto judtcio de tantis vms pronunctandum 
ne quod {quod plensque acctdtt) damnent quod non tntelhgunt Ac si 
necesse est tn alteram errare partem, omnia eorum legentibus placere, quam 
multa disphcere maltierim Qumtil <hb x 1 26 > [P] 

184 alUinvolving Age] The four great causes of the ravage amongst 
anaent writings are here alluded to The destruction of the Alexandrine 
and Palatine libraries by fire, the fiercer rage of Zoilus and Meevxus and 
their followers against Wit, the irruption of the Barbarians into the 
empire, and the long reign of Ignorance and Superstition m the cloisters 
186 consenting] In harmony, in concord, unanimous 
203 Byews] A term in bowls the construction of a bowl which imparts 
an oblique motion 
206 Recruits] Additional supplies 
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If once right Reason drives that Cloud away, 

Truth breaks upon us with resistless Day ^ 

Trust not your self, but your Defects to know. 

Make use of ev’ry Friend — and ev’ry Foe 
A little Learning is a dangerous Thing, 215 

Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian Spring 
There shallow Draughts intoxicate the Brain, 

And drinking largely sobers us again 

Fir’d at first Sight with what the Muse imparts, 

In fearless Youth we tempt the Heights of Arts, 220 

While from the bounded Level of our Mmd, 

Short Views we take, nor see the Lengths behind^ 

But more advanc^d^ behold with strange Surprize 
New, distant Scenes of endless Science nse * 

So pleas’d at first, the tovvrmg Alps we try, 225 

Mount o’er the Vales, and seem to tread the Sky, 

Th’ Eternal Snows appear already past. 

And the first Clouds and Mountains seem the last 

But those attain^ di we tremble to survey 

The growmg Labours of the lengthen’d Way, 230 

Th’ increasing Prospect tires our wandrmg Eyes, 

Hills peep o’er Hills, and Alps on Alps arise* 

A perfect Judge will read each Work of Wit 
With the same Spirit that its Author wnt. 

Survey the Whole, nor seek slight Faults to find, 235 
Where Nature moves, and Rapture warms the Mmd , 

Nor lose, for that mahgnant dull Delight, 

The generous Pleasure to be charm’d with Wit 
But in such Lays as neither ebb, nor flow. 

Correctly cold, and regularly low, ^ 240 

That shunxung Faults, one quiet Tenour keep. 

We cannot blame indeed — ^but we may sleep 
In Wit, as Nature, what affects our Hearts 
Is not th’ Exactness of pecuhar Parts, 

’Tis not a Lip, or Eye, we Beauty call, 245 

But the joint Force and full Result of all 

Thus when we view some weU-pioportion’d Dome, 

(The World* ^ just Wonder, and ev’n thine O Rome^) 

216 Pierian Sprvng\ A spring sacred to the Pierides, a surname of the 
Mxises 

220 temp{\ Attempt 

233 ff Diligenter legendum esty ac pane ad scribendt sollicitudinein Nec 
per partes modo scrutanda sunt ommay sed perlectus liber utique ex integro 
resumendus Quintilian (^Inst Orat , x 1 20 > [P] 
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No Single Parts unequally surprize. 

All comes united to di’ admiring Eyes, 250 

No monstrous Height, or Breadth, or Length appear, 

The Whole at once is Soldi and Regular 
Whoever thinks a faultless Piece to see. 

Thinks what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er shall be 

In ev’ry Work regard die Wi iter's Endy 255 

Smce none can compass more than they Intend ^ 

And if the Means be )ust, the Conduct true, 

Applause, m spite of trivial Faults, is due 
As Men of Breedmg, sometimes Men of Wit, 

T’ avoid great Errors^ must the less commit, 260 

Neglect the Rules each Verbal Cntick lays. 

For not to know some Trifles, is a Praise 
Most Cnticks, fond of some subservient Art, 

Still make the Whole depend upon a Part, 

They talk of PnncipleSi but Notions prize, 265 

And All to one lov’d Folly Sacrifice 
Once on a time. La Mancha's Kmght, they say, 

A certam Bard encountrmg on the Way, 

Discours’d in Terms as just, with Looks as Sage, 

As e’er cou’d Dennis, of the Grecian Stage, 270 

Concluding all were desp’rate Sots and Fools, 

Who durst depart from Aristotle's Rules 
Our Author, happy in a Judge so mce, 

Produc’d his Play, and beg’d the Kmght’s Advice, 

Made him observe the Subject and the Plot, 275 

The Manners, Passions, Unities, what not ? 

AU which, exact to Rule were brought about, 

Were but a Comhate in the Lists left out 

What f Leave the Comhate out ^ Exclaims the Knight, 

Yes, or we must renounce the Stagynte 280 

Not so by Heav'n (he answers in a Rage) 

Knights, Squires, and Steeds, must enter on the Stage 
So vast a Throng the Stage can ne’er contam 
Then build a New, or act it in a Plain 
Thus Cnticks, of less Judgment than Caprice, 285 
Curious, not Knowing, not exact, but nice. 

Form short Ideas, and offend m Arts 

261 Verbal CnttcK\ One who pays too much attention to detail, and 
sacrifices the spint to the letter of the rules 

267 Pope found the episode in A Continuation of the Comical History 
Of the most Ingenious Knight^ Don Quixote De la Mancha, chap x, bk in 

(1705) 
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(As most m Manners) by a Love to Parts 
Some to Conceit alone their Taste confine. 

And ghtt’rmg Thoughts struck out at ev’ry Lme, 290 
Pleas’d with a Work where nothmg’s just or fit. 

One glaring Chaos and mid Heap of Wit 
Poets hke Pamters, thus, xmskill’d to trace 
The naked Nature and die living Grace^ 

With Gold and Jewels cover ev’ry Part, 295 

And hide with Ornaments their Want of Art 
True Wit is Nature to Advantage drest. 

What oft was Thought^ but ne’er so well Express 
Somethings whose Truth convinc’d at Sight we find. 

That gives us back the Image of our Mmd 300 

As Shades more sweetly recommend the Light, 

So modest Plainness sets off sprightly Wit 

For Works may have more Wit than does ’em good. 

As Bodies perish through Excess of Blood 
Others for Language all their Care express, 305 

And value Books^ as Women Men^ for Dress 
Their Praise is still — The Stile is excellent 
The Senses they humbly take upon Content 
Words are hke Leaves s and where they most abound. 
Much Fruit of Sense beneath is rarely found 310 

False Eloquences like the Prismatic Glasss 
Its gawdy Colours spreads on ev^ry places 
The Face of Nature we no more Survey, 

All glares alikcs without Distinction gay 

But true Expressions like th’ unchangmg Sunf\ 315 

Clearss and improves whate’er it shmes upon, > 

It gilds all Objects, but it alters none , J 
Expression is the Dress of Thoughts and still 
Appears more decent as more suitable s 
A vile Conceit m pompous Words expiest, 320 

Is like a Clown in regal Purple drest. 

For diff’rent Styles with diff’rent Subjects sort, 

As several Garbs with Country, Town, and Court 
Sohie by Old Words to Fame have made Pretence, 

297 ff True Wtt\ Naturam intueamur, hanc sequamur id factlhmk 
accipiunt animt quod agnoscunt Quintil lib vni c 3 IT] 

308 take upon Content] To accept without question or examination 
322 f The subjects appropriate to ‘Country, Town, and Court’ are 
perhaps, respectiveh , pastoral, satire or comedy, and epic 

324 Abohta ahr Ogata retmerey tnsolentice cujusdam est, & fnvola in 
parvis jactantia Quintil hb 1 c 6 <20> 

Opus est ut verba d vetustate repetita neque crebra sinty neque mamfestay 
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Ancients in Phrase^ meet Modems in their Sense * 325 

Such laboured Nothings^ in so strange a Style, 

Amaze th’unlearn’d, and make the Learned Smile 
Unlucky, as Fungoso in the Play, "j 

These Sparks with aukward Vanity display > 

What the Fine Gentleman wore Yesterday f J 330 

And but so mimick ancient Wits at best, 

As Apes our Grandsires in their Doublets drest 
In Words, as Fashions, the same Rule will hold , 

Alike Fantastick, if too or Old, 

Be not th.t first by whom the Nezo are try’d, 335 

Nor yet the last to lay the Old aside 
But most by Numbers judge a Poet’s Song, 

And smooth or rough, with them, is light or wrong. 

In the bright Muse tho’ thousand Charms conspire, 

Her Voice is all these tuneful Fools admire, 340 

Who haunt Parnassus but to please their Ear, 

Not mend their Mmds, as some to Church repair, > 

Not for the Doctrine, but the Mustek there J 
These Equal Syllables alone require, 

Tho’ oft the Ear the open Vowels tire, 345 

While Expletives their feeble Aid do join, 

And ten low Words oft creep m one dull Lme, 

While they ring round the same unvary^d Chimes, 

With sure Returns of still expected Rhymes 

Where-e’er you find the cooling Western Breeze, 350 

In the next Line, it whispers thro* the Trees, 

If Chrystal Streams with pleasing Murmurs creep. 

The Reader’s threaten’d (not in vain) with Sleep 
Thcn,^t the last, and only Couplet fraught 


quia ml est odiosim affectatione^ nec utique ab ultinus repetita temporibus 
Oratto cujm summa vtrtus est persptemtas, quam sit zitiosa, st egeat inter- 
preted Ergo ut novorum optima erunt maximh vetera^ ita veterum maxime 
nova Idem <39-41) [P] 

328 — unlucky as Fungoso] See Ben Johnson V Every Man in his 
Humour [P] 

The allusion is to Ezeiy Man out of his Humour 

337 Qms popuh sermo estd guts enim? nm carmina niolli 
Nunc demum numero fluerCy ut per l<eve severos 
Effundat juncture ungues sett tendere versunty 
Non secus ac si oculo rubricam dirigat uno 

Persius, Sat i <63-6) [P] 

345 Fugietnus crebras vocalium concurstonesy quee vastam atque hiantem 
orationem reddunt Cic ad Heren hb iv <i2> Vide etiam Qumtil hb 
JX c 4 <33> tP] 
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With some unmeaning Thing they call a Thought 3 355 

A needless Alexandrine ends the Song, 

That like a wounded Snake, drags its slow length along 
Leave such to tune their own dull Rhimes, and know 
What’s roundly smooth^ or languishingly slow 3 
And praise the Easte Vigor of a Line, 360 

Where Denham^s Strength, and WalleVs Sweetness join 
True Ease m Writing comes from Art, not Chance, 

As those move easiest who have leam’d to dance 
’Tis not enough no Harshness gives Offence, 

The Sound must seem an Eccho to the Sense 365 

Soft is the Stram when Zephyr gently blows. 

And the smooth Stream m smoother Numbers flows, 

But when loud Surges lash the soundmg Shore, 

The hoarse^ rough Verse shou’d like the Torrent roar 
When Ajax strives, some Rocks’ vast Weight to throw. 
The Line too labours^ and the Words move slow 3 371 

Not so, when swift Camilla scours the Plam, 

Fhes o’er th’unbendmg Com, and skims along the Mam 
Hear how Timotheus" vary’d Lays surprize. 

And bid Alternate Passions fall and nse’ 375 

While, at each Change, the Son of Lybian Jove 
Now burns with Glory, and then melts with Love, 

Now fierce Eyes with sparkling Fury glow. 

Now Sighs steal out, and Tears begin to flow 

Persians and Greeks like Turns of Nature found, 380 

And the WorWs Victor stood subdu’d by Sound^ 

The Powers of Mustek all our Hearts allow. 

And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now 


361 Denham’s Strength] Cf Dryden, Epistle Dedicatory of the Rival 
Ladies (Essays, i 7) ‘This sweetness of Mr Waller’s lyric poesy was 
afterwards followed in the epic by Sir John Denham, in his Cooper’s Hill, 
a poem which your Lordship knows for the majesty of the style ’ 

Waller’s Sweetness] Pope told Spence, p 24 Tn versification there is a 
sensible difference between softness and sweetness that I could distinguish 
from a boy Thus on the same points, Dryden will be found to be softer, 
and Waller sweeter * 

374 See Alexander’s Feast, or the Power of Music, an Ode by Mr 
Diyden [P] 

Dryden introduces into his ode the Theban musician Timotheus, who 
to lus breathing Flute, 

And sounding Lyre, 

Cou’d swell the Soul to rage, or kindle soft Desire 
367 Libyan Jove] When Alexander visited the oracle of Zeus Ammon 
in the oasis of Siwah in Libya, he was proclaimed son of the god 
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Avoid Extreamsy and shtm the Fault of such. 

Who still are pleas’d too littky or too much 385 

At ev’ry Trifle scorn to take Offence, 

That always shows Great Pndey or Little Senses 

Those Heads as Stomachs are not sure the best 

Which nauseate ail, and nothing can digest 

Yet let not each gay Turn thy Rapture move, 390 

For Fools Admircy but Men of Sense Approve, 

As thmgs seem large which we thro’ Mists descry, 

Dulness is ever apt to Magnify 

SomQ foreign Writers, some our own despise, 

The Ancients only, or the Moderns prize 395 

(Thus Wit^ like Faith, by each Man is apply’d 
To one small Sect, and All are damned beside ) 

Meanly they seek the Blessing to confine, 

And force that Sun but on a Part to Shine, 

Which not alone the Southern Wn sublimes, 400 

But ripens Spirits m cold Northern Climes, 

Which from the first has shone on Ages past, 

Enhghts the present, and shall warm the last 
(Tho’ each may feel Increases and Decays, 

And see now clearer and now darker Days) 405 

Regard not then if Wit be Old or New, 

But blame the False, and value sull the True 
Some ne’er advance a Judgment of their own, 

But catch the spreading Notion of the Town, 

They reason and conclude by Precedent, 410 

And own stale Nonsense which they ne’er invent 

Some judge of Authors’ Names, not Works, and then 

Nor praise nor blame the Writings, but the Men 

Of all this Servile Herd the worst is He 

That m proud Dulness joins mthQuality, 415 

A constant Cntick at the Great-man’s Board, 

To fetch and carry Nonsense for my Lord 
What woful stuff this Madrigal wou’d be. 

In some starv’d Hackny Sonneteer, or me 

But let a Lord once own the happy Lines, 420 

How the Wit brightens^ How the Style refines^ 

390 Turn\ An iterative or echoing pattern of words 
400 suhhmes\ To exalt, but also perhaps, m the context of ‘ripens* in 
the next line, to ‘cause (the juices of a plant) to rise, and thereby rarefy 
and purify them* (OED) 

419 Hackny] ‘Doing or ready to do work for hire’ (OED) 

Sonneteer] Not a writer of sonnets, but a ‘minor or indifferent poet* 
(OED) 
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Before his sacred Name flies ev’ry Fault, 

And each exalted Stanza teems with Thought^ 

The Vulgar thus through Imitation err. 

As oft the Learned by bemg Singular ^ 425 

So much they scorn the Crowd, that if the Throng 
By Chance go right, they purposely go wrong. 

So Schismatics the plain Believers qmt. 

And are but damn’d for having too much Wit 

Some praise at Mommg what they blame at Night, 430 
But always think the last Opimon right 
A Muse by these is like a Mistress us’d. 

This hour she’s idoli^d^ the next abus'd^ 

While their weak Heads, like Towns unfortify’d, 

’Twixt Sense and Nonsense daily change their Side 435 
Ask them the Cause, They* re wiser stilly they say, 

And still to Morrow’s wiser than to Day 
We think our Fathers Fools, so wise we grow. 

Our wiser Sons^ no doubt, will think us so 
Once SchoohDivines this zealous Isle o’erspread, 440 
Who knew most Sentences was deepest ready 
Faith, Gospel, All, seem’d made to be disputed. 

And none had Sense enough to be Confuted 
Scotists and Thonnsts, now, m Peace remain. 

Amidst their kindred Cobwebs m Duck-Lane 445 

If Faith It self has different Dresses worn, 

What wonder Modes m Wit shou’d take their Turn ? 

441 Sentences] An allusion to such works as Peter Lombard’s Lthri 
quattuor sententtarwHy designed *to place before the student, m as strictly 
logical a form as practicable, the views {sentential of the fathers and all 
the great doctors of the church upon the chief and mos? difficult pomts 
in the Christian belief Conceived with the purpose of allaying and pre- 
venting, It really stimulated, controversy’ 

444 Scotists and Thoinists] Conflicts between followers of the Fran- 
ciscan Duns Scotus (1265 or 1275-1308), Doctor Subtilis, and the 
Domimcan Thomas Aquinas (c 1227-1274), Doctor Angehcus, domin- 
ated the intelleptual life of the 14th century In the Renaissance Duns 
Scotus became for humanists the symbol of an utter misuse of the human 
reason From his name derives the word dume 

445 Cobwebs in Duck-Lane] A place where old and second-hand books 
were sold formerly, near Smithfield [P] 

447 Between Verse 449 and 450 <447 and 448>, 

The rhyming Clowns that gladded Shakespear’s agey 
No more with crambo entertain the stage 
Who now in Anagrams thevr Patron praise. 

Or sing thevr Mistress in Acrostic lays^ 

Ev*n pulpits pleased with merry puns of yore. 

Now all are banish* d to the Hibernian shore f 
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Oft, leaving what is Natural and fit. 

The current Folly proves the ready Wit^ 

And Authors think their Reputation safe, 450 

Which h\es as long as Fools are pleas’d to Laugh 
Some valuing those of their own Side^ or Mind^ 

Still make themselves the measure of Mankina, 

Fondly we think we honour Merit then. 

When we but praise Our selves m Other Alen 455 

Parties in Wit attend on those of State^ 

And pubhck Faction doubles private Hate 
Pndey MahcSy Folly ^ agamst Dryden rose. 

In various Shapes of Parsons^ Criticks^ Beaus ^ 

But Sense surviv’d, when merry Jests were past, 460 

For rismg Merit will huoy up at last 

Might he return, and bless once more our Eyes, 

New Blackmores and new Milbourns must arise. 

Nay shou’d great Homer hft his awful Head, 

Zoilus agam would start up from the Dead 465 

wiU Merit as its Shade pursue. 

But like a Shadow, proves the Substance true, 

For envy’d Wit, like Sol Eclips’d, makes known 

Th’ opposing Body's Grossness, not its own 

When first that Sun too powerful Beams displays, 470 

It draws up Vapours which obscure its Rays, 


Thus leaving what was natural and fitf 
The current folly proved their ready wit. 

And authors thought their reputation safe. 

Which liv'd as long as fools were pleas'd to laugh [P] 

‘Crambo* is a same in which one player gives a word or line of verse 
to which each or the others has to find a rime* 

459 Parsons, Cnticks, Beaus] The parsons were the Rev Jeremy Col- 
lier who, in his A Short View of the Profaneness and Immorality of the 
English Stage (1698), accused Dryden of profanity, lewdness, and 
blasphemy, and the Rev Luke Milbourne, whose Notes on Dtyden's Virgil 
(1698) was full of tedious and carping criticisms agamst Dryden*s tr of 
Virgil’s Eclogues and Georgies Among the more important contemporary 
‘cntics* were Thomas Shadwell, who engaged in a bitter feud with 
Dryden in the i68o’s, EUcanah Settle, who initiated an attack on Dryden 
m 1674, Sir Richard Blackmore, who attacked Dryden in his A Satyr 
Against Wit and in Prince Arthur, bk vi, Gerard Langbame, who was 
hostile to Dryden m his An Account of the English Dramatic Poets The 
‘beaus* included George Vilhers, Duke of Buckingham, one of the 
authors of The Rehearsal (1671), and John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester, 
who satirized Dryden in his An Allusion to Horace The loth Satyr of the 
xst Book 

465 Zoilus, a Greek grammarian of the third or fourth centur\ B c , 
known for his severe and captious criticisms of Homer 
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But ev’n those Clouds at last adorn its Way, 

Reflect new Glories, and augment the Day 
Be thou thej^r^f true Merit to befriend, 

Hts Praise is lost, who stays till All commend, 47:) 

Short is the Date, alas, of Modem Rhymes^ 

And ’tis but just to let ’em live betimes 
No longer now that Golden Age appears. 

When Patnarch-Wits surviv’d a thousand Years ^ 

Now Length of Fame (our second Life) is lost, 480 

And bare Threescore is all ev’n That can boast 
Our Sons their Fathers’ failing Language see. 

And such as Chaucer is, shall Dryden be 

So when the faithful Pencil has design’d 

Some bright Idea of the Master’s Mind, 485 

Where a new World leaps out at his command. 

And ready Nature waits upon his Hand, 

When the npe Colours soften and unite^ 

And sweetly melt mto just Shade and Light, 

When mellowing Years their full Perfection give, 490 
And each Bold Figure just begms to Lwe^ 

The treacherous Colours the fair Art betray. 

And all the bright Creation fades away* 

Unhappy Wit^ like most mistaken Things, 

Attones not for that Envy which it brings 495 

InYouth alone its empty Praise we boast, 

But soon the Short-hv’d Vamty is lost* 

Like some fair F/ow’r the early Spring supplies, 

That gaily Blooms, but ev’n m bloommg Dies 

What is this Wit which must our Cares employ^ 500 

The OwnePs Wife^ that other Men enjoy, 

Then most our Trouble still when most admire d^ 

And still the more v^tgive^ the more requir’d ^ 

Whose Fame with Pams we guard, but lose with Ease^ 
Sure some to vex^ but never all to please y 505 

’Tis what the Vicious fear y the Virtuous shun^ 

By Fools ’tis hatedy and by Knaves undone^ 

If Wit so much from Ign’rance imdergo. 

Ah let not Learning too commence its Foe* 

Of oldy those met Rewards who cou’d excely 510 

And such were Prais’d who but endeavour’d well 

480 f The impermanent nature of the English language was a common 
complaint in Pope’s time 

509 In his Satyr against Wit Sir R Blackmore tned to set learning in 
opposition to 'Wit 
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Tho^ Triumphs were to Generals only due. 

Crowns were reserv’d to grace the Soldiers too 
NoWi they who reached Parnassus’ lofty Crown, 

Employ their Pams to spurn some others down, 515 
And while Self-Love each jealous Writer rules. 

Contending Wits becomes the Sport of Fools 
But still the Worst with most Regret commend, 

For each III Author is as bad a Friend 

To what base Ends, and by what abject Ways, 520 

Are Mortals urg’d thro’ Sacred Lust of Praise ^ 

Ah ne’er so dire a Thirst of Glory boast, 

Nor m the Cntick let the Man be lost* 

Good^Nature and Good-Sense must ever join. 

To Err is Humane^ to Forgive, Divine 525 

But if m Noble Mmds some Dregs remain. 

Not yet purg’d off, of Spleen and sow’r Disdain, 
Discharge that Rage on more Provokmg Crimes, 

Nor fear a Dearth in these Flagitious Times 

No Pardon vile Obscenity should find, 530 

Tho’ Wit and Art conspire to move your Mind, 

But Dulness with Obscenity must prove 
As Shameful sure as Impotence m Love 
In the fat Age of Pleasure, Wealth, and Ease, 

Sprung the rank Weed, and thriv’d with large Increase, 
'^en Love was all an easie Monarch’s Care, 536 

Seldom at Council never m a War 
Jilts rul’d the State, and Statesmen Farces writ. 

Nay Wits had Pensionsy md young Lords had Wit 

513-15 Crowns] Crowns of various kinds were awarded, at the time of 
a gcneraPs tnu&iph, to soldieis who had distinguished themselves in the 
held the corona cvoica to one who had saved a fellow-soldier’s life, the 
golden corona muralu to the first man to storm an enemy wall Pope seems 
to apply the ideas of both the corona ctmca and the corona muralts to poets 
in an almost literal (and highly ironic) way in 11 514 f those poets who 
scale the heights of Parnassus gam its ‘crown* , but then, instead of saving 
or aiding (like soldiers in an assault) those behind them, they rather kick 
them down the heights 

521 Sacred] The latinism sacred means accursed 

525 Humane] A common earlier spelling of ‘human* 

536 easie Monarch’s] Charles II 

537 never in a War] Charles commanded an army which was defeated 
at the Battle of Worcester, Sept 3, 1651 

538 Jilts rul’d the State] A ‘jilt* here means a ‘kept mistress’ (OED) 
Alluding to Lady Castlemame, and the Duchess of Portsmouth 

Statesmen Farces writ] The allusion is to the Duke of Buckingham’s 
part in the writing of The Rehearsal (1671) 

539 Wits had Pensions] The contrary was nearer the truth 
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The Fair sate panting at a Courtier^ s Play:, 54^ 

And not a Mask went un-tmprov^d away 
The modest Fan was hfted up no more^ 

And Virgins smiFd at what they blushed before — 

The followmg Licence of a Foreign Reign 

Did all the Dregs of bold Soctnus drain^ 545 

Then Unbelievmg Priests reform’d the Nation^ 

And taught more Pleasant Methods of Salvation, 

Where Heav’ns Free Subjects might their Rights dispute. 
Lest God himself shou’d seem too Absolute 
Pulpits their Sacred Satire leam’d to spare, 550 

And Vice admir’d to find a Platt’ rer there]^ 

Encourag’d thus, Witt’s Titans brav’d the Skies, 

And the Press groan’d with Licenc’d Blasphemies — 

These Monsters, Cnticks* with your Darts engage. 

Here pomt your Thunder, and exhaust your Rage* 555 
Yet shun their Fault, who. Scandalously mce^ 

Will needs mistake an Author into Fica, 

All seems Infected that th’ Infected spy. 

As all looks yellow to the Jaundic’d Eye 
Learn then what Morals Cnticks ought to show, 

For ’tis but half 2 l Judge’s Task, to Know 561 

540 a Courtier^s Play\ A reference to such courtiers as Sir Charles 
Sedley, the undoubted author of at least three plays 

54 1 While the mask was worn by ladies of qudity immediately after 
the Restoration, a few years later it apparently was given over, owing to 
Its convenience for intrigue, to women of the town The use of masks by 
theatre-audiences was forbidden in 1704 

544 Possibly a reference to the policy of increased toleration, especially 
toward the Nonconformists, which characterized William Ill’s reign, and 
to the lapsing of the Licensing Act of 1663, thereby'^permitting the 
publication of books Pope and others would regard as heretical and 
blasphemous 

545 bold Socinus] Laelius Socinus (Lelio Sozzim, 1535-62) rejected 
the doctrines of the divinity of Christ and of the atonement or satis- 
faction for sin by Christ Socimanism developed in England into 
Unitariamsm 

545 The Author has ormtted two lines which stood here^ as containing a 
National Reflection, which in his stricter judgment he could not hut dis- 
appwvcy on any People whatever [P] 

546 f Bishops Burnet, Kennett, and other ‘unbelieving priests’, 
usually Whigs in their politics, taught that the government of God, like 
that of the king, was a limited, not an absolute monarchy, and that men 
were free to yield or to withhold their allegiance The passage thus 
bears directly on contemporary disputes over the doctrines of divine 
right and of non-resistance and passive obedience to the ‘Supreme 
Power’ 

552 Witt’s Titans\ The deistic writers 
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’Tis not enough, Taste, Judgment, Learmng, jom, 

In all you speak, let Truth and Candor shme 
That not alone what to your Seme is due. 

All may allow, but seek your Friendship too 565 

Be silent always when you doubt your Sense, 

And speaky tho’ sure^ with seeming Diffidence 
Some positive persisting Fops we know. 

Who, if once wrongs will needs be always sOy 
But you, with Pleasure own your Errors past, 570 

And make each Day a Critick on the last 
’Tis not enough your Counsel still be true^ 

Blunt Truths more Mischief than nice Falshoods do. 

Men must be taught as if you taught them noty 

And Thmgs unknown proposM as Things forgot 575 

Without Good Breedmgy Truth is disapprov’d. 

That only makes Superior Sense beloved 
Be Niggards of Advice on no Pretence, 

For the worst Avarice is that of Sense 

With mean Complacence ne’er betray your Trust, 580 

Nor be so Civil as to prove Unjust y 

Fear not the Anger of the Wise to raise, 

Those best can bear Reproof y who ment Praise 
’Twere well, might Criticks still this Freedom take, 

But Appius reddens at each Word you speak, 585 

And staresy Tremendous^ with a threatmng Eycy 
Like some fierce Tyrant in Old TapesUy ^ 

Fear most to tax an Honourable Fool, 

Whose Right it is, uncensm^d to be dull. 

Such without Wit are Poets when they please, 590 

As without Learning they can take Degrees 

563 Candor'] Sweetness of temper, openness or kindtiess of mmd 
571 a Crittck Ofi the last] That is, a criticism 

*;86 This picture was taken to himself by John Dennis, a furious old 
Critic by profession, who, upon no other provocation, wrote against this Essay 
and Its author, tn a manner perfectly lunatic For, as to the mention made of 
him tn ver eyo, he took it as a Compliment, and said it was ti eacherously 
meant to cause him to overlook this Abuse of his Person [P] 

Pope applied to Dennis the name of one of the characters in his tragedy 
Appius and Virginia (Drury Lane, Feb 5, 1709), who was as sensitive to 
criticism as his creator The play was withdrawn after a run of four nights, 
a failure which made Pope’s allusion to Appius all the more stinging 
«>86 stares, Tremendous] The stare was one of Dennis’s characteristics, 
and ‘tremendous* a favourite epithet 
5 88-9 1 Honourable Degrees] Degrees could be conferred upon 
privy councillors and others without requiring them to fulfil any of the 
conditions imposed upon other candidates 
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Leave dangerous Tjuths to unsuccessful Satyrs^ 

And Flattery to fulsome Dedicators^ 

Whom, when they Praise^ the World beheves no more. 
Than when they promise to give Scnbhng o’er 595 

’Tis best sometimes your Censure to restrain, 

And charitably let the Dull be vam 
Your Silence there is better than your Spite^ 

For who can rail so long as they can write ? 

Still hummmg on, their drowzy Course they keep, 600 
And lasKd so long, like Tops, are lash’d asleep 
False Steps but help them to renew the Race, 

As after Stumblings Jades will mend their Pace 
What Crouds of these, impemtently bold. 

In Sounds and jmghng Syllables grown old, 605 

Still run on Poets in a ragmg Vem, 

Ev’n to the Dregs and Squeezings of the Brain ^ 

Strain out the last, dull droppmgs of their Sense, 

And Rhyme with all the Rage of Impotence^ 

Such shameless Bards we have, and yet ’tis true, 610 
There are as mad, abandon’d Cnticks too 
The Bookful Blockhead, ignorantly read. 

With Loads of Learned Lumber m his Head, 

With his own Tongue still edifies his Ears, 

And always Listening to Himself appears 615 

All Books he reads, and all he reads assails. 

From Dryden^s Fables down to Durf^^s Tales 
With hims most Authors steal their Works, or buy , 

Garth did not write his own Dispensary 

Name a new Play, and he^s the Poet’s Friend, 620 

Nay show’d his Faults— but when wou’d Pofts mend> 

No Place so Sacred from such Fops is barr’d. 

Nor IS PauVs Church more safe than PauVs Church-yard 
Nay, fly to Altars, there they’ll talk you dead. 

For Fools rush m where Angels fear to tread 625 

612 The Bookful Blockhead] Nthtl pejus est tu, qui paullum altquid ultra 
prvrnas htteras progresst^ falsam stht scienttce persuastonem induerwit Nam 
df cedereprceapiendipentisindignantur^ & velutjurequodampotestatis, quo 
ferk hoc homvnum genus intumescity tmpertosty atque interim savtenteSy 
Stultvtiam suam perdocent Quintil lib i ch 1 <8> !?] 

619 A common slander at that time m prejudice of that deserving 
author Our poet did him this justice, when that slander most prevail d, 
and It is now (perhaps the sooner for this very verse) dead and forgotten 
[P] 

623 Bet'ween Verse 625 and 626 <623 and 624), 

In vain you shrugs and sweaty and strive to fly, 

These know no Manners, but in Poetry 
P AP— G 
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Distrustful Sense with modest Caution speaks 
It still looks home:^ and short Excursions makes, > 

But ratling Nonsense in full Volhes breaks , J 
And never shock’d, and never turn’d aside. 

Bursts outi resistless, with a thundrmg Tyde* 630 

But where’s the Man, who Counsel can bestow, 

Still pleas'd to teachi and yet not proud to know ^ 
Unbiass’d, or by Favour or by Spite ^ 

Not dully prepossest^ nor blindly right ^ 

Tho’ Learn’d, well-bred, and tho’ well-bred, sincere, 635 
Modestly bold, and Humanly severe ? 

Who to a Friend his Faults can freely show. 

And gladly praise the Merit of a Foe 
Blest with a Taste exact, yet unconfin’d, 

A Knowledge both of Books and Humankind^ 640 

Generous Converse ^ a Soul exempt from Pride y 
And Love to PraisCy with Reason on his Side ? 

Such once were Cnticksy such the Happy Fewy 
Athens and Rome in better Ages knew 
The mighty Stagynte jBurst left the Shore, 645 

Spread all his Sails, and durst the Deeps explore. 

He steer’d securely, and discover’d far. 

Led by the Light of the Mceonian Star 
Poets, a Race long unconfin’d and free, 

Still fond and proud of Savage Liberty y 650 

Receiv’d his Laws, and stood convmc’d ’twas fit 
Who conquer’d Natw e, shou’d preside o’er Wit 


They'll stop a hungry Chaplain in his Grace^ 

To treat of Unitit^s of Time and Place [P] 

6a3 Pope’s statement is literally true, for m the seventeenth century 
St Paul’s Cathedral was used regularly as a meeting-place to transact 
business The aisles were the recognized haunts of loiteiers, needy 
adventurers, and broken-down gallants 

640 and Humankind] Pope’s conception of the ideal critic is closely 
related to that of the ‘pofete honn^te homme* in Boileau, V Art PoSt , iv 
121-4 

641 Gen'rous Converse] Well-bred intercourse 
648 Between Verse 650 and 651 <648 and 649), 

He when all Nature was subdu'd before^ 

Like his great pupil, sigh'd, and lon^d for more 
Fancy's wild regions yet unvanquish'd lay, 

A boundless empire, and that own'd no sway 
Poets, ff] 

Meeonian Star] Homer Maeonia was the name often given to Lydia, 
where Homer was supposed to have been born 
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Horace still charms with graceful NeghgencC;, 

And without Method talks us into Sense, 

Will like a Friend familarly convey 655 

The truest Notions m the easiest way 

He, who Supream m Judgment, as m Wit, 

Might boldly censure, as he boldly writ, 

Yet judg'd with Coolness tho’ he sung with JFzre, 

His Precepts teach but what his Works mspire 660 

Our Cnticks take a contrary Extream, 

They judge with Fwry, but they write with Fie' me 
Nor suffers Horace more m wrong Translations 
By Wits^ than Cnticks m as wrong Quotations 

See Dionysius Homer's Thoughts refine, 665 

And call new Beauties forth from ev’ry Line* 

Fancy and Art m gay Petronius please. 

The Scholar's Learning:, with the Courtier's Ease 
In grave Quintilian's copious Work we find 
The justest Rulesj and clearest Method jom’d, 670 

Thus useful Arms m Magazines we place, 

All rang’d m Order, and dispos’d with Grace^ 

But less to please the Eye, than arm the Hand, 

Still fit for Use, and ready at Command 
Thee, bold Longinus^ all the Nme mspire, 675 

And bless their Cntick with a Poet's Fire 
An ardent who Zealous m his Trust, 

With Warmth gives Sentence, yet is always 
Whose own Example strengthens all his Laws, 

And Is himself that great Sublime he draws 680 

Thus long succeedmg Cnticks justly reign’d. 

Licence repress’d, and useful Laws ordam’d,^ 

Learning and Rome alike m Empire grew. 

And Arts stHH follow'd where her Eagles flew 

From the same Foes, at last, both felt their Doom, 685 

And the same Age saw Learning fall, and Rome 

With Tyranny:, then Superstition jom’d, 

656 eamsi\ In the smoothest and most flowmg style 

664 than CnUcks\ Than by critics 

665 Dionysius of Halicarnassus [P] 

67 1 ff Here Pope applies to Qumtihan one of that writer’s own favourite 
comparisons See Inst Or at , ii 1 12, vii x 14 

684 Eagles flew] The Eagles carried as standards by the Roman armies 

686 Rome] Pope here uses an older pronunciation The modem pro- 
nunciation of the word denves from the French, but it had been used by 
Dryden and Cowley, and elsewhere m the Essay by Pope himself (see 
1 248) 
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As that the Body^ this enslav’d the Mind^ 

Much was Behev^dy but little understood^ 

And to be dull was constru’d to be good^ 690 

A second Deluge Learning thus o’er-run. 

And the Monks finish’d what the Goths begun 
At length, Erasmus^ that greats injured Name, 

(The Glory of the Priesthood, and the Shame^) 

Stemmed the wild Torrent of a barbarous Age^ 695 

And drove those Holy Vandals off the Stage 
But see^ each Afuse^ in Lea’s Golden Days, 

Starts from her Trance, and trims her wither’d Bays’ 
Romeh ancient Genius^ o’er its Rums spread. 

Shakes off the Dust:, and rears his rev’rend Head’ 700 
Then Sculpture and her Sister- Arts revive. 

Stones leap’d to Form^ and Rocks began to live^ 

With sweeter Notes each rising Temple rung, 

A Raphael pamted, and a Vida sung’ 

Immortal Vida^ on whose honour’d Brow 705 

tgo Between Verse 690 and 691 the author omitted these two 
Vain Wits and Ci itics ^ere no fnore allowed. 

When none hut Saints had Licence to be proud [P] 

693 Erasmus (1466-1516) traditionally has occupied an ambiguous 
position in the history of religious controversy A^lthough ordained a 
priest, he attacked the abuses of the clergy and influenced in important 
respects the course of the Reformation Congenial as he was to the Pro- 
testant and humanist spirit of his time, he >et remained loyal to the 
Roman Catholic Church 

694 Erasmus was the ‘glory* of the priesthood because of his learning, 
and Its ‘shame* because of the treatment he received at its hands 

697 Le 6 *$ Golden Days), Saecla Leoms, Saecla Aurea The election of 
Leo X to the Papal throne (15x3) was hailed by humanists on all sides as 
the end of an ifon age and as a return to a Golden Age of art and learning 
He was patron to such scholars, poets, and artists as Lascans, Bembo, 
Raphael, Michelangelo, Bramantt The humanist tradition in which Pope 
wrote exaggerated heavily the very real praise due to Leo X’s patronage 
of art Much that his predecessors initiated and accomplished was 
credited to Leo*s reign 

698 trims) Perhaps here means restores 

yoz ff This whole paragraph recalls the myth of Amphion, who moved 
the stones of Thebes into place by the music of his lyre Pope is imitating 
the passage in Ovid (Met , xv 418-35) which recalls Amphion and also 
describes the transfer of glorv from ancient city to ancient citj , and finally 
suggests that Rome is to be the capital of the world 

704 Raphael] For many m Pope’s age Raphael Santi (1483-1530) was 
pre-eminently ‘sublime* m his genius 

705 Immortal Vida) M Hieronymus Vida, an excellent Latin Poet, 
who wnt an Art of Poetry m Verse He flourish* d tn the time of Leo the 
Tenth [P] 

Vida (1490?“! 566) wrote didactic poems m Latin, and Pope had care- 
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The Poet’s Bays and Critick’s Ivy grow 
Cremona now shall ever boast thy Name, 

As next in Place to Mantua^ next m Fame! 

But soon by Impious Arms from Lattum chas’d. 

Their ancient Bounds the bamsh’d Muses past, 710 

Thence Arts o’er all the Northern World advance. 

But Critic Learning fiounsh’d most in France 
The Rules, a Nation born to serve, obeys. 

And Boileau still in Right of Horace sways 

But we, brave Britons, Foreign Laws despis’d, 715 

And kept unconquer'' d, and uncivilized. 

Fierce for the Liberties of Wit, and bold, 

We still defy’d the Romans, as of old 

Yet some there were, among the sounder Few 

Of those who less presum'd, and better knew, 720 

Who durst assert idatjuster Ancient Cause, 

And here restor'd Wit’s Fundamental Laws 
Such was the Muse, whose Rules and Practice tell. 
Nature's chief Master-piece is writing well 


fully studied lus Poetica The game of Ombre in The Rape of the Lock 
had a measure of debt to Vida’s Game of Chess 

706 CnttcKs Ivyi Pope seems to have been the first to cro^vn a critic 
with ivy, normally associated not only with poets but with learned men 
709 Impious Arms] The reference is to the Sack of Rome in 1527 by 
the troops of the Emperor Charles V under the leadership of the Duke 
of Bourbon 

713 A reflexion on the servility of the French, who submitted to the 
despotic government of Louis XIV , as contrasted with the independence 
of the *brave Britons’, who had within the limits of half-a-century cut off 
the head of one king and expelled another 

724 Essay on Poetry ^ by the Duke of Buckingham Our Poet is not the 
only one of his time who complimented this Essay, and its noble Author 
Mr Dryden had done it very largely m the Dedication to his translation 
of the -®neid, and Dr Garth in the first Edition of his Dispensary says. 
The Tyber now no courtly Gallus sees, 

But smiling Thames enjoys his Normanbys 
Tho* afterwards omitted, when parties were carried so high in the reign of 
Queen Anne, as to allow no commendation to an opposite in Politics 
The Duke was all his life a steady adherent to the Church of England- 
Party, yet an enemy to the extravagant measures of the Court in the 
reign of Charles II On which account after having strongly patronized 
Mr Dryden, a coolness succeeded between them on that poet’s absolute 
attachment to the Court, which carried him some lengths beyond what 
the Duke could approve of This Nobleman’s true character had been 
very well marked by Mr Dryden before, 

the Muse's friend. 

Himself a Muse In Sanadnn's debate 
True to his prince, but not a slave of state 
Abs and Achit <i 877-9> 
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Such was Roscomon — ^not more learrCd than good:^ 725 

With Manners gen’rous as his Noble Blood, 

To him the Wit of Greece and Rome was known. 

And ev’ry Author’s Ment^ but his own 
Such late was Walshs — the Muse’s Judge and Friend, 
Who justly knew to blame or to commend, 730 

To Faihngs mild^ but zealous for Desert, 

The clearest Head^ and the sincerest Heart 
This humble Praise, lamented Shaded receive. 

This Praise at least a grateful Muse may give^ 

The Muse, whose early Voice you taught to Sing, 735 
Prescrib’d her Heights, and prun’d her tender Wmg, 

(Her Guide now lost) no more attempts to me. 

But in low Numbers short Excursions tnes 
Content, if hence th’ Unlearn’d their Wants may view. 
The Learn’d reflect on what before they knew 740 

Careless of Censure^ nor too fond of Fame, 

Still pleas’d to praise^ yet not afraid to blames, 

Averse alike to Flatter^ or Offend^ 

Not/ree from Faults, nor yet too vain to mend 


Our Author was more happy, he was honour d very young with his 
friendship, and it continued till his death in all the circumstances of a 
famihar esteem [P] 

725 Roscomon] Wentworth Dillon, fourth Earl of Roscommon (1633 
1685), translated Horace’s Art of Poetry (1680) and wrote An Essay on 
Translated Verse (1684), in the second cdn (1685) of which he was one of 
the first publicly to pnise Milton’s Par Lost 

734 f Muse] Pope himself 

pruned] To trim or dress the feathers with the beak 



Epistle to Miss Blountf 
With the Works of Venture 

[written c 1710, published, Lmtot’s 
Miscellany, 1712] 

In these gay Thoughts the Loves and Graces shine. 

And all the Writer hves m ev^ry Line, 

His easie Art may happy Nature seem. 

Trifles themselves are Elegant in him 

Sure to charm all was his peculiar Fate, 5 

Who without Flatt’ry pleas’d the Fair and Great, 

Still with Esteem no less convers’d than read. 

With Wit well-natur’d, and with Books well-bred, 

His Heart, his Mistress and his Fnend did share. 

His Time, the Muse, the Witty, and the Fair 10 

Thus wisely careless, innocently gay, 

Chearful, he played the Trifle, Life, away, 

’Til Fate scarce felt his gentle Breath supprest. 

As smilmg Infants sport themselves to Rest 

Ev’n Rival Wits did Voiture’s Death deplore, 15 

And the Gay mourn’d who never mourn’d before, 

The truest Hearts for Voiture heav’d with Sighs, 

Voiture was wept by all the brightest Eyes, 

The Smiles and Loves had dy’d m Voiture^% Death, 

But that for ever m his Lmes they breath 20 

Let the strict Life of graver Mortals be 
A long, exact, and serious Comedy, 

In ev’ry Scene some Moral let it teach, » 

And, if It can, at once both Please and Preach 

Let mine, an innocent gay Farce appear, 25 

And more Diverting stiU than Regular, 

Have Humour, Wit, a native Ease and Grace, 

Tho’ not too strictly boimd to Time and Place 
Cnticks m Wit, or Life, are hard to please. 

Few write to those, and none can hve to these 30 

Too much3;oMr Sex is by their Forms confin’d. 

Severe to all, but most to Womankind, 

Custom, grown blmd with Age, must be your Guide 
Your Pleasure is a Vice, but not your Pride, 

Title Voiture] Vincent de Voiture (i598--i648), French poet and 
letter-writer 
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By nature yieldingj stubborn but for Fame, 35 

Made Slaves by Honour, and made Fools by Shame 
Marriage may all those petty Tyrants chace, 

But sets up One, a greater, in their Place, 

Well might you wish for Change, by those accurst, 

But the last Tyrant ever proves the worst 40 

Still in Constraint your suffering Sex remains. 

Or bound m formal, or m real Chains, 

Whole Years neglected for some Months ador’d. 

The fawmng Servant turns a haughty Lord, 

Ah quit not the free Innocence of Life f 45 

For the dull Glory of a virtuous Wife^ 

Nor let false Shows, or empty Titles please 
Aim not at Joy, but rest content with Ease 
The Gods, to curse Pamela with her Pray’rs, 

Gave the gilt Coach and dappled Flanders Mares, 50 
The shinmg Robes, rich Jewels, Beds of State, 

And to compleat her Bhss, a Fool for Mate 
She glares m Balls^ Front-boxes^ and the Ring^ 

A vam, unquiet, ghtt’rmg, wretched Thing* 

Pride, Pomp, and State but reach her outward Part, 55 
She sighs, and is no Dutchess at her Heart 
But, Madam, if the Fates withstand, and you 
Are destin’d Hymeri^^ willing Victim too, 

Trust not too much your now resistless Charms, 

Those, Age or Sickness, soon or late, disarms, 60 

Good Humour only teaches Charms to last. 

Still makes new Conquests, and mamtains the past 
Love, rais’d on Beauty, will hke That decay, 

Our Hearts may bear its slender Cham a Day, 

As fLow’ry Bands m Wantonness are worn, 65 

A Mornmg’s Pleasure, and at Evemng torn 
This binds m Ties more easie, yet more strong, 

The willing Heart, and only holds it long 
Thus Votture^s early Care still shone the same. 

And Monthausier was only chang’d m Name 70 

By this, ev’n now they live, ev’n now they charm, 

53 The jRzwjJ Where the carnages of fashionable society drove in Hyde 
Park 

61 cf p 238,1 30, p 569,1 292 

69 Voiture^s early care] Madamoiselle Paulet [P] Daughter of Charles 
Paulet, Secretary of the King’s Bed-Chamber 

70 Monthausier] Julie Lucme d’Angennes, duchesse de Monthausier 
(1607-71), eldest daughter of the Marquise de RambouiUet, one of 
Voiture’s principal correspondents 
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Their Wit still sparkling and their Flames still warm 
Now crown’d with Myrtle^ on th’ Elysian Coasts 
Amid those Lovers, joys his gentle Ghost, 

Pleas’d while with Smiles his happy Lines you view, 75 

And finds a fairer Rambouillet in you 

The brightest Eyes of France inspir’d his Muse, 

The brightest Eyes of Britain now peruse. 

And dead as living, ’tis our Author’s Pride, 

Still to charm those who charm the World beside 80 



The Temple of Fame 

Written in the Year 17x1 [published 1715] 
ADVERTISEMENT 

The Hint of the following Piece was taken from Chaucer’s House of 
Fame The Design is in a manner entirely altefdy the Descriptions and 
most of the particular Thoughts^ my own Yet I could not suffer it to be 
printed without this Acknowledgement^ or think a Concealment of this 
Nature the less unfair for being common The Reader who would com-- 
pare this with Chaucer, may begin with his Third Book of Fame, there 
being nothing in the Two first Books that answers to their Title ^ 


[note] 

Some modern Cnticks^ from a pretended Refinement of Taste^ have 
declared themselves unable to relish allegorical Poems ^Tis not easy 
to penetrate into the meaning of this Criticism^ for if Fable be allow'd 
one of the chief BeautieS:^ or as Aristotle calls tr, the very Soul of 
Poetry^ ^tis hard to comprehend how that Fable should be the less 
valuable for having a Moral The Ancients constantly made use of 
Allegories My Lord Bacon has composed an express Treatise in proof 
of this^ entitled^ The Wisdom of the Amtients, where the Reader may 
see several particular Fictions exemplify^ d and exolanYd with great 
Clearness^ Judgment and Learmr^ The Incidents indeed^ by which the 
Allegory is convey'd^ must be vary^d^ according to the different Genius 
or Manners of different Times and they should never be spun too 
long^ or too much clog'd with trivial Circumstances ^ or little Particu- 
larities We find an uncommon Charm in Truths when it is convey'd 
by this Side-Way to our Understanding, and 'tis observable, that 
even in the most ignorant Ages this way of Writing has found Recep- 
tion Almost all the Poems in the old Provencal had this Turn, and 
from these it was that Petrarch took the Idea of his Poetry We have 
his Trionfi in this kind, and Boccace® pursu'd in the same Track 
Soon after Chaucer introduc'd it here, whose Romaimt of the Rose, 
Court of Love, Flower and the Leaf,^ House of Fame, and some 
others of his Writings are Master-pieces of this sort In Epick Poetry, 
'tis true, too nice and exact a Pursuit of the Allegory is justly esteem'd 

^particular Thought$\ thoughts on particular heroes 
® The Reader Title} Pope takes a few details from Book 11, and 
specifies two of them m his notes on n ff and 428 ff 

® Boccace} Canto vi of Boccaccio’s Amorosa Visione includes a Tnumpko 
di Gloria 

* Flower and the Leaf] First suspected as apocryphal by Tyrwhitt 
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a fault i and Chaucer had the Discernment to avoid it in his Knight’s 
Tale, which was an Attempt towards an Epick Poem Ariosto, with less 
judgment:, gave mtirely into it in his Orlando, which tho carry" d to an 
Excess^ had yet so much Reputation in Italy, that Tasso (jjoho re-- 
dudd Herotck Poetry to the juster Standard of the Antients) was ford d 
to prefix to his Work a scrupulous Explanation of the Allegory of it^ 
to which the Fable it^self could scarce have directed his Readers 
Our Countryman Spencer follow" d^ whose Poem is almost mtirely 
allegorical^ and imitates the manner of Ariosto rather than that of 
Tasso Upon the wholes one may observe thi^ sort of Writing Qiowever 
discontinued of late) was in all Times so far from being rejected by the 
best PoetSi that some of them have rather erdd by insisting on it too 
closely i and carrying it too far And that to infer from thence that the 
Allegory it-^self is vicious^ is a presumptuous Contradiction to the 
Judgment and Practice of the greatest Geniuses^ both antient and 
modem [P] 


In that soft Season when descending Showers 
Call forth the Greens, and wake the rising Flov/ers, 

When opening Buds salute the welcome Day, 

And Earth relentmg feels the Genial Ray, 

As balmy Sleep had charm’d my Cares to Rest, 5 

And Love it self was bamsh’d from my Breast, 

(What Time the Mom mysterious Visions brmgs. 

While purer Slumbers spread their golden Wmgs) 

A Tram of Phantoms m wild Order rose. 

And, jom’d, this Intellectual Scene compose 10 

I stood, methought, betwixt Earth, Seas, and Skies, 

The whole Creation open to my Eyes 
In Air self-ballanc’d hung the Globe below. 

Where Mountams rise, and circhng Oceans flow. 

Here naked Rocks, and empty Wastes were seen, 15 

There Tow’ry Cities, and the Forests green 
Here s^mg Ships dehght the wand’rmg Eyes, 

There Trees, and mtermmgl’d Temples nse 
Now a clear Sun the shining Scene displays. 

The transient Landscape now m Qouds decays 20 

O’er the wide Prospect as I gaz’d around, 

Sudden I heard a wild promiscuous Sound, 


4 relenttngl ‘melt[ing] under the influence of heap (OED) 

10 Intellectuat] Ideal, perceived by the intellect, not the senses 

11 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer 11 389 if 
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Like broken Thunders that at distance roar> 

Or Billows murmVing on the hollow Shoar 
Then gazing up^ a glorious Pile beheld, 25 

Whose tow’ring Summit ambient Clouds conceal’d 
High on a Rock of Ice the Structure lay, 

Steep its Ascent, and siipp’ry was the Way, 

The wond’rous Rock like Panaji Marble shone, 

And seem’d to distant Sight of sohd Stone 30 

Inscriptions here of various Names I view’d. 

The greater Part by hostile Time subdu’d. 

Yet wide was spread their Fame in Ages past. 

And Poets once had promis’d they should last 
Some fresh mgrav’d appear’d of Wits renown’d, 35 

I look’d again, nor cou’d their Trace be found 
Cnticks I saw, that other Names deface. 

And fix their own with Labour m their place 
Their own hke others soon their Place resign’d, 

Or disappear’d, and left the first behmd 40 

Nor was the Work impair’d by Storms alone, 

But felt th’ Approaches of too warm a Sun, 

For Fame, impatient of Extreams, decays 

Not more by Envy than Excess of Praise 

Yet Part no Injuries of Heav’n cou’d feel, 45 

Like Crystal faithful to the gravmg Steel 

The Rock’s high Summit, in the Temple’s Shade, 

Nor Heat could melt, nor beating Storm invade 
There Names inscrib’d unnumber’d Ages past 
From Time’s first Birth, with Time it self shall last, 50 
These ever new, nor subject to Decays, 

Spreadji. and grow brighter with the Length of Days 
So Zembla^s Rocks (the beauteous Work of Frost) 

Rise white in Air, and glitter o’er the Coast, 

26 ambient] ‘surrounding as a fluid, circumfused' (OLD) 

27 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer lu 26 ff 

31 flF Pope’s note quotes Chaucer in 46 ff 

41 ff Pope’s notes quote Chaucer ni 58 ff 61 ff 

53-60 Tho a strict Veruimihtude be not requtr*d in the Descriptions of 
this visionary and allegorical kind of Poetry ^ which admits of every wild 
Object that Fancy may present in a Dreatn^ and zohere it is sufficient if the 
moral Meaning atone for the Improbability Yet Men are ?iaturally so 
desirous of Truths that a Reader is generally pleas'd^ in such a Case, loith 
some Excuse or Allusion that seems to reconcile the Descnption to P) obability 
and Ndture The Simile here is of that sort, and renders it not wholly unlikely 
that a Rock of Ice should remain for ever, by mentioning something like it 
m the Northern Regions, agreeing with the Accounts of our modern Travellers 

[P] 
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Pale Sxmsj unfelt, at distance roll away, 55 

And on th’ impassive Ice the Lightnmgs play 
Eternal Snows the growmg Mass supply. 

Till the bright Mountams prop th’ mcumbent Sky 
As Atlas fix’d, each hoary Pile appears. 

The gather’d Wmter of a thousand Years 6o 

On this Foundation Fami% high Temple stands, 
Stupendous Pile ^ not rear’d by mortal Hands 
Whate’er proud Rome^ or artful Greece beheld. 

Or elder Babylon:, its Frame exceH’d 

Four Faces had the Dome, and eVry Face 65 

Of various Structure, but of equal Grace 

Four brazen Gates, on Columns lifted high. 

Salute the diff’rent Quarters of the Sky 
Here fabled Chiefs m darker Ages born. 

Or Worthys old, whom Arms or Arts adorn, 70 

Who Cities rais’d, or tam’d a monstrous Race, 

The Walls m venerable Order grace 
Heroes in ammated Marble frown. 

And Legislators seem to think m Stone 
Westward, a sumptuous Frontispiece appear’d, 75 

On Doric Pillars of white Marble rear’d, 

Crown’d with an Architrave of antique Mold, 

And Sculpture rismg on the roughen’d Gold 
In shaggy Spoils here Theseus was beheld. 

And Perseus dreadful with Mtnerva^s Shield 80 

There great Alades stooping with his Toil, 

Rests on his Club, and holds th’ Hesperian Spoil 
Here Orpheus sings. Trees moving to the Sotmd 
Start from their Roots, and form a Shade ai;pund 


65 Dome\ in its meaning of (dignified) building (Latin, domus) Con- 
trast 1 90 below 

65 ff The Temple ts described to he square, the four Fronts with open Gates 
facing the different Quarters of the World, as an Intimation that all Nations 
of the Earth may alike he received into it The Western Front is of Grecian 
Architecture the Dorick Order was peculiarly sacred to Heroes and Worthies 
Those whose Statues are after mentioned, were the first Names of old Greece 
in Arms and Arts [P] 

75 Frontispiece ‘The principal face or front of a building, “but the 
term is more usually applied to the decorated entrance of a building” * 
iOED) 

81 f This Figure of Hercules is drawn with an eye to the Position 
[= posture] of the famous Statue of Farnese [P] 

83 ff Orpheus and Amphion symbolize the civilizing virtues of poetry 
in primiti\ e times 
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Amphion there the loud creating Lyre 85 

Strikes, and behold a sudden Thehes aspire ^ 

CytharorC^ Ecchoes answer to his Call, 

And half the Mountain rolls into a Wail 

There might you see the lengthening Spires ascend. 

The Domes swell up, the widemng Arches bend, 9 0 
The growing Tow’rs like Eidialations rise, 

And the huge Columns heave into the Skies 
The Eastern Front was glorious to behold, 

With Diamond fiammg, and Barbaric Gold 

There Ninus shone, who spread th’ Assyrian Fame, 95 

And the Great Foimder of the Persian Name 

There m long Robes the Royal Magi stand. 

Grave Zoroaster waves the archng Wand 
The Sage Chaldceans rob^d in White appear’d. 

And Brackmans deep in desart Woods rever’d 100 

These stop’d the Moon, and call’d th’ unbody’d Shades 
To Midnight Banquets m the ghmmermg Glades, 

Made visionary Fabricks round them rise. 

And airy Spectres skim before their Eyes, 

Of Talismans and Sigils knew the Pow’r, 105 

And careful watch’d the Planetary Hour 
Superior, and alone, Confucius stood. 

Who taught that useful Science, to be good 
But on the South a long Majestic Race 
Of ABgypfs Priests the gilded Niches grace, 1 10 

Who measur’d Earth, descnb’d the Starry Spheres, 

And trac’d the long Records of Lunar Years 
High on his Car Sesostns struck my View, 

Whom gcepter’d Slaves m golden Harness drew 

97-108 fT Cyrus was the Beginning of the Persian, as Ninus was of the 
Assyrian Monarchy The Magi and Chaldeans {the chief of whom was 
Zoroaster) employed their Studies upon Magick and Astrology ^ which was tn 
a manner almost all the Learning of the antient Asian People We have scarce 
any Account of a moral Philosopher except Confucius, the great Lawgiver 
of the Chinese, who hv*d about two thousand Years ago [P] 

X04 f A sigil was ‘an occult sign or device supposed to have mysterious 
powers* {OED)y at a ‘Planetary Hour’ the planets stood in significant 
conjunctions 

X09-18 The Learning of the old Egyptian Pnests consisted for the most 
part tn Geometry and Astronomy They also preserv'd the History of their 
Nation Their greatest Hero upon Record is Sesostns, whose Actions and 
Conquests may be seen at large in Diodorus, He is scad to have caus'd the 

Kings he vanqimh'd to draw him m his Chariot The Posture of kis Statue, 
m these Verses, is correspondent to the Description which Herodotus gives of 
one of them remaining m his own time [P] 
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His Hands a Bow and pointed Jav’lm hold^ 

His Giant Limbs are arm’d m Scales of Gold 
Between the Statues Obehsks were plac’d. 

And the Learn’d Walls with Hieroglyphics grac’d 
Of Gothic Structure was the Northern Side, 

O’er-wrought with Ornaments of barb’rous Pride 120 
There huge Colosses rose, with Trophies crown’d, 

And Runic Characters were grav’d around 
There sate Zamolocis with erected Eyes, 

And Odin here m mimick Trances dies 

There, on rude Iron Columns smear’d with Blood, 125 

The horrid Forms of Scythian Heroes stood, 

Druids and Bards (their once loud Harps unstrung) 

And Youths that dy’d to be by Poets sung 
These and a Thousand more of doubtful Fame, 

To whom old Fables gave a lastmg Name, 130 

In Ranks adorn’d the Temple’s outward Face, 

The Wall m Lustre and Effect like Glass, 

Which o’er each Object castmg various Dies, 

Enlarges some, and others multiphes 
Nor void of Emblem was the mystic Wall, 135 

For thus Romantick Fame increases all 
The Temple shakes, the soundmg Gates unfold. 

Wide Vaults appear, and Roofs of fretted Gold 
Rais’d on a thousand Pillars, wreath’d around 
With Lawrel-Fohage, and with Eagles crown’d 140 

Of bright, transparent Beryl were the Walls, 

The Freezes Gold, and Gold the Capitals 
As Heaven with Stars, the Roof with Jewels glows. 

And ever-rhvmg Lamps depend m Rows 

Full m the Passage of each spacious Gate 145 

The sage Historians in white Garments wait, 

iigff The Architecture is agreeable to that part of the World The 
Learning of the Northern Nations lay more obscure than that of the rest 
Zamolxis was the Disciple of Pythagoras, who taught the Immortality of the 
Soul to the Scythians Odin, or Woden, was the gteat Legislator and Hero 
of the Goths They tell us of him that being subject to FitSy he persuaded hu 
Followers, that during those Trances he receiv'd Inspirations from whence he 
dictated hts Laws He ts said to have been the Inventor of the Runic 
Characters [P] 

127 ff These were the Priests and Poets of those People, so celebrated for 
their savage Virtue Those heroick Barbarians accounted it a Dishonour to 
die in their Beds, and rush*d on to certain Death in the Ptospect of an After • 
Life, and for the Glory of a Song from their Bards in Praise of their Actions 

[P] 

132 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer 111 199 ^ 
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Grav’d o’er their Seats the Form of lime was found. 

His Scythe revers’d, and both his Pinions bound 
Within, stood Heroes who thro’ loud Alarms 
In bloody Fields pursu’d Renown in Arms 150 

High on a Throne with Trophies charg’d, I view’d 
ThjtYouth that all things but himself subdu’d, 

His Feet on Sceptres and Ttara^s trod, 

And his horn’d Head bely’d the Lybtan God 

There Ccssar^ grac’d with both Minerva" shone, 155 

Casai) the World’s great Master, and his own, 

Unmov’d, superior still in every State, 

And scarce detested in his Country’s Fate 
But chief were those who not for Empire fought, 

But with their Toils their People’s Satety bought 160 
High o’er the rest Epamtnondas stood, 

Timoleon^ glorious in his Brother’s Blood, 

Bold SapiOi Saviour of the Roman State, 

Great m his Triumphs, in Retirement great 

And wise Aurehm^ in whose well-taught Mmd ^ 165 

With boundless Pow’r unbounded Virtue join’d, > 

His own strict Judge, and Patron of Manland J 
Much-suff ’ring Heroes next their Honours claim, 

Those of less noisy, and less guilty Fame, 

Fair Virtue’s silent Tram Supreme of these 170 

Here ever shines the Godlike Socrates 
He whom ungrateful Athens cou’d expel. 

At all times Just, but when he sign’d the Shell 
Here his Abode the martyr’d Phoaon claims, 

With Agis^ not the last of Spartan Names 175 

Unconqyer’d Cato shews the Wound he tore. 

And Brutus his ill Genius meets no more 

147 f The reversing of insignia 01 emblems indicated dishonour in 
heraldry 

152 Alexander the Great The Tiara was the Crown pecuhai to the 
Asian Piinces Hts Desire to be thought the Son 0/ Jupiter Ammon caused 
him to wear the Horns of that God, and to represent the same upon his CoinSf 
which was continued by several of his Successors [P] 

154 bely\ = to counterfeit 

162 Timoleon had sav'd the Life of his Brother Timophanes in the 
Battel between the Argives and Corinthians, but afterwards kill'd him when 
he affected the Tyranny^ ptef erring his Duty to his Country to all the 
Obligations of Blood [P] 

172-5 Aristides, who for kis great Integrity was distinguish'd by the 
Appellation of the Just When his Countrymen would have banish'd him by 
the Ostracism, where it was the Custom for every Man to sign the Name of 
the Person he voted to Exile m an Oysters Shell a Peasant^ who could not 
write j came to Aiistides to do it for him, who readily sign'd his otm Name [P] 
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But m the Centre of the hallow’d Quire 
Six pompous Columns o’er the rest aspire. 

Around the Shrine it self of Fame they stand, 180 

Hold the chief Honours, and the Fane command 
High on the first, the mighty Homer shone. 

Eternal Adamant compos’d his Throne, 

Father of Verse’ in holy Fillets drest. 

His Silver Beard wav’d gently o’er his Breast, 185 

Tho’ blind, a Boldness m his Looks appears. 

In Years he seem’d, but not impair’d by Years 
The Wars of Troy were roimd the Pillar seen 
Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cypnan Queen, 

Here Hector glorious from Patroclus* Fall, 190 

Here dragg’d m Triumph round the Trojan Wall 
Motion and Life did ev’ry Part mspire. 

Bold was the Work, and prov’d the Master’s Fire, 

A strong Expression most he seem’d t’affect. 

And here and there disclos’d a brave Neglect 195 

A Golden Column next m Rank appear’d. 

On which a Shrine of purest Gold was rear’d, 

Fimsh’d the whole, and labour’d ev’ry Part, 

With patient Touches of unweary’d Art 

The Mantuan there m sober Triumph sate, 200 

Compos’d his Posture, and his Look sedate. 

On Homer still he fix’d a reverend Eye, 

Great without Pride, in modest Majesty 

In living Sculpture on the Sides were spread 

The Lattan Wars, and haughty Turnus dead, 205 

Ehza stretch’d upon the fun’ral Pyie, 

Mneas bendmg with his aged Sire , 

Troy flam’d in bummg Gold, and o’er the Throne 
Arms and the Man in Golden Cyphers shone 

Four Swans sustain a Carr of Silver bright, 210 

17S-243 In the midst of the Temple^ nearest the Throne of Fame, are 
pladd the greatest Names in Learning of all Antiquity These are described in 
such Attitudes as express their different Characters The Columns on which 
they are raised are adorn'd with Sculptures^ taken from the most striking 
Subjects of their Works, which Sculpture hears a Resemblance in its Manner 
and Character, to the Manner and Chaiacter of their Writings [P] 

179 ff Pope’s notes quote Chaucer lu 331 ff, 375 ff 
196 Pope’s note quote Chaucer 111 391 ff 

198 Idbour'd] having had great pains expended on its decoration 
210-21 Pindar being seated tn a Chariot, alludes to the Chariot-Races he 
celebrated tn the Grecian Games The Swans are Emblems of Poetry, their 
soaring Posture intimates the Sublimity and Activity of his Genius Neptune 
presided over the Isthmian, and Jupiter over the Olympian Games [P] 
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With Heads advanc’d, and Pinions stretch’d for Fhght 
Here, hke some funous Prophet, Pindar rode, 

And seem’d to labour with th’ mspirmg God 
A-cross the Harp a careless Hand he flmgs. 

And boldly sinks into the sounding Strings, 215 

The figur’d Games of Greece the Column grace, 

Neptune and Jcwe survey the rapid Race 

The Youths hang o’er their Chariots as they run. 

The fiery Steeds seem starting from the Stone, 

The Champions m distorted Postures threat, 220 

And all appear’d Irregularly great 
Here happy Horace tun’d th’ Ausontan Lyre 
To sweeter Sounds, and temper’d Ptndar^s Fire 
Pleas’d with Alcceus^ manly Rage t’lnfuse 
The softer Spirit of the Sapphtck Muse 225 

The pohsh’d Pillar diff’rent Sculptures grace, 

A Work outlasting Monumental Brass 
Here smihng Loves and Bacchanals appear, 

ThA Julian Star, and Great Augustus here 

The Doves that round the Infant Poet spread 230 

Myrtles and Bays, hung hov’rmg o’er his Head 

222 PLorace\ This expresses the mixt Character of the Odes of Horace 
The second of these Verses alludes to that Line of hts 

Spintum Graiae tenuem Cmtoenae [Odes, ii xvi 38 ] 

As another which follows, to 

Exegi Monumcntium 'ere perennms 
The Action of the Do\es hints at a passage in the 4th Ode of his third 
Book, 

Me fabulos'e Vulture m Appulo, 

Altricis extra hmen Apulia-, 

Ludo fatigatumque somno, 

Fronde nova puerum Palumbes 
Texfire, minim quod foret omnibus — 

Ut tuto ab atns corpore vipens 
Dormirem & ursis ut premerer sacra 
Lauroque, collataque myrto, 

Non sine Dis animosus infans 
Which may he thus engltsh*d. 

While yet a Child, I chandd to stray. 

And in a Desert sleeping lay. 

The savage Race withdrew, nor dar^d 
To touch the Muses future Bard 
But Cytheraea’s gentle Dove 
Myrtles and Bays around me spread. 

And Clowned your Infant Poet^s Head, 

Sacred to Musick and to Love [P] 

Auson%an\ => Italian 
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Here m a Shnne that cast a dazling Light, 

Sate fix’d m Thought the mighty Stagyrttey 
His Sacred Head a radiant Zodiack crown’d. 

And various Ammals his Sides surround, 235 

His piercing Eyes, erect, appear to view 
Superior Worlds, and look all Nature thro’ 

With equal Rays immortal TuUy shone. 

The Roman Rostra deck’d the Consul’s Throne 
Gath’rmg his flowmg Robe, he seem’d to stand, 240 

In Act to speak, and graceful, stretch’d his Hand 
Behmd, Romeos Genius waits with Cimc Crowns, 

And the Great Father of his Country owns 
These massie Columns m a Qrcle rise, 

O’er which a pompous Dome mvades the Skies 245 

Scarce to the Top I stretch’d my akmg Sight, 

So large it spread, and swell’d to such a Height 
Full m the midst, proud Fame^s Imperial Seat 
With Jewels blaz’d, magnificently great. 

The vmd Em’ralds there revive the Eye, 250 

The flammg Rubies shew their sangume Dye, 

Bnght azure Rays from hvely Saphirs stream. 

And lucid Amber casts a Golden Gleam 
With various-colour’d Light the Pavement shone. 

And all on fire appear’d the glowing Throne, 255 

The Dome’s high Arch reflects the mmgled Blaze, 

And forms a Rambow of alternate Rays 
When on the Goddess first I cast my Sight, 

Scarce seem’d her Stature of a Cubit’s height. 

But swell’d to larger Size, the more I gaz’d, 260 

Till to the Roof her tow’rmg Front she rais’d 
With her, the Temple ev’ry Moment grew. 

And ampler Vista^s open’d to my View, 

Upward the Columns shoot, the Roofs ascend. 

And Arches widen, and long lies extend 265 

Such was her Form, as antient Bards have told, 

Wmgs raise her Arms, and Wmgs her Feet infold, 

A Thousand busy Tongues the Goddess bears. 

And Thousand open Eyes, and Thousand hst’nmg Ears 
Beneath, in Order rang’d, the tuneful Nme 270 

(Her Virgm Handmaids) still attend the Shrme 

238 equal\ Combining the meanings (a) equal to the rays cast around 
Anstotle, (b) even, equable 
259 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer 111 279 ff 
270 ff Pope’s notes quote Chaucer lu 307 ff , 431 ff 
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With E>es on Fame for ever iix’d, they sing. 

For Fame they raise the Voice, and tune the String 
With Time's first Birth began the Heav'nly Lays, 

And last Eternal thro' the Length of Days 275 

Around these Wonders as I cast a Look, 

The Trumpet sounded, and the Temple shook, 

And all the Nations, summon’d at the Cali, 

From diff’rent Quarters fill the crowded Hall 

Of various Tongues the mmgled Sounds were heard, 280 

In various Garbs promiscuous Throngs appear’d , 

Thick as the Bees, that with the Spring renew 
Their fiow’ry Toils, and sip the fragrant Dew, 

When the wmg’d Colomes first tempt the Sky, 

O’er dusky Fields and shaded Waters fly, 285 

Or setthng, seize the Sweets the Blossoms yield. 

And a low Murmur runs along the Field 
Millions of suppliant Crowds the Shrme attend. 

And all Degrees before the Goddess bend. 

The Poor, the Rich, the Vahant, and the Sage, 290 

And boasting Youth, and Narrative old Age 
Their Pleas were diff’rent, their Request the same. 

For Good and Bad alike are fond of Fame 
Some she disgrac’d, and some with Honours crown’d, 
Unlike Successes equal Merits found 295 

Thus her blind Sister, fickle Fortune reigns, 

And undiscerning, scatters Crowns and Chains 
First at the Shrine the Learned World appear. 

And to the Goddess thus prefer their Prayer 

Long have we sought t’mstruct and please Mankmd, 300 

With Studies pale, with Midnight Vigils blmd. 

But thank’d by few, rewarded yet by none. 

We here appeal to thy superior Throne 
On Wit and Learning the just Prize bestow. 

For Fame is all we must expect below 305 

The Goddess heard, and bade the Muses raise 
The Golden Trumpet of eternal Praise 
From Pole to Pole the Wmds diffuse the Sound, 

That fills the Circmt of the World aroimd 

Not all at once, as Thunder breaks the Cloud, 310 

The Notes at &st were rather sweet than loud 

By just degrees they ev’ry moment rise. 

Fill the wide Earth, and gam upon the Skies 

284 tetnpt\ Cf WmdsQr^^Forest^ 1 38971 (p 209) 

294 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer ui 448 ff 
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At ev’ry Breath were balmy Odours shed. 

Which still grew sweeter as they wider spread 315 

Less fragrant Scents th* unfolding Rose exhales, 

Or Spices breathing m Arabian Gales 
Next these the Good and Just, an awful Tram, 

Thus on their Knees address the sacred Fane 

Since hvmg Virtue is with Envy curst, 320 

And the best Men are treated like the worst, 

Do thou, just Goddess, call our Merits forth. 

And give each Deed th’ exact mtrmsic Worth 
Not with bare Justice shall your Act be crown’d, 

(Said Fame) but high above Desert renown’d 325 

Let fuller Notes th’ applaudmg World amaze. 

And the loud Clarion labour m your Praise 
This Band dismiss’d, behold another Crowd 
Prefer’d the same Request, and lowly bow’d. 

The constant Tenour of whose well-spent Days 330 

No less deserv’d a just Return of Praise 

But strait the direful Trump or Slander sounds, 

Thro’ the big Dome the doubhng Thimder bounds 
Loud as the Burst of Cannon rends the Skies, 

The dire Report thro’ ev’ry Region flies 335 

In ev’ry Ear incessant Rumours rung. 

And gath’rmg Scandals grew on ev’ry Tongue 
From the black Trumpet’s rusty Concave broke 
Sulphureous Flames, and Clouds of rollmg Smoke 
The pois’nous Vapor blots the purple Skies, 340 

And withers all before it as it flies 
A Troop came next, who Crowns and Armour wore. 

And proud Defiance m their Looks they borp 
For thee (they cry’d) amidst Alarms and Strife, 

We sail’d in Tempests down the Stream of Life, 345 
For thee whole Nations fill’d with Flames and Blood, 

And swam to Empire thro’ the purple Flood 
Those Ills we dar’d thy Inspirauon own. 

What Virtue seem’d, was done for thee alone 
Ambitious Fools » (the Queen reply’d, and frown’d) 350 
Be all your Acts in dark Obhvion drown’d, 

There sleep forgot, with mighty T3rrants gone. 

Your Statues moulder’d, and your Names untaown 


318 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer 111 567 ff 
328 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer m 516 ff 
340 purple\ brilliant &c (OED, sense 3 a) 
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A sudden Cloud strait snatch’d them from my Sight, 

And each Majestic Phantom sunk in Night 355 

Then came the smallest Tribe I yet had seen. 

Plain was their Dress, and modest was their Mem 
Great Idol of Mankmd! we neither claim 
The Praise of Ment, nor aspire to Fame, 

But safe in Desarts from th’ Applause of Men, 360 

Would die unlieard of, as we liv’d unseen 
’Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from Sight 
Those Acts of Goodness, which themselves requite 
O let us still the secret Joy partake, 

To follow Virtue ev’n for Virtue’s sake 365 

And live there Men who shght immortal Fame > 

Who then with Incense shall adore our Name > 

But Mortals* know, ’tis still our greatest Pride, 

To blaze those Virtues which the Good would hide 
Rise* Muses, rise* add all your tuneful Breath, 370 

These must not sleep m Darkness and m Death 
She said m Air the trembling Musick floats, 

And on the Wmds triumphant swell the Notes, 

So soft, tho high, so loud, and yet so clear, 

Ev’n hst’mng Angels lean’d from Heaven to hear 375 
To farthest Shores th’ Ambrosial Spirit flies, 

Sweet to the World, and grateful to the Skies 
Next these a youthful Train their Vows exprest. 

With Feathers crown’d, with gay Embroid’ry drest, 

Hither, they cry’d, direct your Eyes, and see 380 

The Men of Pleasure, Dress, and Gallantry 
Ours is the Place at Banquets, Balls and Plays, 

Sprightly our Nights, pohte are all our Days, 

Courts we frequent, where ’us our pleasmg Care 

To pay due Visits, and address the Fair 385 

In fact, ’us true, no Nymph we cou’d persuade, 

But still m Fancy vanquish’d ev’ry Maid, 

Of unknown Dutchesses lend Tales we tell. 

Yet would the World beheve us, all were well 

The Joy let others have, and we the Name, 390 

And what we want in Pleasure, grant m Fame 


356 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer m 613 ff 

376 Spirit] ‘a breath (of wind or air)’ (OED, sense iv 15) 

377 This line is repeated at Epil to Satires, Dial 11 245 (p 703) 

378 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer 111 637 ff 

388 unhnowri] in a double sense of soci^ and sexual knowledge 
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The Queen assents^ the Trumpet rends the Skies^ 

And at each Blast a Lady’s Honour dies 
Pleas’d with the strange Success, vast Numbers prest 
Around the Shrine, and made the same Request 395 

What you (she cry’d) unleam’d m Arts to please. 

Slaves to your selves, and ev’n fatigu’d with Ease, 

Who lose a Length of undeservmg Days, 

Wou’d you usurp the Lover’s dear-bou^t Praise^ 

To just Contempt, ye vam Pretenders, fall, 400 

The People’s Fable, and the Scorn of all 
Strait the black Clarion sends a horrid Sound, 

Loud Laughs burst out, and bitter Scoffs fly round. 

Whispers are heard, with Taunts revihng loud. 

And scornful Hisses rim thro all the Croud 405 

Last, those who boast of naighty Aiischiefs done. 

Enslave their Country, or usurp a Throne, 

Or who their Glory’s dire Foundaaon laid. 

On Sovereigns rum’d, or on Friends betray’d. 

Calm, thinkmg Viliams, whom no Faith cou’d fix, 410 

Of crooked Counsels and dark Pohticks, 

Of these a gloomy Tribe surround the Throne, 

And beg to make th’ immortal Treasons known 
The Trumpet roars, long flaky Flames expire. 

With Sparks, that seem’d to set the World on fire 415 

At the dread Sound, pale Mortals stood aghast. 

And startled Nature trembled with the Blast 
This havmg heard and seen, some Pow’r unknown 
Strait chang’d the Scene, and snatch’d me from the Throne 
Before my View appear’d a Structure fair, 420 

Its Site uncertain, if m Earth or Air, , 

With rapid Motion turn’d the Mansion roxmd. 

With ceaseless Noise the rmging Walls resound 
Not less m Number were the spacious Doors, 

Than Leaves on Trees, or Sands upon the Shores, 425 
Which still unfolded stand, by Night, by Day, 

Pervious to Wmds, and open ev’ry way 
As Flames by Nature to the Skies ascend. 

As weighty Bodies to the Center tend. 

As to the Sea retummg Rivers roll, 430 


406 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer ui 721 ff 
414 Flake = ‘a detached portion of flame* (OED) 
418 fi Pope’s note quotes Chaucer ui 828 ff 
428 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer 11 221 ff 
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And the touch’d Needle trembles to the Pole 

Hither, as to their proper Place, arise 

All various Sounds from Earth, and Seas, and Skies, 

Or spoke aloud, or whisper’d m the Ear, 

Nor ever Silence, Rest or Peace in here 435 

As on the smooth Expanse of Chrystal Lakes, 

The smkmg Stone at first a Circle makes, 

The trembhng Surface, by the Motion stir’d, 

Spreads m a second Circle, then a third. 

Wide, and more wide, the floating Rmgs advance, 440 

Fill all the wat’ry Plain, and to the Margin dance 
Thus ev’ry Voice and Sound, when first they break. 

On neighb’rmg Air a soft Impression make. 

Another ambient Circle then they move. 

That, m its turn, impels the next above, 445 

Thro undulatmg Air the Sounds are sent. 

And spread o’er all the fluid Element 
There various News I heard, of Love and Strife, 

Of Peace and War, Health, Sickness, Death, and Life, 

Of Loss and Gain, of Famine and of Store, 450 

Of Storms at Sea, and Travels on the Shore, 

Of Prodigies, and Portents seen m Air, 

Of Fires and Plagues, and Stars with blazing Hair, 

Of Turns of Fortune, Changes in the State, 

The Falls of Fav’rites, Projects of the Great, 455 

Of old Mismanagements, Taxations new — 

All neither wholly false, nor wholly true 
Above, below, without, within, around. 

Confus’d, unnumber’d Multitudes are found. 

Who pass^ repass, advance, and ghde away, 460 

Hosts rais’d by Fear, and Phantoms of a Day 
Astrologers, that future Fates foreshew. 

Projectors, Quacks, and Lawyers not a few. 

And Priests and Party-Zealots, num’rous Bands 

With home-born Lyes, or Tales from foreign Lands, 465 

Each talk’d aloud, or in some secret Place, 

And wild Impatience star’d m ev’ry Face 
The fiymg Rumours gather’d as they roll’d, 


448 fi Pope’s note quotes Chaucer lu 871 ff 

453 Stars Hair^ =* comets 

458 fi* Pope’s note quotes Chaucer lu 944 ff 

463 Projectors'l == ‘promotor of bubble companies, a speculator’ 
ipED) 



187 


the temple of fame 

Scarce any Tale was sooner heard than told, 

And all who told it^ added something new^ 1 470 

And all who heard it^ made Enlargements tooj > 

In ev’ry Ear it spread, on ev^ry Tongue it grew J 
Thus flying East and West, and North and South, 

News traverd with Increase from Mouth to Mouth, 

So from a Spark that kindled first by Chance, 475 

With gath’rmg Force the qmck’mng Flames advance, 

Till to the Clouds their curling Heads aspire. 

And Tow’rs and Temples sink m Floods of Fire 
When thus ripe Lyes are to perfection sprung. 

Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal Tongue, 480 

Thro thousand Vents, impatient forth they flow. 

And rush in Millions on the World below 
Fame sits aloft, and points them out their Course, 

Their Date determines, and prescribes their Force 

Some to remam, and some to perish soon, 485 

Or wane and wax alternate like the Moon 

Around, a thousand wmged Wonders fly, 

Born by the Trumpet’s Blast, and scatter’d thro the Sky 
There, at one Passage, oft you imght survey 
A Lye and Truth contendmg for the way, 490 

And long ’twas doubtful, both so closely pent. 

Which first should issue thro the narrow Vent 
At last agreed, together out they fly, 

Inseparable now, the Truth and Lye, 

The strict Compamons are for ever jom’d, 495 

And this or that unmix’d, no Mortal e’er shall find 
While thus I stood, intent to see and hear. 

One came, methought, and whisper’d m my Ear, 

What cou’d thus high thy rash Ambition raise ? 

Art thou, fond Youth, a Candidate for Praise > 500 

’Tis true, said I, not void of Hopes I came. 

For who so fond as youthful Bards of Fame > 

But few, alas^ the casual Blessmg boast, 

So hard to gam, so easy to be lost 

How vam that second Life in others’ Breath, 505 

Th’ Estate which Wits inherit after Death* 

489 ff Pope’s note quotes Chaucer lu 998 ff 

497 ff ] The hint taken from a passage tn another part of the third book 
<778 ff >, but here more naturally made the conclusion^ with the addition of a 
Moral to the whole In Chaucer, he only answers ^he came to see the placeCy, 
and the book ends abruptly, with his being surprised at the sight of a Man of 
gieat authority and awakmng in a fright [P] 
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Ease> Healthy and Life, for this they must resign, 

(Unsure the Tenure, but how vast the FineO 
The Great Man’s Curse without the Gams endure. 

Be envy’d, wretched, and be flatter’d, poor, 510 

All luckless Wits their Enemies profest. 

And all successful, jealous Fnends at best 
Nor Fame I slight, nor for her Favours call. 

She comes unlook’d for, if she comes at all 

But if the Purchase costs so dear a Price, 515 

As soothmg Folly, or exalting Vice 

Oh’ if the Muse must flatter lawless Sway, 

And follow still where Fortune leads the way. 

Or if no Basis bear my rismg Name, 

But the fall’n Ruins of Another’s Fame 520 

Then teach me. Heaven’ to scorn the guilty Bays, 

Drive from my Breast that wretched Lust of Praise, 
Unblemish’d let me hve, or die unknown. 

Oh grant an honest Fame, or grant me none’ 
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A SACRED ECLOGUE, IN IMITATION OF 
VIRGIL’S POLLIO 

[written c 171a, published, Spectator, 171a] 
ADVERTISEMENT 

In reading several passages of the Prophet Isaiah^ which foretell 
the coming of Christ and the fehaties attending it, I could not 
but observe a remarkable parity between many of the thoughts, 
and tliose m the Pollio of Virgil This will not seem surpnzmg when 
we reflect, that the Eclogue was taken from a Sybtlltne prophecy on 
the same subject One may judge that Virgil did not copy it Ime by 
Ime, but selected such Ideas as best agreed with the nature of pas- 
toral poetry, and disposed them m that manner which servM most 
to beautify lus piece I have endeavour’d the same m this imitation 
of him, tho’ without admitting any thmg of my own, smce it was 
written with this particular view, idiat the reader by comparmg the 
several thoughts might see how far the images and descriptions of 
the Prophet are superior to those of the Poet But as I fear I have 
prejudiced them by my management, I shall subjoin the passages of 
Isaiahy and those of Virgil^ xmder the same disadvantage of a hteral 
translation [P] 

Ye Nymphs of Solyma ' begm the Song 
To heav’nly Themes sublimer Strams belong 
The Mossie Founiams and the Sylvan Shades, 

The Dreams of Pindus and th’ Aonian Maids, 

Delight no more — O Thou my Voice mspire 5 

Who touch’d IsaiaK^ hallow’d Lips with Fire* 

Rapt mto future Times, the Bard begun, 

A Virgin shall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son* 


I Solyincil The latter part of the Greek name for J emsalem, *Iepoa 6 \vfia 
4 Ptndus] A mountain in Thessaly regarded as a seat of the Muses 
Aoman Maids] Aonia was another name for Boeotia The Muses, who 
frequented Mt Helicon in Boeotia, were called Aonides, the Aonian 
Maidens 

7 Rapt] Carried away in spirit, without bodily removal 
begun} The form was common in Pope's time 

8 A Virgin shall conceive All Crimes shaU cease, } V IRG^ fi 4 

V 6 

Jam redit & Virgo, redeunt Satumia regna, 

Jam nova progenies caelo denuttitur alto 

Te duce, si qua manent sceleris vestigia nostn, 
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From Jesseh Root behold a Branch arise^, 

Whose sacred Flow’r with Fragrance fills the Skies 10 
Th* /S^thereal Spirit o’er its Leaves shall move. 

And on its Top descends the Mystic Dove 
Ye Heav’ns * from high the dewy Nectar pour. 

And in soft Silence shed the kmdly Show’r^ 

The Sick and Weak the heahng Plant shall aid, 15 

From Storms a Shelter, and from Heat a Shade 
Ail Crimes shall cease, and ancient Fraud shall fail, 
Returmng Justice hft aloft her Scale, 

Peace o’er the World her Ohve-Wand extend, 

And white-roab’d Innocence from Heav’n descend 20 
Swift fiy the Years, and rise th’expected Morn^ 

Oh spring to Light, Auspicious Babe, be born* 

See Nature hasts her earhest Wreaths to bring, 

With all the Incence of the breathing Spring 


Iinta perpetua sohent forrmdme terras 

Pacatumque reget patriis virtutibus orbem 
Now the Vtigtn returns, now the kingdom of Saturn retwns, now a new 
Progeny is sent down from high heaven By means of thee, whatever reliques 
of our crimes remain, shall be wip^d away, and free the world from perpetual 
fears He shall govern the earth in peace, with the virtues of his Father 
Isaiah, Ch 7 v 14 Behold a Virgin shall conceive, and bear a Son — 
Ch 9 \ 6, 7 Unto us a Child is born, unto us a Son is given, The Prince 
of Peace of the increase of fits government, and of his Peace, there shall he 
no end Upon the Throne of David, and upon his Kingdom, to order and to 
stabhsh It, with judgment, and with justice, for ever and ever [P] 

In classical mythology Astraea, or Justice, left the taith at the end of 
the Golden Age and was placed in the Zodiac as the constellation called 
the Virgin 

9 Jesse* s Roof] Isaiah, Ch 1 1 v i [P] 

13 dewy Nectar'\ Ch 45 v 8 [P] 

It; The Sick and Weai^ Ox 25 v 4 [P] 

18 Returning Justice'l Ch 9 v 7 [P] 

23 See Nature hasts, E 4 v 18 

At tibi prima, puer, nullo munuscula cultu, 

Errantes hedasras passim cum baccare tellus, 

Mixtaque ndenti colocasia fundet acantho 

Ipsa tibi blandos fundent cunabula flores 
For thee, O Child, shall the earth, without being tilled, produce her early 
offerings, winding Ivy, imxed with Baccar, and Colocasia with srmling 
Acanthus Thy Cradle shall pour forth pleasing flowers about thee 

Isaiah, Ch 35 v i The wilderness and the solitary place shall be glad, 
and the desert shall rejoice and blossom as the rose Ch 60 v 13 The glory 
of Lebanon shall come unto thee, the firr-tree, the pine-tree, and the box 
together, to beautify the place of thy Sanctuary [P] 

24 Incence\ Pope seems to combine the suggestions of a flower’s per- 
fume and those of religious homage 
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See lofty Lebanon his Head advance, 25 

See nodding Forests on the Mountains dance. 

See spicy Clouds from lowly Saron rise. 

And CarmeVs flow’ry Top perfumes the Skies* 

Hark* a glad Voice the lonely Desert chears 

Prepare the Way* a God, a God appears 30 

A God, a God* the vocal Hills reply. 

The Rocks proclaim th’approaching Deity 
Lo Earth receives him from the bendmg Skies * 

Sink down ye Mountams, and ye VaUies rise 

With Heads dechn’d, ye Cedars, Homage pay, 35 

Be smooth ye Rocks, ye rapid Floods give way* 

The SAVIOR comes* by ancient Bards foretold 
Hear him ye Deaf, and all ye Bhnd behold* 

He from tluck Films shall purge the visual Ray, 

And on the sightless Eye«ball pour the Day 40 

’Tis he th’obstructed Paths of Sound shall clear. 

And bid new Musick charm th’unfoldmg Ear 
The Dumb shall smg, the Lame his Crutch foregoe. 

And leap exultmg like the bounding Roe 
No Sigh, no Murmur the wide World shall hear, 45 

From ev’ry Face he wipes off ev^ry Tear 
In adamantine Chains shall Death be bound. 

And Hell’s grim Tyrant feel th’etemal Woxmd 
As the good Shepherd tends his fleecy Care, 

Seeks freshest Pasture and the purest Air, 50 

Explores the lost, the wand’rmg Sheep directs, 

25 lofty Lebanon] Ch 35 V 2 [P] 

29 Harkf a glad Voice ^ &c] Virg e 4 v 46 <48-9) 

Aggredere 6 magnos, adent jam tempus, hongres, 

Cara deum soboles, magnum Jovis incrementum 

Ipsi laetitia voces ad sydera jactant 
Intonsi montes, ipsas jam carmina rapes, 

Ipsa sonant arbusta, Deus, deus ille Menalcal 

E 5 V 62 

Oh come and receive the mighty honours The time draws mghf O beloved 
offspring of the Gods, O great encrease of Jove! The uncultivated mountains 
send shouts of joy to the stars y the very rocks sing in verse^ the very shrubs cry 
outy A Gody a God ^ 

Isaiah, Ch 40 v 3, 4 The voice of him that crieth in the wildernessy 
Prepare ye the way of the Lord ^ make strait Ju desert a high way for our 
God^ Every valley shall he exaltedy and every mountain and hill shall be 
made lowy and the crooked shall he made straity and the rough places plain 
Ch 44 v 23 Break forth into singing y ye mountains f O forest y and every 
tree therein ' for the Lord hath redeemed Israel [P] 
sSff Ch 42 V 18 Ch 35 V 5, 6 [P] 47 Ch 25 v 8 [P] 

51 Explores] To search for, to find by searching 
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By Day o’ersees them, and by Night protects, 

The tender Lambs he raises m his Arms, 

Feeds from his Hand, and m his Bosom warms 
Thus shall Mankmd his Guardian Care ingage, 55 

The promis’d Father of the future Age 
No more shall Nation agamst Nation rise, 

Nor ardent Warriors meet with hateful Eyes, 

Nor Fields with gleaming Steel be cover’d o’er, 

The Brazen Trumpets kmdle Rage no more 60 

But useless Lances into Scythes shall bend. 

And the broad Faulchion m a Plow-share end 
Then Palaces shall rise, the joyful Son 
Shall fimsh what his short-hv’d Sire begun. 

Their Vines a Shadow to tiieir Race shall yield, 65 

And the Same Hand that sow’d, shall reap the Field 
The Swam in barren Desarts wit±L surprize 
See Liihes sprmg, and sudden Verdure rise. 

And Starts, amidst the thirsty Wdds, to hear 

New Falls of Water murm’rmg in his Ear 70 

On rifted Rocks, the Dragon’s late Abodes, 

The green Reed trembles, and the Bulrush nods 
Waste sandy Valhes, once perplex’d with Thom, 

The spiry Firr and shapely Box adorn. 

To leaf-less Shrubs the flow’ring Palms succeed, 75 

And od’rous Myrtle to the noisome Weed 

The Lambs with Wolves shall graze the verdant Mead, 

53 Ch V II [P] 

56 The promised Father] Ch 9 v 6 [P] 

57 Ch a v 4 [P] 

63 the soy ful Son] Ch 6$ v ai, aa [P] 

67 The Swam in barren Desarts, e 4 v a8 

Molh paulatim fiavescet campus ansta, 

Incultisque rubens pendebit sentibus uva, 

Et durae quercus sudabunt roscida mella 
The field shall grow yellow with npm^d ears, and the red grape shall hang 
upon the vnld brambles, and the hard Oaks shall dtsiill honey like dew 
Isaiah, Ch 35 v 7 The parched ground shall become a pool, and the 
tktrsty land springs of water In the habitations where dragons lay, shall be 
grass, and reeds and rushes Ch 55 v 13 Instead of the thorn shall come up 
the firr’^tree, and instead of the briar shall come up the myrtle’-iree [P] 

Ch 35 V 1,7 [PI 

73 sandy Valltes] Ch 41 v 19, and Ch 55 v 13 [P] 

perplexed] Intricate, entangled 

77 The Lambs with Wolves, See] Vi'RG E 4 v ai 

Ipsae lacte domum referent distenta capellae 
Ubera, nec magnos metuent armenta leones— 
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And Boys m fiow’ry Bands the Tyger lead* 

The Steer and Lion at one Crib shall meet ^ 

And harmless Serpents hck the Pilgrim’s Feet 80 

The smilmg Infant m his Hand shall take 
The crested Basihsk and speckled Snake, 

Pleas’d, the green Lustre of the Scales survey. 

And with their forky Tongue shall innocently play 
Rise, crown’d with Light, Imperial Salem rise’ 85 

Exalt thy Tow’ry Head, and hft thy Eyes ’ 

See, a long Race thy spatious Courts adorn, 

See future Sons, and Daughters yet unborn 
In crowding Ranks on ev’ry Side arise. 

Demanding Life, impatient for the Skies’ 90 

See barb’rous Nations at thy Gates attend. 

Walk m thy Light, and m thy Temple bend 

See thy bright Altars throng’d with prostrate Kings, 

And heap’d with Products of Sabaan Springs ’ 


Occidet & serpens, & fallax herba veneni 
Occidet 

The goats shall hear to the fold their udders distended with milk nor shall 
the herds be afraid of the greatest lions The seipents shall die^ and the herb 
that conceals poison shall die 

Isaiah, Ch ii v 6 &c The wolf shall dwell with the lamb, and the 
leopard shall he down with the kid, arid the calf and the young lion and the 
failing together, and a little child shall lead them — And the hon shall eat 
straw like the ox And the sucking child shall play on the hole of the asp, and 
the weaned child shall put his hand on the den of the cockatrice [P] 

77 The Lambs'l Ch 1 1 v 6, 7, 8 [P] 

80 Ch 65, V 25 [P] 

82 Basilisk\ A fabulous reptile (Lat basihscus) characterized by a crest 
on Its head 

85 Rise, crowned with Light, ^c ] The thoughts of Isaiah, which com- 
pose the latter part of the Poem, are wonderfully elevated, and much 
above those general exclamations of Virgil which make the loftiest parts 
of his Pollio 

Magnus ab integro sceclorum nascitur or do ^ 

toto surget gens aurea mundo t 

incipient magni procedere menses ' 

Aspice, venture Icetentur ut omnia sceclo f &c 

<11 s, 9, 12, 52> 

The reader needs only turn to the passages of Isaiah, here cited [P] 
85 Rise, crowned] Ch 60 v i [P] 

Salem] Bakqfji was thought to be an ancient name of Jerusalem 
87 a long Race] Ch 60 v 4 [P] 

91 f Ch 60 V 3 [P] 

94 Sabeean Springs] Ch 60 v 6 [P] 

Saba (Sheba in AV) was famous for its gold and incense 
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For thee, Idwne^s spicy Forests blow. 

And Seeds of Gold in Ophyr^s Mountains glow 
See Heav’n its sparkling Portals wide display. 

And break upon thee m a Flood of Day^ 

No more the rising Sun shall gild the Mom, 

Nor Evening Cynthia fill her silver Horn, 

But lost, dissolv’d in thy superior Rays, 

One Tyde of Glory, one unclouded Blaze, 

O’erfiow thy Courts The Light Himself shall shine 
Reveal’d, and God’s eternal Day be thine* 

The Seas shall waste, the Skies m Smoke decay, 105 
Rocks fall to Dust, and Mountains melt away. 

But fix’d Hts Word, Hts saving Pow’r remains 
Thy Realm for ever lasts* thy own Messiah reigns* 

95 Idume'l The Greek equivalent of Edom, a region to the south of 
Palestine 

96 Ophyrl A place celebrated m antiquity for its gold, but whether it 
was m Africa, Arabia, or the Far East remains uncertain Gold was 
popularly believed to ripen, plant-like, within the earth 

99 No more the rising Sim} Ch 60 v 19, 20 [P] 

106 melt auay} Ch 5 1 \ 6 and Ch 54 v 10 [P] 
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Wtndsor-Forest 


TO THE EIGHT HONOURABLE 
GEORGE LORD LANSDOWN 

[written 1704-13, published 1713] 

Non tnjuffa cano Te nof tr^y Vare, Myricce 
Te Nemus omne canetj nec Phosho grattor ulla est 
Qiiamfibt quce Vari prcofcnpfit Pagina nomen 

VIRG 

Thy Forests^ Windsor \ and thy green Retreats, 

At once the Monarch’s and the Muse’s Seats, 

Invite my Lays Be present. Sylvan Maids ^ 

Unlock your Sprmgs, and open all your Shades 
Granville commands Your Aid O Muses bring’ 5 

What Muse for Granville can refuse to smg ^ 

The Groves of Edeuy vamsh’d now so long. 

Live in Description, and look green m Song 
Thesey were my Breast mspir’d with equal Flame, 

Like them m Beauty, should be like m Fame 10 

Here Hills and Vales, the Woodland and the Flam, 

Here Earth and Water seem to strive again. 

Not C/zaos-like together crush’d and bruis’d, 

But as the World, harmomously confus’d 

Where Order m Variety we see, 15 

And where, tho’ all things differ, all agree 

Here waving Groves a checquer’d Scene display. 

And part admit and part exclude the Day, 

As some coy Nymph her Lover’s warm Address 

Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repress 20 

There, mterspers’d in Lawns and opemng Glades, 

Thin Trees arise that shim each others Shades 

I This poem was wntten at two different times the first part of it 
which relates to the country, in the year 1704, at the same time with the 
Pastorals the latter part was not added till the year 1713, in which it was 
publish’d [P] 

The ‘first part’ ended at 1 290 (see aqon) 

3, &c originally thus, 

Chaste Goddess of the woods. 

Nymphs of the Vales, and Naiads of the floods, 

Lead me thro* arching bow*rs, and ghmm*nng glades [P] 

7 ff Alluding to the ‘Eden’ re-created in Par Lost 
21 Lawns^ An open space between woods, a glade Cf 11 81, 149 
PAP — H 195 
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Here in full Light the russet Plains extend. 

There wrapt in Clouds the blueish Hills ascend 
Ev*n the wild Heath displays her Purple Dies, 

And ’midst the Desart fruitful Fields arise. 

That crown’d with tufted Trees and springing Corn, 

Like verdant Isles the sable Waste adorn 
Let India boast her Plants, nor envy we 
The weeping Amber or the balmy Tree, 

While by our Oaks the precious Loads are born. 

And Realms commanded which those Trees adorn 
Not proud Olympus 3)ields a nobler Sight, 

Tho’ Gods assembled grace his tow’rmg Height, 

Than what more humble Mountains offer here. 

Where, m their Blessings, all those Gods appear 
See Pan with Flocks, with Fruits Pomona crown’d. 

Here blushmg Flora pamts th’enamel’d Ground, 

Here Ceres* Gifts in waving Prospect stand, 

And noddmg tempt the joyful Reaper’s Hand, 

Rich Industry sits smihng on the Plams, 

And Peace and Plenty tell, a Stuart reigns 
Not thus the Land appear’d in Ages past, 

A dreary Desart and a gloomy Waste, 

To Savage Beasts and Savage Laws a Prey, 

23 russei\ Of a rcddish-bro%\n colour 

2 s Why should I smg our better sims or atr^ 

Who^e vital draughts prevent the leach* s care^ 

While tho* fresh fields th* enlivening odoius breathe ^ 

Or spread with vernal blooms the purple heath [P] 

27 tufted Trees] OBD defines tuft as a ‘small group of trees or bushes, 
a clump^ 

3 X Oaks] Alluding to the ships built of English oak which ‘bore* 
valuable spices to England and en ibled her to rule over the lands whence 
they came 

38 enamel* d Ground] A technical phrase, referring to the process ‘of 
entirely covering metals with enamel, to form i ground foi painting in 
vitnfiable colours * The ground is in painting the ‘mam surface or first 
coating of colour, serving as a support for other colours or a background 
for designs ’ 

43 ff This portion of the poem re-creates the traditional view of the 
tyrannies exercised by the Norman kings, especially as they were 
illustrated in the formation of the New Forest as a royal hunting groimd 
by William I The fact that so many members of the Conqueror’s family 
met their death in the New Forest led commentators into the mythical 
view that these deaths were examples of divine vengeance, taken because 
of the wickedness involved in the creation of the royal preserve This is 
an essential element in Pope’s version 

43 Savc^e Laws] The Forest Laws [P] 

‘With the Norman Conquest the forest law and the forest courts of 
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And Kings more furious and severe than they 
Who claim’d the Skies, dispeopled Air and Floods, 

The lonely Lords of empty Wilds and Woods 
Cities laid waste, they storm’d the Dens and Caves, 

(For wiser Brutes were backward to be Slaves) 50 

What could be free, when lawless Beasts obey’d. 

And ev’n the Elements a Tyrant sway’d ? 

In vain kmd Seasons swell’d the teemmg Gram, 

Soft Show’rs distill’d, and Suns grew warm m vam. 

The Swain with Tears his frustrate Labour yields, 55 
And famish’d dies amidst his ripen’d Fields 
What wonder then, a Beast or Subject slam 
Were equal Crimes in a Despotick Reign, 

Both doom’d alike for sportive Tyrants bled. 

But while the Subject starv’d, the Beast was fed 60 

Proud Ntmrod first the bloody Chace began, 

A mighty Hunter, and his Prey was Man 

Our haughty Norman boasts that barb’rous Name, 

And makes his tremblmg Slaves the Royal Game 
The Fields are ravish’d from th’mdustrious Swams, 65 
From Men their Cities, and from Gods their Fanes 
The levell’d Towns with Weeds he cover’d o’er. 

The hollow Wmds thro’ naked Temples roar, 

Roimd broken Columns claspmg Ivy twin’d, 

O’er Heaps of Rum stalk’d the stately Hmd, 70 

Normandy were introduced into England, and they resulted in a rapid 
and violent extension of “forest” land — ^that is, land outside (forts) the 
common law and subject to a special law, whose object was the preserva- 
tion of the king’s hunting The word “forest” was thus a legal and not a 
geographical term See An Historical Geography of England Before A D 
1800 (1936), ed H C Darby 

57, &c No wonder savages or subjects slain — 

But subjects starved while savages were fed 
It was originally thus, but the word Savages is not properly apply’d to 
beasts but to men , which occasion’d the alteration [P] 

61 f The text of Genesis speaks of Nimrod only as a hunter, but com- 
mentators make it clear that he was regarded as the type of the despot 
65 The fields are ravish’d etc ] Alluding to the destruction made in the 
New Forest, and the Tyrannies exercis’d there by William I [P] 

65 The Fields Fanes’l Translated from, 

Templa adimit divis, fora civtbus, arva colonis, 
an old monkish writer, I forget who [P] 

Pope’s forgotten source was Camden’s Britannia (Newly Translated into 
English With Large Additions and Improvements London, 1695, P 
1 15), where it is said of the New Forest * there are extant some Verses 
of John White [1510-1560] Bishop of Winchester which falsely 
attribute the making of this Forest to William Rufus ’ 
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The Fox obscene to gaping Tombs retiresj 
And savage Howlmgs fill the sacred Quires 
Aw^d by his Nobles, by his Commons curst, 

Th’ Oppressor rul’d Tyranmck where he dursty 

Stretch’d o’er tlie Poor, and Church, his Iron Rod, 75 

And serv’d alike his Vassals and his God 

Whom ev’n the Saxon spar’d, and bloody Daney 

The wanton Victims of Ins Sport remam 

But see the Man who spacious Regions gave 

A Waste for Beasts, himself deny’d a Grave* 80 

Stretch’d on the Lawn his second Hope survey. 

At once the Chaser and at once the Prey 
Lo Rufusy tuggmg at the deadly Dart, 

Bleeds m the Forest, like a wounded Hart 
Succeeding Monarchs heard the Subjects Cries, 85 

Nor saw displeas’d the peaceful Cottage rise 
Then gath’rmg Flocks on unknown Mountains fed. 

O’er sandy Wilds were yellow Harvests spread. 

The Forests wonder’d at th’imusual Gram, 

And secret Transport touch’d the conscious Swam 90 
Fair Liberty y Bntanma^s Goddess, rears 
Her chearful Head, and leads the golden Years 
Ye vig’rous Swains* while Youth ferments your Blood, 
And purer Spirits swell the sprightly Flood, 

Now range the Hills, the gameful Woods beset, 95 

Wind the shrill Horn, or spread the wavmg Net 
When milder Autumn Summer’s Heat succeeds, 

7a var And wolves mth howling filly ] The Author thought this an 

error, wolves not being common in England at the time of the Conqueror 

[P] 

Cf Summery 1 79W 

79-84 The deaths of both William I and William III Were hastened 
by falls from horses while hunting, and an element of divine justice was 
attributed to both accidents by opponents of William III Throughout 
this whole passage Pope seems to imply a parallel between the reigns of 
the two kings 

81 second Hope] Richard, second Son of William the Conqueror [P] 

87 on unknown Mountains fed] Mountains hitherto unknown to the 
flocks, now for the first time permitted to feed there 

91 Oh may no more a foreign master's rage 

With wrongs yet lega!, curse a future age ' 

Still spready fair Liberty ' thy heav'nly wingSy 

Breath plenty on the fields, and fragrance on the springs [P] 

94 The allusion is to the animal spmts which were supposed to mo\e 
in the blood 

97 When yellow autumn summer's heat succeeds. 

And into wine the purple harvest bleeds. 
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And in the new-shom Field the Partridge feeds, 

Before his Lord the ready Spaniel bounds. 

Panting with Hope, he tries the furrow’d Grounds, 100 
But when the tainted Gales the Game betray. 

Couch’d close he lyes, and meditates the Prey, 

Secure they trust li’unfaithful Field, beset. 

Till hov’rmg o’er ’em sweeps the swelling Net 

Thus (if small Thmgs we may with great compare) 105 

When Albion sends her eager Sons to War, 

Some thoughtless Town, with Ease and Plenty blest. 

Near, and more near, the closmg Lmes mvest, 

Sudden they seize th’amaz’d, defenceless Prize, 

And high in Air Britannia^ s Standard flies no 

See* from the Brake the whirring Pheasant sprmgs. 

And mounts eicultmg on triumphant Wmgs, 

Short is his Joy* he feels the fiery Wound, 

Flutters m Blood, and panting beats the Ground 

Ah* what avail his glossie, varymg Dyes, 115 

His Purple Crest, and Scarlet-circled Eyes, 

The vivid Green his shimng Plumes unfold. 

His pamted Wmgs, and Breast that flames with Gold ^ 

Nor yet, when moist Arcturus clouds the Sky, 

The Woods and Fields their pleasing Toils deny 120 
To Plams with well-breath’d Beagles we repair. 

And trace the Mazes of the circhng Hare 
(Beasts, urg’d by us, their Fellow Beasts pursue. 

And learn of Man each other to imdo ) 

With slaught’ring Gims th’unweary’d Fowler roves, 125 
When Frosts have whiten’d all the naked Groves, 

Where Doves m Flocks the leafless Trees o’ershade, 

And lonely Woodcocks haunt the watry Glade 
He hfts the Tube, and levels with his Eye, 

Strait a short Thunder breaks the frozen Sky 130 

The partridge feeding in the new-shorn fields 
Both morning sports and evening pleasures yields 
Perhaps the Author thought it not allowable to describe the season by 
a circumstance not proper to our climate, the vintage [P] But see 
Autumn^ 747* (p 134) 

101 tainted^ Imbued with the scent of an animal 

102 meditatesl To fix one’s attention upon, to observe with interest or 
intentness 

105 ff Perhaps inspired by the capture of Gibraltar in 1704 
1 19 When hoary winter cloaths the year in white^ 

The woods and fields to pleasing toils invite [P] 

1 19 See Autumn^ yzn (p 134) 

129 The fowler lifts hu level* d tube on high [P] 
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Ofta as in Airy Rings they skim the Heathy 
The clam’rous Lapwmgs feel the Leaden Death 
Oft as the mountmg Larks their Notes prepare, 

They fall, and leave their htde Lives m Air 

In gemal Sprmg, beneath the qmv^rmg Shade 135 

Where cooling Vapours breathe along the Mead, 

The patient Fisher takes his silent Stand 
Intent, his Angle trembling in his Hand, 

With Looks immov’d, he hopes the Scaly Breed, 

And eyes the dancing Cork and bendmg Reed 140 

Our plenteous Streams a various Race supply. 

The bright-ey’d Perch with Fins of Tynan Dye, 

The silver Eel, m shinmg Volumes roll’d. 

The yellow Carp, m Scales bedrop’d with Gold, 

Swift Trouts, diversify’d with Crimson Stains, 145 

And Pykes, the Tyrants of the watry Plams 
Now Cancer glows with Phoebus^ fiery Car, 

The Youth rush eager to the Sylvan War, 

Swarm o’er the Lawns, the Forest Walks surround, 

Rowze the fleet Hart, and chear the opemng Hound 150 
Th’impatient Courser pants m ev’ry Vem, 

And pawmg, seems to beat the distant Plain, 

Hills, Vales, and Floods appear already crost. 

And ere he starts, a thousand Steps are lost 
See^ the bold Youth strain up the threatnmg Steep, 155 
Rush thro’ the Thickets, down the Valhes sweep. 

Hang o’er their Coursers Heads with eager Speed, 

And Earth rolls back beneath the fiymg Steed 
Let old Arcadia boast her ample Plam, 

Th’ Immortal Himtress, and her Virgin Tram, 160 

Nor envy Windsor^ smce thy Shades have seen 
As bnght a Goddess, and as chast a Queen, 

Whose Care, like hers, protects the Sylvan Reign, 

The Earth’s fair Light, and Empress of the Mam 

143 Volumes\ Coils, folds, convolutions, especially of a serpent 
147 But when bright Phoebus from the twins invites 

Our active genius to more free delights^ 

With springing day we range the lawns around [P] 

The sun (Phoebus’s car) is m the constellation of the Twins (the 
zodiacal sign of Gemini) from about May zi to June 22 It enters the 
constellation of the Crab (the zodiacal sign of Cancer) at the summer 
solstice, Jime 22 

150 Rowze] A technical hunting term ‘to rouse a hart, is to raise him 
from his harbour’ 

opening] Givmg tongue 

163 An allusion to the interest taken by Anne m huntmg 
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Here too, ’tis sung, of old Diana stray’d, 165 

And Cynthus^ Top forsook for Windsor Shade, 

Here was she seen o’er Airy Wastes to rove. 

Seek the clear Spring, or haunt the pathless Grove, 

Here arm’d with Silver Bows, m early Dawn, 

Her buskm’d Virgins trac’d the Dewy Lawn 170 

Above the rest a rural Nymph was fam’d. 

Thy Offspring, Thames^ the fair Lodona nam’d, 

(Lodona^s Fate, m long Obhvion cast. 

The Muse shall smg, and what she smgs shall last) 

Scarce could the Goddess from her Nymph be known, 175 
But by the Crescent and the golden Zone, 

She scorn’d the Praise of Beauty, and the Care, 

A Belt her Waste, a Fillet bmds her Hair, 

A pamted Quiver on her Shoulder sounds. 

And with her Dart the flymg Deer she woimds 180 

It chanc’d, as eager of the Chace the Maid 
Beyond the Forest’s verdant Limits stray’d. 

Pan saw and lov’d, and burning with Desire 
Pursu’d her Fhght, her Fhght increas’d his Fire 
Not half so swift the trembhng Doves can fly, 185 

When the fierce Eagle cleaves the hquid Sky, 

Not half so swiftly the fierce Eagle moves. 

When thro’ the Clouds he drives the trembhng Doves, 

As from the God she flew with furious Pace, 

Or as the God, more furious, urg’d the Chace 190 

Now famting, sinkmg, pale, the Nymph appears. 

Now close behmd his soimdmg Steps she hears. 

And now his Shadow reach’d her as she run, 

(His Shadow lengthen’d by the settmg Sm) 

And now his shorter Breath with sultry Air 195 

Pants on her Neck, and fans her partmg Hair 
In vam on Father Thames she calls for Aid, 

Nor could Diana help her injur’d Maid 

Famt, breathless, thus she pray’d, nor pray’d m vam, 

*Ah Cynthia^ ah — ^tho’ bamsh’d from thy Tram, 200 

Let me, O let me, to the Shades repair. 

My native Shades — ^there weep, and murmur there ’ 

She said, and meltmg as m Tears she lay. 

In a soft, silver Stream dissolv’d away 

170 tradd\ I e trod or traversed 

176 Crescent] The crescent moon, emblem of Diana 

Zone] A girdle or belt 

186 hqmd Sky] Latin bqmdus, i e clear, transparent 
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The Sliver Stream her Virgin Coldness keeps^ 205 

For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps. 

Still bears the Name the hapless Virgm bore. 

And bathes the Forest where she rang’d before 
In her chast Current oft the Goddess laves. 

And with Celestial Tears augments the Waves 210 

Oft m her Glass the musing Shepherd spies 

The headlong Mountains and the downward Skies, 

The watry Landskip of the pendant Woods, 

And absent Trees that tremble m the Floods, 

In the clear azure Gleam the Flocks are seen, 215 

And floatmg Forests pamt the Waves with Green 
Thro’ the fair Scene rowl slow the Imgring Streams, 

Then foammg pour along, and rush into the Thames 
Thou too, great Father of the British Floods * 

With joyful Pride survey’st our lofty Woods, 220 

Where tow’rmg Oaks their growmg Honours rear. 

And future Navies on thy Shores appear 

Not Neptune^s self from all his Streams receives 

A wealthier Tribute, than to thme he gives 

No Seas so rich, so gay no Banks appear, 225 

No Lake so gende, and no Sprmg so clear 

Nor Po so swells the fablmg Poet’s Lays, 

While led along the Skies his Current strays. 

As thme, which visits Wtndsor^s fam’d Abodes, 

To grace the Mansion of our earthly Gods 230 

Nor all his Stars above a Lustre show. 

Like the bright Beauties on thy Banks below. 

Where subdu’d by mortal Passion still, 

Might change Olympus for a nobler Hill 
Happy the Man whom this bright Court approves, 235 

207 Still hears the Name'\ The Pwer Loddon [P] 

As the nver Loddon flows into the Thames near Binfield, Pope perhaps 
knew It better than the other tributaries he mentions later The idea of 
usmg the Loddon may have been suggested by the fact that the nver in 
Arcadia where Syrinx met her fate (Ovid, Met , I 702) was called the 
Ladon 

211-16 These six lines were added after the first writing of this poem 

[P] 

228 Virgil {Georgies i 482, iv 372) and Ovid {Met , 11 372) gave to the 
nver Po the name of Endanus, a constellation of the southern hemisphere 
which has the form of a winding river 

23 s Happy the man who to the shades retiies, 

But doubly happy, if the Muse inspires ' 

Blest whom the sweets of home-felt quiet please, 

But far more blest y who study joins with ease p] 
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His Sovereign favours, and his Country loves. 

Happy next him who to these Shades retires. 

Whom Nature charms, and whom the Muse mspires. 
Whom humbler Joys of home-felt Quiet please, 

Successive Study, Exercise and Ease 240 

He gathers Health from Herbs the Forest yields. 

And of their fragrant Physick spoils the Fields 
With Chymic Art exalts the Zvim’ral Pow’rs, 

And draws the Aromatick Souls of Flow’rs 
Now marks the Course of roUmg Orbs on high, 245 

O’er figur’d Worlds now travels with his Eye 
Of ancient Writ unlocks the learned Store, 

Consults the Dead, and hves past Ages o’er 
Or wandrmg thoughtful m the silent Wood, 

Attends the Duties of the Wise and Good, 250 

T’observe a Mean, be to himself a Friend, 

To follow Nature, and regard his End 
Or looks on Heav’n with more than mortal Eyes, 

Bids his free Soul expatiate m the Skies, 

Amid her Kmdred Stars famihar roam, 255 

Survey the Region, and confess her Home ^ 

Such was the Life great Sapto once admir’d. 

Thus Atticusy and Trumhal thus retir’d 
Ye sacred Nine* that all my Soul possess. 

Whose Raptures fire me, and whose Visions bless, 260 
Bear me, oh bear me to sequester’d Scenes, 

The Bow’ry Mazes and surrounding Greens, 

To Thames*^ Banks which fragrant Breezes fill. 

Or where ye Muses sport on Cooper^s Hill 


243 exalts] In Alchemy and early Chemistry To raise (a substance 
or Its qualities) to a higher ‘degree* to intensify, render more 
powerful 

244 draws] To inhale, or perhaps to extract by suction or distillation 

246 figured Worlds] Perhaps the Zodiac, or a globe of the world To 

figure is to portray or represent 

257 After his victory over Hanmbal in the second Punic War, Scipio 
Africanus declined political distmctions offered him When, many years 
later, his enemies brought him to trial on charges of misconduct, he 
reminded the Romans of his past services, set the laws at defiance, and 
retired to his country seat at Litemum He never returned to Rome, but 
passed his life cultivating his estate 

258 Atticus] Titus Pomponius, the friend and correspondent of 
Cicero, refused to sue for public honour or to become engaged in pohtical 
controversy Instead he withdrew from Rome to Athens and devoted 
himself to a life of study He was called Atticus because of his long 
residence in Athens 
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(On Cooper*^ Hill eternal Wreaths shall grow, 265 

While lasts the Mountain, or while Thames shall flow) 

I seem thro’ consecrated Walks to rove, 

I hear soft Musick dye along the Grove, 

Led by the Sound I roam from Shade to Shade, 

By God-hke Poets Venerable made 270 

Here his first Lays Majestick Denham sung, 

There the last Numbers flow’d from Cowley^s Tongue 
O early lost* what Tears the River shed 
When the sad Pomp along his Banks was led ? 

His droopmg Swans on ev’ry Note expire, 275 

And on his Willows hung each Muse’s Lyre 

Smce Fate relentless stop’d their Heav’nly Voice, 

No more the Forests rmg, or Groves rejoice. 

Who now shall charm the Shades where Cowley strung 
His hvmg Harp, and lofty Denham sung ? 280 

But hark* the Groves rejoice, the Forest rmgs* 

Are these reviv’d ? or is it Granville smgs ? 

’Tis yours, my Lord, to bless our soft Retreats, 

And call the Muses to their ancient Seats, 

To pamt anew the flow’ry Sylvan Scenes, 285 

To crown the Forests with Immortal Greens, 

Make Windsor Hills m lofty Numbers rise. 

And lift her Turrets nearer to the Skies, 

To smg those Honours you deserve to wear, 

And add new Lustre to her Silver Star 290 

266 Mountatn\ Cooper’s Hill See Spring, zin (p 124) 

271 first Lays\ Before the opening of the Cml War in 1642, Denham 
had written The Destruction of Troy (a translation of Aeneid ii), the first 
draft of Cooper* s Hill, and The Sophy His house in Egham, near Windsor, 
was confiscated by the Parliamentary forces in 1643 

272 Mr Cowley died at Chertsey, on the Borders of the Forest, and was 
from thence convey* d to Westminster [P] 

273 O early losi\ Cowley died in 1667, at the age of 49 His body was 
floated down the river from Chertsey to London 

275 What sighs, what murmurs filVd the vocal shore t 
Hu tuneful swaru were heard to smg no more JP] 

276 each Muse*s Lyre'\ Cowley attempted many poetical genres In his 
epitaph in Westminster Abbey, he is called Anglorum Pindartu, Flaccus, 
Maro 

290 All the lines that follow were not added to the poem till the year 
1710 What immediately followed this, and made the Conclusion, were 
these, 

My humble Muse in unambitious strains 
Paints the green forests and the flow’ry plains. 

Where I obscurely pass my careless days. 

Pleas’d in the silent shade with empty praise. 
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Here noble Surrey felt the sacred Rage, 

Surr^i the Granville of a former Age 
Matchless his Pen, victorious was his Lance, 

Bold m the Lists, and graceful in the Dance 
In the same Shades the Cupids tun’d his Lyre, 295 

To the same Notes, of Love, and soft Desire 
Fair Geraldine^ bright Object of his Vow, 

Then fill’d the Groves, as heav’nly Myra now 
Oh wou’dst thou smg what Heroes Windsor bore. 

What Kmgs first breath’d upon her wmdmg Shore, 300 
Or raise old Warriors whose ador’d Remams 
In weepmg Vaults her hallow’d Earth contains* 

With Edward’s Acts adorn the shinmg Page, 

Stretch his long Triumphs down thro’ ev’ry Age, 

Draw Monarchs cham’d, and Cresst’s glorious Field, 305 

The LiUies blazmg on the Regal Shield 

Then, from her Roofs when Vemo’s Colours fall. 

And leave manimate the naked Wall, 

Enough for me that to the listening swains 
First in these fields I sung the sylvan strains [P] 

290 Silver Star] The Star of the Order of the Garter, instituted at 
Windsor Castle by Edward III It was to provide a meeting-place for the 
Order that Edward reconstructed Windsor Castle 

291 Surrey] Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey, one of the first Refiners of 
the English Poetry, who flounsKd in the time of Henry the Vlllth [P] 

297 Fair Geraldine] Lady Elizabeth Fitzgerald (1528^-89), yoimgest 
daughter of the Earl of Kildare Surrey’s love poems were long supposed 
to have been addressed to her 

298 Myra] The name Granville bestowed m his songs, first upon Mary 
of Modena, then upon Frances Brudenal, Countess of Newburgh, when 
the latter became his mistress 

300 Edward III (1312) and Henry VI (1421) were born at Windsor 
Edward IV, Henry VIII, and Charles I were buried there 

winding Shore] Perhaps Pope knew the etymological meamng of the 
word Windsor as given m CamderCs Britannia (1695), p 15 1 ‘Next the 
Thames goes to Windsor, call’d in Saxon Wmdesoure, Windlesora, and 
also Wmdlesofra from the winding hanks, ofre in that language signifying 
a hank or shore * But compare Dryden, Mn , i 809 ‘The Ports and Creeks 
of ev’ry winding Shore’ 

303 Edward III horn here [P] 

303-10 Antomo Verrio (1639-1707) had represented in St George’s 
Hall at Windsor the triumphal procession in which King John of France 
was led captive by the Black Prince See Ep to Burlington), 146 (p 593) 

305 Monarches cham’d] An allusion to David II, King of Scotland, 
taken prisoner at the battle of Neville’s Cross in 1346 and released in 
1357, and to Jean le Bon, Kmg of France, whom the Black Prince 
defeated and captured at Poitiers in 1356 

306 On Jan 26, 1340, Edward III assumed the title of king of France, 
and quartered the lilies of France with the leopards of England 

307 Vemo’s painted ceilings had begun to deteriorate 



206 


POEMS I7OO-I717 

Still m thy Song shou’d vanquish’d France appear, 

And bleed for ever under Bntatn^s Spear 310 

Let softer Strains Ill-fated Henry mourn, 

And Palms Eternal flourish round his Um 
Here o’er the Martyr-King the Marble vsreeps. 

And fast beside him, once-fear’d Edward sleeps 
Whom not th’extended Albion could contam, 315 

From old Belenum to the Northern Mam, 

The Grave umtes, where ev’n the Great find Rest, 

And blended he th’ Oppressor and th’ Opprest* 

Make sacred Charleses Tomb for ever known, 

(Obscure the Place, and unmscnb’d the Stone) 320 

Oh Fact accurst! \^iat Tears has Albion shed, 

Heav’ns * what new Wounds, and how her old have bled > 
She saw her Sons with purple Deaths expire. 

Her sacred Domes mvolv’d m rollmg Fire, 

A dreadful Series of Intestine Wars, 325 

Inglonous Triumphs, and dishonest Scars 
At length great ANNA said — ^Let Discord cease * 

She said, the World obey’d, and all was Peace ^ 

In that blest Moment, from his Oozy Bed 
Old Father Thames advanc’d his rev’rend Head 330 

311 Henry] Henry VI [P] 

Edward, duke of York, proclaimed himself king under the title of 
Edward IV in 1461 Henry VI was a fugitive in the North until he was 
taken pnsoner m 1465 From October, 1470, to April, 1471, Henry was 
restored to the throne, and Edward took flight Henry’s allies were 
defeated at Barnet, April 14, 1471, and Henry was probably murdered on 
May 21 His body was transferred from its grave m Chertsey Abbey to 
Windsor in 1484 He was buried in St George’s Chapel, not far from 
Edward IV, who had been buried there m 1483 The palms eternal are 
not those of victory, but of martyrdom 
314 Edward\ Edward IV [P] 

316 old Belenum] Belenum (or Bolenum) promontonum was the Latin 
name for Land’s End 

319 Charleses Tomb] The body of Charles I was buried in St George’s 
Clmpel, m the same tomb as Henry VIII, and without any service 

323 ff The Great Plague (1665), the Great Fire (1666), and the 
Revolution of 1688 evil effects of Charles I’s execution 

324 Domes] A stately building, a mansion 
326 dishonest] Shameful 

330 Between Verse 328 and 329 originally stood these lines. 

From shore to shore exulting shouts he heard, 

0 *er all his banks a lambent light appeared. 

With sparkling flames heavens glomng concave shone. 

Fictitious stars, and glories not her own 
He saw, and gently rose above the stream. 

His shining horns diffus'd a golden gleam 
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His Tresses dxopt with Dews^ and o’er the Stream 
His shmmg Homs diffus’d a golden Gleam 
Grav’d on his Urn appear’d the Moon, that guides 
His swellmg Waters, and alternate Tydes, 

The figur’d Streams m Waves of Silver roll’d, 335 

And on their Banks Augusta rose in Gold 
Around his Throne the Sea-born Brothers stood. 

Who swell with Tributary Urns his Flood 
First the fam’d Authors of his ancient Name, 

The wmdmg Isis^ and the frmtful Tame 340 

The Kennet swift, for silver Eels renown’d. 

The Loddon slow, with verdant Alders crown’d 
Co/e, whose dark Streams his flow’ry Islands lave. 

And chalky Wey^ that rolls a milky Wave 

The blue, transparent Vandahs appears, 345 

The gulphy Lee his sedgy Tresses rears 

And sullen Mo/e, that hides his divmg Flood, 

And silent Barents stam’d with Danish Blood 
High in the midst, upon his Um reclm’d, 

(His Sea-green Mantle wavmg with the Wmd) 350 

The God appear’d, he turn’d his azure Eyes 
Where Windsor-^Tyomts and pompous Turrets rise, 


With pearl and gold hts tozvWy front uoas drest^ 

The tributes of the distant East and West [P] 

332 shining Homsl ‘The River-gods were often given the head or horns 
of a bull, indicative of their roaring or winding, of their strength or of 
their influence on agriculture * 

335 figured] Shaped into a figure, represented by figures 

336 Augiistd\ The name given at one time to London by the Romans 

337 Sea-born Brother^ The legend was that all rivers were born of 
Oceanus and Tethys 

339-‘4B Pope’s catalogue of rivers resembles closely that found in 
\usonius, Mosella^ 349“74 The lines are also indebted to Spenser, F Q , 
IV XI, to Milton, At a Vacation Exercise^ and to Drayton, Poly-Olbton, 
Song XVII 

339 fam*d Authors] The Thames (Tamesis) was thought to be the off- 
spnng of the Thame and the Isis 

345 transparent Vandahs] The Wandle 

347 sullen Mole] In A Tour Thro* the whole Island of Great Britain^ 
Defoe says that this river is ‘called the Mole^ from its remarkable sinking 
into the Earth, at the Foot of Box-Hill, near a Village calVd Mickleham, 
and working its way under Ground like a Mole^ rising agam at or near this 
Town of Leatherhead* 

348 silent Darent] Pope perhaps read in Camden* s Britannia that ‘The 
Thames afterwards growing narrower, is met by the nver Darent^ which 
commg out of Surrey, flows with a gentle chanel nor far from Seven~oke 

and so to Otford^ famous for a bloody defeat of the Danes m the 
year 1016 * 
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Then bow’d and spoke, the Winds forget to roar. 

And the hush’d Waves glide softly to the Shore 
Hail Sacred Peace * hail long-expected Days, 355 

That Thameses Glory to the Stars shall raise* 

Tho’ Tyber^s Streams immortal Rome behold, 

Tho’ foammg Hermus swells with Tydes of Gold, 

From Heav’n it self tho’ sev’nfold Nilus flows, 

And Harvests on a hundred Realms bestows, 360 

These now no more shall be the Muse’s Themes, 

Lost in my Fame, as m the Sea their Streams 
Let Volga^s Banks with Iron Squadrons shine, 

And Groves of Lances ghtter on the Rhtne^ 

Let barb’rous Ganges arm a servile Tram, 365 

Be mme the Blessmgs of a peaceful Reign 
No more my Sons shall dye with Bnttsh Blood 
Red Iberh Sands, or Ister^s foammg Flood, 

Safe on my Shore each unmolested Swam 
Shall tend the Flocks, or reap the bearded Gram, 370 
The shady Empire shall retam no Trace 
Of War or Blood, but m the Sylvan Chace, 

The Trumpets sleep, while chearful Homs are blown. 

And Arms employ’d on Birds and Beasts alone 
Behold* th’ascendmg VilWs on my Side 375 

Project long Shadows o’er the Ch^stal Tyde 
Behold* Angusta^s ghtt’rmg Spires mcrease. 

And Temples rise, the beauteous Works of Peace 
I see, I see where two fair Cities bend 
Their ample Bow, a new White-Hall ascend* 380 

355 The preliminaries to the Treaty of Utrecht were signed in London 
in October, 17 ii 

363 Volga^s Banksl An allusion to the war of Charles XII of Sweden 
against Russia 

365 Ganges\ An allusion to the wars waged by the Moghul Emperor 
Aurangzeb against the rising Maratha powers He died in 1707 

366 ‘This fine panegyric on peace, in opposition to the horrors and 
devastations of war, was in part occasioned, I presume, by our author’s 
politics , by his hostility to the name of Marlborough, and an imeasiness 
at the glory of his victories ’ 

368 Iber's Sand^ The modem Ebro An allusion to the Allies* cam- 
paign in Spam m 1710 and to the victory gained at Saragossa 
Ister*s foaming Flood] The Danube An allusion to Marlborough’s 
victory at Blenheim (1704) 

378 Temples me] The fifty new Churches [P] See Sat ii 11 119 (p 
622), Moral Es iv igsw (p 595) 

379 two fair Cities bend] London and Westminster, at that time two 
distinct towns 

380 a new White-Hall] Whitehall Palace was at various times the 
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There mighty Nations shall inquire their Doom, 

The World’s great Oracle in Times to come. 

There Kmgs shall sue, and supphant States be seen 
Once more to bend before a British Queen 
Thy Trees, fair Windsor^ now shall leave their Woods, 
And half thy Forests rush mto my Floods, 386 

Bear Britain's Thunder, and her Cross display. 

To the bright Regions of the nsmg Day, 

Tempt Icy Seas, where scarce the Waters roll. 

Where clearer Flames glow round the frozen Pole, 390 
Or under Southern Skies exalt their Sails, 

Led by new Stars, and bom by spicy Gales * 

For me the Balm shall bleed, and Amber flow. 

The Coral redden, and the Ruby glow. 

The Pearly Shell its lucid Globe infold, 395 

And Phoebus warm the ripenmg Ore to Gold 
The Time shall come, when free as Seas or Wmd 
Unbounded Thames shall flow for all Mankmd, 

Whole Nations enter with each swelhng Tyde, 

And Seas but join the Regions they divide, 400 


residence of English monarchs till it was burned down in 1698 Inigo 
Joneses Banqueting Hall alone survived Cf Sat 11 11 izon (p 622), 
Dunaad a, hi 324 (p 423), and Pope’s note 

381-422 The pervasive influence of Isaiah, chap 60, is discernible 
throughout 

Ver 383, &c were originally thus 

Now shall our fleets the bloody Cross display 
To the rich regions of the rising day, 

Or those green isles, where headlong Titan steeps 
His hissing axle m t/i’ Atlantic deeps 
Tempt icy seas, &c [P] 

384 Once more] The allusion is to those occasions, in 1575 and 1585, 
when the sovereignty of the United Provinces was offered to Queen 
Elizabeth and her aid was solicited in the struggles of the Dutch against 
Philip of Spam 

386 The trees of Windsor Forest, turned into ships, will carry British 
power and commerce all over the world 

387 her Cross] The red cross of St George on the Union Jack 

389 Tempt] To adventure oneself in, to risk the perils of 

393 Balm shall bleed] From the wound inflicted on the bark to draw off 
the juices of the tree 

396 ripening Ore] An allusion to the belief that gold and precious stones 
were ‘ripened’ into maturity by the sun 

398 Unbounded Thames] A wish that London may be made a Free 
Port PP] 

Cf the name given by Addison to the representative of moneyed 
interests. Sir Andrew Freeport {Spectator, March 2, 1711) 
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Earth’s distant Ends our Glory shall behold. 

And the new World launch forth to seek the Old 
Then Ships of uncouth Form shall stem the Tyde, 

And Feather’d People crowd my wealthy Side, 

And naked Youths and pamted Chiefs admire 405 

Our Speech, our Colour, and our strange Attire * 

Oh stretch thy Reign, fair Peace ' from Shore to Shore, 

Till Conquest cease, and Slav’ry be no more 

Till the freed Indians m their native Groves 

Reap their own Frmts, and woo their Sable Loves, 410 

Peru once more a Race of Kmgs behold. 

And other Mexico^ s be roof’d with Gold 
Exil’d by Thee from Earth to deepest Hell, 

In Brazen Bonds shall barb’rous Discord dwell 
Gigantick Pnde^ pale T error ^ gloomy Care, 415 

And mad Ambitions shall attend her there 
There purple Vengeance bath’d m Gore retires. 

Her Weapons blunted, and extmct her Fires 
There hateful Envy her own Snakes shall feel. 

And Persecution mourn her broken Wheel 420 

There Faction roar, Rebellion bite her Cham, 

And gasping Furies thirst for Blood m vam 
Here cease thy Fhght, nor with unhallow’d Lays 
Touch the fair Fame of Albion^ Golden Days 
The Thoughts of Gods let Granville^s Verse recite, 425 
And bring the Scenes of opemng Fate to Light 
My humble Muse, m unambitious Strams, 

Pamts the green Forests and the fiow’ry Plains, 

Where Peace descendmg bids her Ohves spring. 

And scatters Blessmgs from her Dove-like Wmg 430 
Ev’n I more sweetly pass my careless Days, 

Pleas’d in the silent Shade with empty Praise, 

Enough for me, that to the hstmng Swams 
First in these Fields I simg the Sylvan Strains 

404 ff Apparently an allusion to the four Iroquois Indian chiefs who 
visited England in April, 1710, and who were granted a public audience 
with Queen Anne 

409 fieed Indians] From the tyranny of Spam 
413 ff Discord was expelled from Heaven by Jupiter 
420 broken Wheel] Persons bound to the wheel for torture had their 
arms and legs broken by blows from an iron bar Pope suggests an 
appropriate fate for the wheel itself 
431 ff Pope’s conclusion was modelled on that of the Georgies As 
Virgil closed his Georgies with the first line of his Eclogues, so Pope’s final 
couplet echoes the opening line of Spring 
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PROLOGUE TO 

MR ADDISON’S TRAGEDY OF CATO 

[written 1713, published, Guardian, 1713] 

To wake the soul by tender strokes of art. 

To raise the genius, and to mend the heart. 

To make mankmd, in conscious virtue bold. 

Live o’er each scene, and be what they behold 

For this the Tragic Muse first trod the stage, 5 

Commandmg tears to stream thro’ ev’ry age. 

Tyrants no more their savage nature kept. 

And foes to virtue wonder’d how they wept 
Our author shims by vulgar sprmgs to move, 

The hero’s glory, or the virgm’s love, 10 

In pitying love we but our weakness show. 

And wild ambition well deserves its woe 
Here tears shall flow from a more gen’rous cause. 

Such tears, as Patriots shed for dymg Laws 
He bids your breasts with ancient ardour rise, 15 

And calls forth Roman drops from Bnttsh eyes 
Virtue confess’d m human shape he draws. 

What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was 
No common object to your sight displays. 

But what with pleasure heav’n itself surveys, 20 

A brave man strugglmg m the storms of fate, 

And gready fallmg with a fallmg state* 

While Cato gives his htde senate laws. 

What bosom beats not m his Country’s cause ^ 

Who sees him act, but envies ev’ry deed? 25 

Who hears him groan, and does not wish to bleed 
Ev’n when proud Casar ’midst triumphal cars. 

The spoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 

Ignobly vain and impotendy great, 

Show’d Rome her Caro’s figure drawn m state, 30 

As her dead Father’s rev’rend image past. 

The pomp was darken’d, and the day o’ercast. 

The triumph ceas’d— Tears gush’d from ev’ry eye, 

The World’s great Victor pass’d unheeded by. 

Her last good man dejected Rome ador’d, 35 

And honour’d Casar^s less than Cato^s sword 
Britons attend Be worth like this approv’d, 

Cato was first performed on 14 April 1713 

2IX 
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And show, you have the virtue to be mov’d 
With honest scorn the first fam’d Cato view’d 
Rome learning arts from Greece^ whom she subdu’d, 40 
Our scene precariously subsists too long 
On French translation, and Italian song 
Dare to have sense your selves, assert the stage. 

Be justly warm’d with your own native rage 
Such Plays alone should please a British ear, 45 

As Catd^s self had not disdam’d to hear 

PROLOGUE 

design’d for MR DURFY’S LAST PLAY 

[written 1713 , published, Steele’s 
Miscellanies, 1713] 

Grown old in Rhyme, ’twere barbarous to discard 
Your persevering, unexhausted Bard 
Damnation follows Death m other Men, 

But your damn’d Poet hves and writes agam 
Th’ advent’rous Lover is successful still, 5 

Who strives to please the Fair against her Will 
Be kmd, and make him m his Wishes easy. 

Who in your own Despite has strove to please ye 
He scorn’d to borrow from the Wits of yore. 

But ever writ, as none e’er writ before 10 

You modem Wits, should each Man bring his Claim, 

Have desperate Debentures on your Fame, 

And little wou’d be left you, I’m afraid. 

If all your Debts to Greece and Rome were paid 
From his deep Fund our Author largely draws, 15 

Nor sinks his Credit lower than it was 
Tho’ Plays for Honour m old Time he made, 

’Tis now for better Reasons ^to be paid 

Beheve him, he has known the World too long. 

And seen the Death of much Immortal Song 20 

He says, poor Poets lost, while Players won. 

As Pimps grow rich, while Gallants are undone 
Tho’ Tom the Poet writ with Ease and Pleasure, 

The Comick Tom abounds in other Treasure 
Fame is at best an unperformmg Cheat, 25 

But ’tis substantial Happmess to eat — 

Let Ease, his last Request, be of your givmg. 

Nor force him to be damn’d, to get his Living 
Written for a benefit performance of D’Urfey’s A Fond Husband (1713) 
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EPILOGUE TO JANE SHORE 
design’d for MRS OLDFIELD 

[written 1713, published, Works ^ 1717] 

Prodigious this ' the Frail one of our Play 
From her own sex should mercy find to day* 

You might have held the pretty head aside, 

Peep’d m your fans, been serious, thus, and cry’d. 

The Play may pass — but that strange creature, Shore^ 5 
I can’t — ^mdeed now — I so hate a whore — 

Just as a blockhead rubs his thoughtless skull. 

And thanks his stars he was not born a fooU 
So from a sister sinner you shall hear, 

‘How strangely you expose your self, my dear*’ 10 

But let me die, all raillery apart. 

Our sex are still forgivmg at their heart. 

And did not wicked custom so contrive. 

We’d be the best, good-natur’d things ahve 

There are, ’tis true, who tell another tale, 15 

That virtuous ladies envy while they rail. 

Such rage without betrays the fire withm. 

In some close corner of the soul, they sm 
Still hoarding up, most scandalously mce. 

Amidst their virtues, a reserve of vice 20 

The godly dame who fleshly failings damns. 

Scolds with her mad, or with her chaplain crams 
Wou’d you enjoy soft mghts and solid dinners ? 

Fath, gallants, board with samts, and bed with sinners 
Well, if our author in the Wife offends, 25 

He has a Husband that will make amends 
He draws him gentle, tender, and forgivmg. 

And sure such kmd good creatures may be hvmg 
In days of old they padon’d breach of vows, 

Stem Cato’s self was no relentless spouse 30 

Plu — Plutarch^ what’s his name that writes his life ? 

Tells us, that Cato dearly lovd his wife 
Yet if a friend a mght, or so, should need her. 

He’d recommend her, as a special breeder 

To lend a wife, few here would scruple make, 35 

But pray which of you all would take her back ^ 

Tho’ with the Stoick chief our stage may rmg. 

The Stoick husband was the glorious thmg 

Rowe’s Shore was first performed on 2 February 1713 
Tide Mrs Oldfield\ Anne Oldfield (1683-1730), actress 
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The man had courage, was a sage, ’tis true, 

And lov’d his coimtry — but what’s that to you ? 40 

Those strange examples ne’er were made to fit ye. 

But the kind cuckold might instruct the City 
There, many an honest man may copy Cato^ 

Who ne’er saw naked Sword, or look’d m Plato 
If, after all, you think it a disgrace, 45 

That Edward^% Miss thus perks it m your face, 

To see a piece of faihng flesh and blood. 

In all the rest so impudently good 
Faith, let the modest matrons of the town. 

Come here m crowds, and stare the strumpet down 50 

46 Edward* s Mtss\ Jane Shore was Edward IV*s mistress 



To Mr Addison, Occasioned by 
his Dialogues on Medals 

[vintten ^1713 > revised, 1719, published, 

Works 1720] 

See the wild Waste of all-devourmg years ’ 

How Rome her own sad Sepulchre appears. 

With nodding arches, broken temples spread ^ 

The very Tombs now vamsh’d like their dead* 

Imperial wonders rais’d on Nations spoil’d, 5 

Where mix’d with Slaves the groanmg Martyr toil’d. 

Huge Theatres, that now unpeopled Woods, 

Now dram’d a distant country of her Floods, 

Fanes, which admirmg Gods with pride survey. 

Statues of Men, scarce less ahve than they, 10 

Some felt the silent stroke of mould’rmg age. 

Some hostile fury, some rehgious rage. 

Barbarian bhndness, Christian zeal conspire. 

And Papal piety, and Gothic fire 

Perhaps, by its own rums sav’d from flame, 15 

Some bury’d marble half preserves a name. 

That Name the leam’d with fierce disputes pursue, 

And give to Titus old Vespasian’s due 
Ambition sigh’d, She found it vam to trust 
The faithless Column and the crumblmg Bust, 20 

Huge moles, whose shadow stretch’d from shore to shore, 
Their nuns rum’d, and their place no more * 

Convmc’d, she now contracts her vast design, 

And all her Triumphs shrink into a Coin 
A narrow orb each crouded conquest keeps, 25 

Beneath her Palm here sad Judaea weeps. 

Here scantier hmits the proud Arch confine. 

And scarce are seen the prostrate Nile or Rhme, 

A small Euphrates thro’ the piece is roll’d. 

And httle Eagles wave their wings m gold 30 

The Medal, faithful to its charge of fame. 

Thro’ chmes and ages bears each form and name 
In one short view subjected to your eye 
Gods, Emp’rors, Heroes, Sages, Beauties, lie 

26 ff Descriptions of coins commemorating conquests of various 
Caesars 

39 Pescenntu^ Coins of the pretender Pescennius Niger are the rarest 
any ordinary collector hopes to possess 
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With sharpen’d sight pale Antiquaries pore, 35 

Th’ inscripuon value, but the rust adore. 

This the blue varnish, that the green endears. 

The sacred rust of twice ten hundred years * 

To gam Pescenmus one employs his schemes, 

One grasps a Cecrops m ecstatic dreams, 40 

Poor Vadius, long with learned spleen devour’d. 

Can taste no pleasure smce his Shield was scour’d. 

And Curio, restless by the Fair-one’s side. 

Sighs for an Otho, and neglects his bride 
Theirs is the Vamty, the Learnmg thine 45 

Touch’d by thy hand, agam Rome’s glories shme, 

Her Gods, and god-hke Heroes rise to view. 

And all her faded garlands bloom a-new 
Nor blush, these studies thy regard engage. 

These pleas’d the Fathers of poetic rage, 50 

The verse and sculpture bore an equal part, 

And Art reflected images to Art 
Oh when shall Britam, conscious of her claim. 

Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame ? 

In hving medals see her wars enroll’d, 55 

And vanqmsh’d realms supply recordmg gold > 

Here, rismg bold, the Patriot’s honest face. 

There Warriors frowmng m histone brass 

Then future ages with dehght shall see 

How Plato’s, Bacon’s, Newton’s looks agree, 60 

Or in fair series laurell’d Bards be shown, 

A Virgil there, and here an Addison 

Then shall thy Crags (and let me call him mme) 

On the cast ore, another Polho, shme. 

With aspect open, shall erect his head, 65 

And round the orb m lastmg notes be read, 

‘Statesman, yet fnend to Truth* of soul smeere. 

In action faithful, and m honour clear. 

Who broke no promise, serv’d no private end. 

Who gam’d no ude, and who lost no friend, 70 

Ennobled by himself, by all approv’d. 

And prais’d, unenv3r’d, by the Muse he lov’d ’ 


44 Corns of Otho are the rarest in the popular series of the twelve 
Caesars 

64 PoUto\ Asmius Pollio, friend of Virgil, to whom he addressed his 
Fourth Eclogue 



The Rape of the Lock 

AN HEROI-COMICAL POEM 

IN FIVE CANTO’S 

[two-Canto version 1712, five-Canto 
version 1714] 

Nolueraniy Belinda^ tuos vtolare captllos^ 
Sedjuvat hoc precibm me tnbuisse tuts 

MARTIAL 


TO MRS ARABELLA FERMOR 


Madam, 

It will be in vain to deny that I have some Regard for this Piece, 
since I Dedicate it to You Yet You may bear me Witness, it was 
mtended only to divert a few young Ladies, who have good Sense 
and good Humour enough, to laugh not only at their Sex’s httle 
imguarded Follies, but at their own But as it was commumcated 
with the Air of a Secret, it soon found its Way mto the World 
An imperfect Copy havmg been offer’d to a Bookseller, You had 
the Good-Nature for my Sake to consent to the Pubhcation of one 
more correct This I was forc’d to before I had executed half my 
Design, for the Machinery was entirely wanting to compleat it 
The Machinery 3 Madam, is a Term invented by the Criticks, to 
signify that Part which the Deities, Angels, or Daemons, are made 
to act m a Poem For the ancient Poets are m one respect like many 
modem Ladies, Let an Action be never so trivial m it self, they 
always make it appear of the utmost Importance These Machmes 
I determm’d to raise on a very new and odd Foundation, the 
Rostcrucian Doctrme of Spirits 

I know how disagreeable it is to make use of hard Words before a 
Lady, but ’tis so much the Concern of a Poet to have his Works 
understood, and particularly by your Sex, that You must give me 
leave to explam two or three difficult Terms 
The Rosicrucians are a People I must brmg You acquamted with 
The best Account I know of them is m a French Book call’d Le 
Comte de Gabalis^ which both m its Title and Size is so hke a Novell 
that many of the Fair Sex have read it for one by Mistake Accord- 
mg to these Gentlemen, the four Elements are mhabited by Spirits, 
which they call Sylphs^ Gnomes^ Nymphs^ and Salamanders The 
Gnomes^ or Daemons of Earth, delight in Mischief, but the Sylphs^ 
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whose Habitation is in the Air, are the best-condition*d Creatures 
imaginable For they say, any Mortals may enjoy the most mtimate 
Famiharities with these gentle Spirits, upon a Condition very easie 
to all true Adepts:, an mviolate Preservation of Chastity 
As to the following Canto’s, all the Passages of them are as Fabu- 
lous, as the Vision at the Beginning, or the Transformation at the 
End, (except the Loss of your Hair, which I always mention with 
Reverence ) The Human Persons are as Fictitious as the Airy ones, 
and the Character of Belinda^ as it is now manag’d, resembles You 
in nothmg but m Beauty 

If this Poem had as many Graces as there are m Your Person, or 
m Your Mmd, yet I could never hope it should pass thro’ the World 
half so Uncensured as You have done But let its Fortune be what 
It will, mme is happy enough, to have given me this Occasion of 
assurmg You that I am, with the truest Esteem, 

Madam:, 

Your Most Obedient 
Humble Servant 

A Pope 


CANTO I 

What dire Offence from am’rous Causes sprmgs. 

What mighty Contests rise from trivial Thmgs, 

I smg — ^This Verse to Caryll, Muse* is due, 

This, ev’n Belinda may vouchsafe to view 
Shght IS the Subject, but not so the Praise, 5 

If She mspire, and He approve my Lays 
Say what strange Motive, Goddess * cou’d compel 
A w^-bred Lord t’assault a gentle Belle > 

Oh say what stranger Cause, yet unexplor’d, 

Cou’d make a gentle Belle reject a Lord? 10 

In Tasks so bold, can Little Men engage. 

And m soft Bosoms dwells such mighty Rage 
Sol thro’ white Curtams shot a tim’rous Ray, 

And op’d those Eyes that must echpse the Day, 

Now Lapdogs give themselves the rowzmg Shake, 15 
And sleepless Lovers, just at Twelve, awake 

The first sketch of this Poem was written in less than a fortnights tune, 
in 1711, m two Canto's, and so printed in a Miscellany, without name of 
the Author The Machines were not inserted till a year after, when he 
puhluh'd It, and annex'd the foregoing Dedication [P] 

3 Caryll] A close friend of Pope and Gay 

II Cf Mneid, in Tantaene animis caelestibus irae^ 



THE RAPE OF THE LOCK CANTO I 


219 


Thrice rung the Bell^ the Shpper knock’d the Ground, 

And the press’d Watch return’d a silver Sound 
Belinda still her downy Pillow prest. 

Her Guardian Sylph prolong’d the balmy Rest 20 

*Twas he had summon’d to her silent Bed 
The Mornmg-Dream that hover’d o’er her Head 
A Youth more glitt’rmg than a Birth-night Beauy 
(That ev’n in Slumber caus’d her Cheek to glow) 

Seem’d to her Ear his winmng Lips to lay, 25 

And thus m Whispers said, or seem’d to say 
Fairest of Mortals, thou distmguish’d Care 
Of thousand bright Inhabitants of Air* 

If e’er one Vision touch’d thy mfant Thought, 

Of all the Nurse and aU the Priest have taught, 30 

Of airy Elves by Moonlight Shadows seen. 

The silver Token, and the circled Green, 

Or Virgms visited by Angel-Pow’rs, 

With Golden Crowns and Wreaths of heavn’ly Flow’rs, 
Hear and beheve! thy own Importance know, 35 

Nor bound thy narrow Views to Thmgs below 
Some secret Truths from Learned Pride conceal’d. 

To Maids alone and Children are reveal’d 
What tho’ no Credit doubtmg Wits may give ^ 

The Fair and Innocent shall still beheve 4a 

Know then, unnumber’d Spirits round thee fly, 

The hght Militia of the lower Sky, 

These, tho’ imseen, are ever on the Wmg, 

Hang o’er the Box^ and hover round the Ring 
Think what an Eqmpage thou hast in Air, 45 

And view with scorn Two Pages and a Chair 
As now your own, our Bemgs were of old. 

And once inclos’d m Woman’s beauteous Mold, 

17 The triple repetition is common in epic poetry 

Belmda*s hand-bell not being answered, she knocked with her slipper 
Bell-hanging was not introduced into domestic apartments till much later 

18 The ‘repeater* watch sounded the hour and the quarters when 
pressure was applied to the pm which projected from the case near the 
pendant The difficulty of striking a light made repeaters popular 

46 a Chavr’\ a sedan chair 

21 ff The gods sometimes communicate with the epic hero by means 
of appantions during sleep, e g Mneid^ 111 147 ff 

23 The dresses worn for the royal birthday celebrations were excep- 
tionally splendid 

33 Carrying a reference to the Annunciation and to the experiences of 
virgm saints 

44 the Rtng\ a fashionable parade for coaches in Hyde Park 
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Thence, by a soft Transition, we repair 

From earthly Vehicles to these of Air 50 

Think not, when Woman^s transient Breath is fled. 

That all her Vamties at once are dead 
Succeeding Vamties she still regards. 

And tho’ she plays no more, overlooks the Cards 

Her Joy m gilded Chariots, when ahve, 55 

And Love of Ombre^ after Death survive 

For when the Fair m all their Pnde expire. 

To their first Elements their Souls retire 

The Sprights of fiery Termagants m Flame 

Mount up, and take a Salamander^s Name 60 

Soft yieldmg Mmds to Water ghde away. 

And sip with Nymphs^ their Elemental Tea 
The graver Prude sinks downward to a Gnome^ 

In search of Mischief still on Earth to roam 
The hght Coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair, 65 

And sport and flutter m the Fields of Air 
Know farther yet. Whoever fair and chaste 
Rejects Mankmd, is by some Sylph embrac’d 
For Spirits, freed from mortal Laws, with ease 
Assume what Sexes and what Shapes they please 70 

What guards the Punty of meltmg Maids, 

In Courtly Balls, and Midnight Masquerades, 

Safe from the treach’rous Friend, the daring Spark, 

The Glance by Day, the Whisper m the Dark, 

When kmd Occasion prompts their warm Desires, 75 
When Musick softens, and when Dancing fires ^ 


so Vehtcles] ‘The Platontsts doe chiefly take notice of Three Kindes of 
VehtcleSy Ethereal, Aereal, and TerrestnaV (Henry More, Immortality of 
the Soul, 11 14, §1) 

55 f — Qua gratia currUm 

Armorumque fmt vtvis, qua cur a mtentes 
Pascere equos, eadem seqmtur tellure repostos 
Virg 6 <653 ff > [P] 

Ombre'] See in 27--104 

58 first] = preponderating A person’s nature was supposed to depend 
on the relative proportions of the four elements in the composition of his 
body 

59 ‘Termagant A scold, a bawling turbulent woman* (Johnson’s 
Dictionary, which cites this couplet) 

fiery] Pope puns on the two meanings (a) bad-tempered, (b) havmg a 
preponderating amount of fire in one’s constitution 

62 Ted] Then a perfect rhyme with away Cf 111 7 f below 
73 SparK] ‘A lively, showy, splendid, gay man It is commonly used m 
contempt’ (Johnson’s Dictionary) 



THE RAPE OF THE LOCK CANTO I 


221 


’Tis but their Sylph^ the wise Celestials know, 

Tho ^Honour is the Word with Men below 
Some Nymphs there are, too conscious of their Face, 

For Life predestm’d to the Gnomes^ Embrace 8o 

These swell their Prospects and exalt their Pride, 

When Offers are disdam’d, and Love deny’d 
Then gay Ideas crowd the vacant Bram, 

While Peers and Dukes, and all their sweepmg Tram, 

And Garters, Stars and Coronets appear, 85 

And m soft Sounds, Your Grace salutes their Ear 
’Tis these that early tamt the Female Soul, 

Instruct the Eyes of yoimg Coquettes to roU, 

Teach Infant-Cheeks a bidden Blush to know. 

And httle Hearts to flutter at a Beau 90 

Oft when the World imagme Women stray. 

The Sylphs thro’ mystick Mazes guide their Way, 

Thro’ all the giddy Circle they pursue. 

And old Impertmence expel by new 

What tender Maid but must a Victim fall 95 

To one Man’s Treat, but for another’s Ball ? 

When Flono speaks, what Virgm could withstand. 

If gentle Damon did not squeeze her Hand ? 

With varying Vamties, from ev’ry Part, 

They shift the movmg Toyshop of their Heart, 100 

Where Wigs with Wigs, with Sword-knots Sword-knots 
strive. 

Beaus bamsh Beaus, and Coaches Coaches drive 
This errmg Mortals Levity may call. 

Oh bhnd to Truth* the Sylphs contrive it all 
Of these am I, who thy Protection claim, 105 

A watchful Sprite, and Ariel is my Name 
Late, as I rang’d the Crystal Wilds of Air, 

In the clear Mirror of thy ruling Star 
I saw, alas* some dread Event impend. 

Ere to the Mam this Mormng Sun descend no 


79 too sensible of their beauty 
89 1 e with rouge 

94 Impertinence] ‘Trifle thing of no value’ (Johnson’s Dictionary) 

96 Treat] *An entertainment of food and drink’ (OED) 

101 Sword-knots] Johnson defines as ‘Ribband tied to the hilt of the 
sword’, and quotes these lines 

102 drive] Another pun 

108 In the clear Mirror] The Language of the Platonists^ the writers of 
the intelligible world of Spirits, etc [P] 
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But Heav’n reveals not what> or how, or where 
Warn’d by thy Sylphs oh Pious Maid beware * 

This to disclose is all thy Guardian can 
Beware of all, but most beware of Man^ 

He said, when Shocks who thought she slept 
too long, 1 15 

Leapt up, and wak’d his Mistress with his Tongue 
’Twas then Behndal if Report say true. 

Thy Eyes first open’d on a Billet-doux^ 

Wounds^ CharmSi and Ardors^ were no soonei read. 

But all the Vision vamsh’d from thy Head 120 

And now, unveil’d, the Toilet stands display’d. 

Each Silver Vase m mystic Order laid 

First, rob’d in White, the Nymph mtent adores 

With Head uncover’d, the Cosmetic Pow’rs 

A heav’nly Image m the Glass appears, 125 

To that she bends, to that her Eyes she rears, 

Th’inferior Priestess, at her Altar’s side, 

Tremblmg, begms the sacred Rites of Pnde 
Unnumber’d Treasures ope at once, and here 
The various Off’rmgs of the World appear, 130 

From each she mcely culls with curious Toil, 

And decks tlie Goddess with the ghtt’rmg Spoil 
This Casket Indians glowmg Gems unlocks. 

And all Arabia breathes from yonder Box 
The Tortoise here and Elephant umte, 135 

Transform’d to Combs^ the speckled and the white 
Here Files of Pms extend their shimng Rows, 

Puffs, Powders, Patches, Bibles, Billet-doux 
Now awful Beauty puts on all its Arms, 

The Fair each moment rises m her Charms, 140 

Repairs her Smiles, awakens ev’ry Grace, 

And calls forth all the Wonders of her Face, 

Sees by Degrees a purer Blush arise, 

And keener Lightnmgs qmcken m her Eyes 

112 ff Warnings are common in the epics cf , eg, Mneid, 11 270 ff 
■where the ghost of Hector appears to ^neas on the night of the sack of 
Troy wammg him to escape 

1 15 The shock or shough was a kind of lap-dog 
123 ff Belinda is adoring her ‘heavn’ly Image’ m the mirror, her 
image is the ‘Goddess’, she is the chief priestess 
137 f The rhyme is imperfect, cf 1 117 f above 
139 ff Pope IS parodying the arming of the epic hero 
144 Belinda employs the juice of belladonna (deadly night-shade), 
which enlarges the pupil of the eye, or else she darkens the surrounding 
skin 
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The busy Sylphs surround their darling Care, 

These set the Head, and those divide the Hair, 

Some fold the Sleeve, whilst others plait the Gown, 

And Betty’s prais’d for Labours not her own 

145 Antient Traditions of the Rabbits relate^ that several of the fallen 
Angels became amorous of Womens and particularize some, among the rest 
Asael, who lay with Naamah, the wife of Noah, or of Hain, and who 
continuing impenitent, still presides over the Women*s Toilets Bereshi 
Rabbi in Genes 6 2 [P] 

148 Bettyl At this time ‘Betty’ was a generic name for lady’s maids 
CANTO II 

Not With more Glories, m th’ Ethenal Plam, 

The Sun first rises o’er the purpled Mam, 

Than issumg forth, the Rival of his Beams 

Lanch’d on the Bosom of the Silver Thames 

Fair Nymphs, and well-drest Youths around her shone, 5 

But ev’ry Eye was fix’d on her alone 

On her white Breast a sparkhng Cross she wore, 

Which might kiss, and Infidels adore 
Her hvely Looks a sprightly Mmd disclose. 

Quick as her Eyes, and as unfix’d as those 10 

Favours to none, to aU she Smiles extends. 

Oft she rejects, but never once offends 
Bnght as the Sim, her Eyes the Gazers strike. 

And, like the Sun, they shme on aU alike 
Yet graceful Ease, and Sweetness void of Pride, 15 

Might hide her Faults, if Belles had Faults to hide 
If to her share some Female Errors fall. 

Look on her Face, and you’ll forget ’em all 
This Nymph, to the Destruction of Mankmd, 

Nourish’d two Locks, which graceful hung behind 20 
In equal Curls, and well conspir’d to deck 
With shmmg Ringlets the smooth Iv’ry Neck 
Love m these Labyrmths his Slaves detams. 

And mighty Hearts are held m slender Chams 
With hairy Sprmdges we the Birds betray, 25 

Shght Lmes of Hair surprize the Finny Prey, 

Fair Tresses Man’s Imperial Race msnare. 

And Beauty draws us with a smgle Hair 
Th’ Adventrous Baron the bright Locks admir’d. 

He saw, he wish’d, and to the Prize aspir’d 

I ff Cf Aeneas’s voyage up the Tiber {Mteid, vu) 


30 
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Resolv’d to wuia he meditates the way. 

By Force to ravish, or by Fraud betray. 

For when Success a Lover’s Toil attends. 

Few ask, if Fraud or Force attam’d his Ends 
For tins, ere Phoebus rose, he had implor’d 35 

Propitious Heav’n, and ev’ry Pow’r ador’d. 

But chiefly Love — ^to Love an Altar built. 

Of twelve vast French Romances, neatly gilt 
There lay three Garters, half a Pair of Gloves, 

And all the Trophies of his former Loves 40 

With tender Billet-doux he hghts the Pyre, 

And breathes three am’rous Sighs to raise the Fire 
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent Eyes 
Soon to obtam, and long possess the Prize 
The Pow’rs gave Ear, and granted half his Pray’r, 45 
The rest, the Wmds dispers’d m empty Air 
But now secure the pamted Vessel ghdes. 

The Sxm-beams trembhng on the fioatmg Tydes, 

While meltmg Musick steals upon the Sky, 

And soften’d Sounds along the Waters die 50 

Smooth flow the Waves, the Zephyrs gently play, 

Belinda smil’d, and all the World was gay 

All but the Sylph — ^With careful Thoughts opprest, 

Th’impendmg Woe sate heavy on his Breast 

He summons strait his Demzens of Air, 55 

The lucid Squadrons roimd the Sails repair 

Soft o’er the Shrouds Aerial Whispers breathe. 

That seem’d but Zephyrs to the Tram beneath 
Some to the Sun their Insect- Wings unfold. 

Waft on the Breeze, or sink m Clouds of Gold 60 

Transparent Forms, too fine for mortal Sight, 

Their fluid Bodies half dissolv’d m Light 
Loose to the Wmd their airy Garments flew, 

Thm ghtt’rmg Textures of the fihny Dew, 

Dipt m the richest Tincture of the Skies, 65 

Where Light disports m ever-mmglmg Dies, 

While ev’ry Beam new transient Colours flmgs. 

Colours that change whene’er they wave their Wmgs 

32 By Force or by Fraud} A common antithesis m the epics Cf 
Dryden*s JEnetd, 1 942, 11 62 

45 f Virg ^n ii [794 f] [P] Dryden’s translation (1165 f) reads 
Apollo heard, and granting half his Pray*r, 

Shufiied in Wmds the rest, and toss’d m empty Air 

55 Denizen^ Used in its proper sense of ‘naturalized aliens* 
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Amid the Circle, on the gilded Mast, 

Superior by the Head, was Ariel plac’d, 70 

His Purple Pimons openmg to the Sun, 

He rais’d his Azure Wand, and thus begun 
Ye Sylphs and Sylphids^ to your Chief give Ear, 

Faysy Fairies i Genn^ Elves^, and Damons hear* 

Ye know the Spheres and various Tasks assign’d, 75 
By Laws Eternal, to th’ Aerial Kind 
Some in the Fields of purest ABther play. 

And bask and whiten m the Blaze of Day 
Some guide the Course of wandrmg Orbs on high. 

Or roll the Planets thro’ the boundless Sky 80 

Some less refin’d, beneath the Moon’s pale Light 
Pursue the Stars that shoot athwart tlie Night, 

Or suck the Mists m grosser Air below. 

Or dip their Pimons in the pamted Bow, 

Or brew fierce Tempests on the wmtry Mam, 85 

Or o’er the Glebe distill the kmdly Ram 
Others on Earth o’er human Race preside. 

Watch all their Ways, and all their Actions gmde 
Of these the Chief the Care of Nations own. 

And guard with Arms Divme the British Throne 90 
Our humbler Province is to tend the Fair, 

Not a less pleasmg, tho’ less glorious Care 
To save the Powder from too rude a Gale, 

Nor let th’ imprison’d Essences exhale. 

To draw fresh Colours from the vernal Flow’rs, 95 

To steal from Rainbows ere they drop m Show’rs 
A bnghter Wash, to curl their wavmg Hairs, 

Assist their Blushes, and inspire their Airs, 

Nay oft, m Dreams, Invention we bestow, 

To change a Flounce^ or add a Furbelo 100 

This Day, black Omens threat the bnghtest Fair 
That e’er deserv’d a watchful Spmt’s Care, 

Some dire Disaster, or by Force, or Slight, 

But what, or where, the Fates have wrapt m Night 
Whether the Nymph shall break Diana^s Law, 105 

Or some frail China Jar receive a Flaw, 

Or stain her Honour, or her new Brocade, 

Forget her Pray’rs, or miss a Masquerade, 

Or lose her Heart, or Necklace, at a Ball, 

Or whether Heav’n has doom’d that Shock must faU 1 10 

100 Furbelo] *A piece of stuff plaited and puckered together, either 
below or above, on the petticoats or gowns of women* [Johnson] 
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Haste then ye Spirits^ to your Charge repair. 

The fluttering Fan be Zephyr etta^s Care, 

The Drops to thee, Bnllantei we consign. 

And, Momentillay let the Watch be thine. 

Do thou, Cnspissa^ tend her fav’rite Lock, 115 

Artel himself shall be the Guard of Shock 
To Fifty chosen Sylphs^ of special Note, 

We trust important Charge, the Petttcoat 
Oft have we known that sevenfold Fence to fail, 

Tho* stiff with Hoops, and armed with Ribs of Whale 120 
Form a strong Lme about the Silver Bound, 

And guard the wide Circumference around 
Whatever Spirit, careless of his Charge, 

His Post neglects, or leaves the Fair at large. 

Shall feel sharp Vengeance soon o’ertake his Sms, 125 
Be stopt m Vials ^ or transfixt with Ptns^ 

Or plung’d in L^es of bitter Washes he. 

Or wedg’d whole Ages m a Bodktnh Eye 
Gums and Pomatums shall his Fhght restram. 

While clog’d he beats his silken Wmgs m vam, 130 

Or MomrStypttcks with contractmg Power 
Shrink his thm Essence like a nvell’d Flower 
Or as loaon fix’d, the Wretch shall feel 
The giddy Motion of the whirhng Mill, 

In Fumes of burning Qiocolate shall glow, 135 

And tremble at the Sea that froaths below* 

He spoke, the Spints from the Sails descend. 

Some, Orb m Orb, around the Nymph extend. 

Some thrid the ma2y Rmglets of her Hair, 

Some hang upon the Pendants of her Bar, 140 

With beating Hearts the dire Event they wait, 

Anxious, and trembhng for the Birth of Fate 

1 13 I>rops\ ‘Diamond(s) hanging m the ear’ [Johnson] 

116 The reason for Anefs special post is hinted at m 158 and iv 75 f 

117 ff Pope mimics the epic shield, cf Ihad^ vii 295 ff , xvm 551 ff, 
especially 701 ff (where Vulcan, making the shield of AchiUes, binds the 
circumference with silver), and Mneidy viii 447 ff 

123 ff Cf Jove’s threats, Ihad^ viii iiff and ‘the various Penances 
enjoyn’d’ before a soul in Hades can be made ready for human life again 
(JEneid, vi 739 ff) 

128 Pope plays on the various meanmgs of hodkm (i) here it means a 
blunt-pomted needle, (2) at iv 98 and v 95, a hair ornament, (3) at v 55 
and 88 a dagger (with a pun on (2)) 

132 nvelVd\ ‘contractfed] into wrinkles and corrugations’ [Johnson] 
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CANTO III 

Close by those Meads for ever crown’d with Flow’rs, 
Where Thames with Pride surveys his rising Tow’rs, 

There stands a Structure of Majestick Frame, 

Which from the neighb’rmg Hampton takes its Name 
Here Britain’s Statesmen oft the Fall foredoom 5 

Of Foreign Tyrants, and of Nymphs at home, 

Here Thou, Great Anna^ whom three Realms obey, 

Dost sometimes Counsel take — ^and sometimes Tea 
Hither the Heroes and the Nymphs resort. 

To taste awhile the Pleasures of a Court, 10 

In various Talk th’ instructive hours they past. 

Who gave the Ball^ or paid the Visit last 

One speaks the Glory of the British Queeny 

And one describes a charmmg Indian Screen y 

A third interprets Motions, Looks, and Eyes, 15 

At ev’ry Word a Reputation dies 

Snuffy or the Forty supply each Pause of Chat, 

With singing, laughing, oghng, and all that 
Mean while declming from the Noon of Day, 

The Sun obhquely shoots his bummg Ray, 20 

The hungry Judges soon the Sentence sign. 

And Wretches hang that Jury-men may Dine, 

The Merchant from th’ Exchange returns in Peace, 

And the long Labours of the Toilette cease — 

Belinda now, whom Thirst of Fame invites, 25 

Burns to encoimter two adventrous Knights, 

At Ombre smgly to decide their Doom, 

And swells her Breast with Conquests yet to come 
Strait the three Bands prepare in Arms to join. 

Each Band the number of the Sacred Nme 30 

Soon as she spreads her Hand, th’ Aerial Guard 
Descend, and sit on each important Card 

7 The English crown still kept up its absurd claim to rule France as 
well as Great Britain and Ireland 

1 1 ff *At this Assembly [the Court of King William at Kensington] 
the only diversion is playing at Cards For which purpose there are two 
Tables for Basset and three or four more for Picket and Ombre, but 
generally the Basset-Tables are only fiird while the rest of the Company 
either sit or stand, talking on various Subjects, or justle about from one 
end of the Gallery [of pictures] to the other, some to admire, and most to 
find fault* {Letters of Wit, p 214) 

12 Vistt\ See note on 111 167 below 

17 The singular growth of the practice of taking snuff was a special 
feature of the reign of Queen Anne before 1702 it was comparatively 
unknown 

PAP — I 
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First And perch’d upon a Matadore^ 

Then each, according to the Rank they bore. 

For Sylphs i yet mindful of their ancient Race, 35 

Are, as when Women, wondrous fond of Place 
Behold, four Kings m Majesty rever’d, 

With hoary Whiskers and a forky Beard, 

And four fair Queens whose hands sustam a Flov/’r, 

Th’ expressive Emblem of their softer Pow’r, 40 

Four Knaves in Garbs succmct, a trusty Band, 

Caps on their heads, and Halberds m their hand. 

And Particolour’d Troops, a shining Tram, 

Draw forth to Combat on the Velvet Plain 
The skilful Nymph reviews her Force with Care, 45 
Let Spades be Trumps f she said, and Trumps they were 
Now move to War her Sable Matadoresy 
In Show like Leaders of the swarthy Moors 
Spadilho first, unconquerable Lord* 

Led off two captive Trumps, and swept the Board 50 
As many more Manilho forc’d to yield. 

And march’d a Victor from the verdant Field 

Him Basto follow’d, but his Fate more hard 

Gain’d but one Trump and one Plebeian Card 

With his broad Sabre next, a Chief m Years, 55 

The hoary Majesty of Spades appears, 

Puts forth one maialy Leg, to sight reveal’d. 

The rest his many-colour’d Robe conceal’d 
The Rebel-iCn<a:t;e, who dares his Prince engage. 

Proves the just Victim of his Royal Rage 60 

Ev’n mighty Pam that Kmgs and Queens o’erthrew. 

And mow’d down Armies m the Fights of L«, 

Sad Chance of War* now, destitute of Aid, 

Falls undistinguish’d by the Victor Spade^ 

Thus far both Armies to Belinda yield, 65 

Now to the Baron Fate mchnes the Field 
His warlike Amazon her Host mvades, 

Th’ Imperial Consort of the Crown of Spades 
The CM’s black Tyrant first her Victim dy’d. 

Spite of his haughty Mien, and barb’rous Pnde 70 


37 fF This review of the forces is epical in all but length cf Ihadf ni 
175 

46 Cf Genesis 1 3 ‘And God said, “Let there be light and there was 
light’, which on the authority of Longinus {De Subhmitate ix) became the 
most famous of all instances of the sublime 
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What boots the Regal Circle on his Head, 

His Giant Limbs m State unwieldy spread ? 

That long behmd he trails his pompous Robe, 

And of all Monarchs only grasps the Globe ’> 

The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace, 75 

Th’ embroider’d King who shows but half his Face, 

And his refulgent Queen^ with Pow’rs combm’d. 

Of broken Troops an easie Conquest find 
Cluhs:, Diamonds^ Hearts^ m wild Disorder seen, 

With Throngs promiscuous strow the level Green 80 
Thus when dispers’d a routed Army runs. 

Of Asians Troops, and Africk'^s Sable Sons, 

With like Confusion different Nations fly. 

Of various Habit and of various Dye, 

The pierc’d Battahons dis-umted fall, 85 

In Heaps on Heaps, one Fate o’erwhelms them all 
The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily Arts, 

And wms (oh shameful Chance 0 the Queen of Hearts 
At this, the Blood the Virgm’s Cheek forsook, 

A hvid Paleness spreads o’er all her Look, 90 

She sees, and trembles at th’ approachmg 111 , 

Just m the Jaws of Ruin, and Coddle 
And now, (as oft m some distemper’d State) 

On one mce Trick depends the gen’ral Fate 
An Ace of Hearts steps forth The King imseen 95 

Lurk’d in her Hand, and mourn’d his captive Queen 
He sprmgs to Vengeance with an eager pace. 

And falls like Thunder on the prostrate Ace 
The Nymph exultmg fills with Shouts the Sky, 

The Walls, the Woods, and long Canals reply 100 

Oh thoughtless Mortals * ever blmd to Fate, 

Too soon dejected, and too soon elate ^ 

Sudden these Honours shall be snatch’d away. 

And curs’d for ever this Victorious Day 

For lo * the Board with Cups and Spoons is crown’d. 
The Bernes crackle, and the Alill turns round 106 

On shimng Altars of Japan they raise 
The silver Lamp, the fiery Spirits blaze 
From silver Spouts the grateful Liquors ghde, 

While Chind% Earth receives the smokmg Tyde no 


94 Tnc^] in two senses 

105 ff Pope's version of the hearty meals in the epic 
107 shining Altars of Japan] = lacquered tables 
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At once they gratify their Scent and Taste, 

And frequent Cups prolong the rich Repast 
Strait hover round the Fair her Airy Band, 

Some, as she sip’d, the fuimng Liquor farm’d. 

Some o’er her Lap their careful Plumes display’d, 115 
Trembling, and conscious of the rich Brocade 
Coffee^ (which makes the Pohtician wise. 

And see thro’ all thmgs with his half-shut Eyes) 

Sent up in Vapours to the Baron’s Bram 
New Stratagems, the radiant Lock to gam 120 

Ah cease rash Youth* desist ere ’tis too late. 

Fear the just Gods, and think of Scylla^s Fate * 

Chang’d to a Bird, and sent to flit in Air, 

She dearly pays for Ntsm^ mjur’d Hair* 

But when to Mischief Mortals bend their Will, 125 
How soon they find fit Instruments of 111 * 

Just then, Clanssa drew with tempting Grace 
A two-edg’d Weapon from her shimng Case, 

So Ladies m Romance assist their Kmght, 

Present the Spear, and arm him for the Fight 130 

He takes the Gift with rev’rence, and extends 
The httle Engme on his Fmgers’ Ends, 

This just behind Belmdds Neck he spread. 

As o’er the fragrant Steams she bends her Head 
Swift to the Lock a thousand Sprights repair, 135 

A thousand Wings, by turns, blow back the Hair, 

And thrice they twitch’d the Diamond in her Ear, 

Thrice she look’d back, and thnce the Foe drew near 
Just m that instant, anxious Ariel sought 
The close Recesses of the Virgm’s Thought, 140 

As on the Nosegay in her Breast reclm’d. 

He watch’d th’ Ideas rising m her Mind, 

iiyf The coffee houses had long been the chief haunt of amateur 
pohticians they are satirized in Tatlers 155, 160, 178, Spectator 403 
122 ff Vtde Ovid Metam 8 <iff> [P] 

King Nisus, besieged in Megara by Minos, had a daughter Scylla who, 
seeing Minos from a watch tower, fell in love with him The safety of 
Nisus and his kingdom was known to depend on a purple hair which, 
among ‘those of honourable silver’, grew on his head Scylla plucked out 
this hair and took it to Mmos but met with nothing but abhorrence for her 
impiety After his victory he sailed away, whereupon Scylla attempted to 
cling to his ship till, beaten off by Nisus, who had become an osprey, she 
also became a bird 

128 shtmng Case] See note on v n6 below 

132 Eiigtne] The word being applicable to a large military object or 
sm€dl domestic one is exactly appropriate for mock-heroic 
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Sudden he view’d;, m spite of all her Art^ 

An Earthly Lover lurking at her Heart 
Amaz’d, confus’d, he found his Pow’r expir’d, 145 

Resign’d to Fate, and with a Sigh retir’d 
The Peer now spreads the ghtt’rmg Forfex wide, 
T’mclose the Lock, now joins it, to divide 
Ev’n then, before the fatal Engme clos’d, 

A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos’d, 150 

Fate urg’d the Sheers, and cut the Sylph m twain, 

(But Airy Substance soon unites again) 

The meetmg Pomts the sacred Hair dissever 
From the fair Head, for ever and for ever^ 

Then flash’d the hvmg Lightnmg from her Eyes, 155 
And Screams of Horror rend th’ affinghted Skies 
Not louder Shrieks to pitymg Heav’n are cast. 

When Husbands or when Lap-dogs breathe their last. 

Or when rich China Vessels, fal’n from high, 

In ghttrmg Dust and pamted Fragments he* 160 

Let Wreaths of Triumph now my Temples twine, 

(The Victor cry’d) the glorious Prize is nune* 

While Fish m Streams, or Birds dehght m Air, 

Or m a Coach and Six the British Fair, 

As long as Atalantis shall be read, 165 

Or the small Pillow grace a Lady’s Bed, 

While Visits shall be paid on solemn Days, 

When numerous Wax-hghts in bright Order blaze, 

While Nymphs take Treats, or Assignations give. 

So long my Honour, Name, and Praise shall hve * 170 

What Time wou’d spare, from Steel receives its date. 
And Monuments, like Men, subnut to Fate* 

Steel cou’d the Labour of the Gods destroy, 

149 f The sylph is trying to imitate the angel {DavtdeiSy p 15) who 
puts by the spear which Saul flings at David 

149 The wooden horse is called *the fatal Engine’ in Dryden’s Mnetd^ 
u 345 

IS2 See Milton, 6 <330 f> [P] 

165 Mrs Manley’s Secret Memories and Manners of several Persons of 
Quality^ of Both Sexes From the New Atalantis, an Island in the Mediter- 
anean, had appeared in 1709 (2 vols ) 

167 f Visits were an essential part of the day’s routine for a fashionable 
woman They took place in the evening, and the lady was attended by 
servants bearing lights An essential point of the visit was its appointed 
day, ‘solemn’ is therefore a pun, it includes the sense of solemms, ‘marked 
by the celebration of special observances or ntes (especially of a religious 
character)’ 

173 f Troy was supposed to have been built by Apollo and Poseidon 
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And strike to Dust th’ Imperial Tow’rs of Troy ^ 

Steel cou’d the Works of mortal Pride confound^, 175 
And hew Triumphal Axches to the Ground 
What Wonder then, fair Nymph » thy Hairs shou’d feel 
The conqu’rmg Force of unresisted SteeP 


CANTO IV 

But anxious Cares the pensive Nymph opprest. 

And secret Passions labour’d m her Breast 
Not youthful Kmgs m Battel seiz’d ahve. 

Not scornful Virgms who their Charms survive^ 

Not ardent Lovers robb’d of all their Bhss, 5 

Not ancient Ladies when refus’d a Kiss, 

Not Tyrants fierce that unrepentmg die. 

Not Cynthia when her Manteau^s pinn’d awry. 

E’er felt such Rage, Resentment and Despair, 

As Thou, sad Virgm* for thy ravish’d Hair 10 

For, that sad moment, when the Sylphs withdrew. 

And Ariel weepmg from Belinda flew, 

Umhriely a dusky melancholy Spright, 

As ever suUy’d the fair face of Light, 

Down to the Central Earth, his proper Scene, 15 

Repair’d to search the gloomy Cave of Spleen 
Swift on his sooty Pimons flitts the Gnomes 
And m a Vapour reach’d the dismal Dome 
No cheerful Breeze this sullen Region knows, 

The dreaded East is all the Wind that blows 20 

Here, m a Grotto, sheltred close from Air, 

And screen’d m Shades from Day’s detested Glare, 

She sighs for ever on her pensive Bed, 


I Virg Mrx 4 At regtna gravi, [P] 

8 Manteau] ‘a loose upper Garment, now generally worn by Women, 
instead of a straight-body’d Gown’ 

13 ff The journey to the underworld is an epic commonplace The 
subsidiary horrors in the ‘antre’ of Chicane (Boileau, Lutrm, v 39 ff ), and 
in the lairs of Envy and Death (Garth, Dispensary , pp 15 f and 105) are 
like Pope’s, fantastically allegorical The source of all these is the cave 
which Ovid invented for Envy, Metam , 11 760 ff 

16 Spleen] The fashionable name for an ancient malady, the incidence 
of which was jealously confined to the idle rich 

18 Vapour] Pope puns on vapour(s) again at 11 39 and 59 below The 
spleen was also called the vapours and a misty climate was supposed to 
induce it 

20 The east wind was considered to provoke spleen 
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Pam at her Side, and Megnm at her Head 
Two Handmaids wait the Throne Ahke m Place, 25 
But diff’rmg far in Figure and in Face 
Here stood IlUnature like an ancient Matdy 
Her wrinkled Form m Black and White array’d. 

With store of Pray’rs, for Mommgs, Nights, and Noons, 
Her Hand is fill’d, her Bosom with Lampoons 30 

There Affectation with a sickly Mien 
Shows m her Cheek the Roses of Eighteen, 

Practis’d to Lisp, and hang the Head aside. 

Faints mto Airs, and langmshes with Pnde, 

On the rich Quilt sinks with beconung Woe, 35 

Wrapt m a Gown, for Sickness, and for Show 
The Fair-ones feel such Maladies as these. 

When each new Night-Dress gives a new Disease 
A constant Vapour o’er the Palace flies. 

Strange Phantoms rismg as the Mists arise, 40 

Dreadful, as Hermit’s Dreams m haunted Shades, 

Or bright as Visions of expirmg Maids 

Now glarmg Fiends, and Snakes on roUmg Spires, 

Pale Spectres, gapmg Tombs, and Purple Fires 
Now Lakes of hquid Gold, Elysian Scenes, 45 

And Crystal Domes, and Angels m Machmes 
Uimumber’d Throngs on ev’ry side are seen 
Of Bodies chang’d to various Forms by Spleen 
Here hvmg Teapots stand, one Arm held out. 

One bent, the Handle this, and that the Spout 50 

A Pipkm there like Homer^s Tnpod walks. 

Here sighs a Jar, and there a Goose-pye talks. 


24 The organ called the spleen is at the left side of the body, megrim, 
or migraine, is a ‘Disorder of the head* (Johnson’s Dictionary), a severe 
headache Pope places his allegorical figures accordingly 

25 waii\ = wait on, ‘to be in readiness to receive orders’ 

33 Tatler 77, an essay on affectation (mainly that of men), notes lisping 
and carrying the head on one side as two marks of affectation, the former 
a recent fashion, the latter a fashion at the court of Alexander 

43 ff Starting from the usual hallucinatory symptoms of the spleen. 
Pope leads on to a satiric catalogue of the scenic effects of contemporary 
opera and pantomime 

43 Spires] coils 

47~54 These metamorphoses represent illusions commonly suffered 
by the splenetic 

51 See Horn Iliad 18 439 <ff >, 0/ Vulcan’5 Walking tripods [P] 

Pipkm] a small earthen boiler 

52 Goose-pye] Alludes to a real fact, a Lady of distinction imagined her- 
self in this condition [P] 
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Men prove with Childj as powerful Fancy works^ 

And Maids turn’d Bottels, call aloud for Corks 

Safe past the Gnome thro’ this fantastick Band^ 55 
A Branch of healing Spleenwort m his hand 
Then thus addrest the Pow’r — Hail wayward Queen ^ 
Who rule the Sex to Fifty from Fifteen, 

Parent of Vapours and of Female Wit, 

Who give th’ Hysteric or Poetic Fit, 

On various Tempers act by various ways, 60 

Make some take Physick, others scribble Plays, 

Who cause the Proud their Visits to delay. 

And send the Godly in a Pett, to pray 
A Nymph there is, that all thy Pow’r disdams, 65 

And thousands more m equal Mirth mamtams 
But oh* if e’er thy Gnome could spoil a Grace, 

Or raise a Pimple on a beauteous Face, 

Like Citron-Waters Matrons’ Cheeks inflame. 

Or change Complexions at a losmg Game, 70 

If e’er with airy Homs I planted Heads, 

Or rumpled Petticoats, or tumbled Beds, 

Or caus’d Suspicion when no Soul was mde. 

Or discompos’d the Head-dress of a Prude, 

Or e’er to costive Lap-Dog gave Disease, 75 

Which not the Tears of brightest Eyes could ease 
Hear me, and touch Belinda with Chagrm, 

That single Act gives half the World the Spleen 
The Goddess with a discontented Air 
Seems to reject him, tho’ she grants his Pray’r 80 

A wondrous Bag with both her Hands she bmds. 

Like that where once Ulysses held the Wmds, 

There she collects the Force of Female Lungs, 

Sighs, Sobs, and Passions, and the War of Tongues 
A Viad next she fills with famting Fears, 85 

Soft Sorrows, meltmg Gnefs, and flowing Tears 
The Gnome rejoicmg bears her Gifts away. 

Spreads his black Wmgs, and slowly moimts to Day 


57 fl This speech, which embodies common symptoms of the spleen, 
IS built on the model of Nisus’ speech to Luna {Mnetd^ ix 404 ff), 
Sidrac’s to Chicane (JLutnn, v 63 fl* ), and Horoscope*s to Disease (Dis^ 
pensary, p 37) 

59-62 Melancholy was supposed to accompany creative genius 
The Tatler and Spectator always treated the spleen as a malady of both 
sexes Pope restricts it entirely to women (except for 1 53) 

69 Citron^Water^ Brandy distilled with the rind of citrons 
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Sunk in Thalestns* Arms the N3miph he founds 
Her Eyes dejected and her Hair unbound 90 

Full o’er their Heads the swelling Bag he rent^ 

And all the Furies issued at the Vent 
Belinda bums with more than mortal Ire, 

And fierce Thalestns fans the nsmg Fire 
O wretched Maid* she spread her Hands, and cry’d, 95 
(While Hampton" s Ecchos, wretched Maid* reply’d) 

Was It for this you took such constant Care 
The BodkiUy Comb^ and Essence to prepare. 

For this your Locks m Paper-Durance bound. 

For this with tort’rmg Irons wreath’d around > 100 

For this with Fillets strain’d your tender Head, 

And bravely bore the double Loads of Lead ^ 

Gods* shall the Ravisher display your Hair, 

While the Fops envy, and the Ladies stare* 

Honour forbid! at whose unnval’d Shrme 105 

Ease, Pleasure, Virtue, AU, our Sex resign 
Methmks already I your Tears survey. 

Already hear the horrid thmgs they say. 

Already see you a degraded Toast, 

And all your Honour m a Whisper lost* no 

How sh^ I, then, your helpless Fame defend ^ 

’Twill then be Infamy to seem your Friend* 

And shall this Prize, th’ mestimable Prize, 

Expos’d thro’ Crystal to the gazmg Eyes, 

And heighten’d by the Diamond’s circling Rays, 115 
On that Rapacious Hand for ever blaze ? 

Sooner shall Grass in ATid^-Park Circus grow, 

And Wits take Lodgmgs m the Sound of Bow^ 

Sooner let Earth, Air, Sea, to Chaos fall. 

Men, Monkies, Lap-dogs, Parrots, perish all* 120 

She said, then ragmg to Sir Plume repairs, 

89 Thalestns was the Queen of the Amazons 

98 Cf note on 11 128 above 

99 fi The imagery is from incarceration and torture The curl papers 
of ladies* hair used to be fastened with strips of pliant lead 

10 1 Fdletsi With a reference to the epic e g , priestesses wear fillets 
in the Mneid 

109 toasi\ a celebrated woman whose health is often drunk 

1 17 Htde-Park Circus} a fashionable place for coach-drivmg, destroyed 
when the Serpentine was created in 1736 

1 18 The City with its solid brick citizens* houses had become almost 
wholly mercantile 

121 Sir Plume} Sir George Browne, cousin of Arabella Fermor’s 
mother 
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And bids her Beau demand the preaous Hairs 
{Sir Plime^ of Amber Snuff-box justly vam, 

And the mce Conduct of a clouded Cane) 

With earnest Eyes, and round unthinkmg Face, 125 
He first the Snuff-box open’d, then the Case, 

And thus broke out — ‘My Lord, why, what the Devil ’> 
Z — ds^ damn the Lock* ’fore Gad, you must be civil* 
Plague on’t* ’tis past a Jest — ^nay pnthee. Pox* 

Give her the Hair’ — ^he spoke, and rapp’d his Box 130 
It grieves me much (reply’d the Peer agam) 

Who speaks so well shou’d ever speak m vam 
But by this Lock, this sacred Lock I swear, 

(Which never more shall jom its parted Hair, 

Which never more its Honours shall renew, 135 

Chpt from the lovely Head where late it grew) 

That while my Nostrils draw the vital Air, 

This Hand, which won it, shall for ever wear 
He spoke, and speakmg, m proud Triumph spread 
The long-contended Honours of her Head 140 

But VmbneU hateful Gnome^ forbears not so. 

He breaks the Vial whence the Sorrows flow 
Then see * the Nymph m beauteous Grief appears, 

Her Eyes half-languishmg, half-drown’d m Tears, 

On her heav’d Bosom hung her droopmg Head, 145 
Which, with a Sigh, she rais’d, and thus she said 
For ever curs’d be this detested Day, 

Which snatch’d my best, my fav’rite Curl away! 

Happy! ah ten times happy, had I been, 

If Hampton-Court these Eyes had never seen* 150 

Yet am not I the first mistaken Maid, 

By Love of Courts to num’rous Ills betray’d 
Oh had I rather un-admir’d remain’d 
In some lone Isle, or distant Northern Land, 

Where the gilt Chariot never marks the Way, 155 

124 clouded\ variegated with dark veins 

127 ff Sir Hume speaks the language of the ‘common Swearer* in 
Tatler 13, and the fop in Tatler no 

133 ff In allusion to Achilles*^ Oath in Homer II i <309 ff > [P] 

141 f These two lines are additional, and assign the cause of the different 
operation of the Passions of the two Ladies The poem went on before with- 
out that dutinction, as without any Machinery to the end of the Canto 

[P] 

147 ff This speech is modelled on Achilles’ lament for Patroclus, Iliad, 
xviii 107 ff 

149 f An adaptation of Dido’s cry, JEnetd, iv 657 f 
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Where none learn Ombres none e’er taste Bohea^ 

There kept my Charms conceal’d from mortal Eye, 

Like Roses that m Desarts bloom and die 

What mov’d my Mind with youthful Lords to rome ? 

O had I stay’d, and said my Pray’rs at home* 160 

’Twas this, the Mormng Omens seem’d to tell. 

Thrice from my tremblmg hand the Patch-box fell. 

The tott’rmg China shook without a Wmd, 

Nay, Poll sate mute, and Shock was most Unkmd* 

A Sylph too warn’d me of the Threats of Fate, 165 
In mystic Visions, now behev’d too late* 

See the poor Remnants of these shghted Hairs * 

My hands shall rend what ev’n thy Rapme spares 
These, m two sable Rmglets taught to break. 

Once gave new Beauties to the snowie Neck 170 

The Sister-Lock now sits uncouth, alone, 

And m its Fellow’s Fate foresees its own. 

Uncurl’d it hangs, the fatal Sheers demands. 

And tempts once more thy sacrilegious Hands 
Oh hadst thou. Cruel* been content to seize 175 

Hairs less m sight, or any Hairs but these* 

156 Bohed\ A species of tea, of higher colour, and more astringent 
taste, than green tea 

158 Cf Waller, Go lovely rose^ 11 6 ff 


CANTO V 

She said the pitying Audience melt in Tears, 

But Fate end Jove had stopp’d the Barones Ears 
In vam Thalestns with Reproach assails. 

For who can move when fair Belinda fails > 

Not half so fixt the Trojan cou’d remain, 5 

While Anna begg’d and Dido rag’d m vam 
Then grave Clarissa graceful wav’d her Fan, 

Silence ensu’d, and thus the Nymph began 

Say, why are Beauties prais’d and honour’d most. 

The wise Man’s Passion, and the vam Man’s Toast 10 
Why deck’d with all that Land and Sea afford. 

Why Angels call’d, and Angel-hke ador’d ’ 

Why round our Coaches crowd the white-glov’d Beaus, 
Why bows the Side-box from its inmost Rows ^ 

7 Clarissd\ A new Character introduced in the subsequent Editions^ to 
pen more clearly the Moral 0/ the Poem, in a parody of the speech of 
\arpedon to Glaucus in Homer [P] See pp 60-62, 170, 568 
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How vain are all these Glories, all our Pains, 15 

Unless good Sense preserve what Beauty gains 
That Men may say, when we the Front-box grace. 

Behold the first in Virtue, as m Face* 

Oh* if to dance all Night, and dress all Day, 

Charm’d the Small-pox, or chas’d old Age away, 20 
Who would not scorn what Huswife’s Cares produce, 

Or who would learn one earthly Thing of Use > 

To patch, nay ogle, might become a Samt, 

Nor could It sure be such a Sm to pamt 

But smce, alas * frail Beauty must decay, 25 

Curl’d or uncurl’d, smce Locks will turn to grey, 

Smce painted, or not pamted, all shall fade. 

And she who scorns a Man, must die a Maid, 

What then remams, but well our Pow’r to use. 

And keep good Humour still whate’er we lose ? 30 

And trust me. Dear* good Humour can prevail, 

WTien Airs, and Fhghts, and Screams, and Scolding fail 
Beauties m vam their pretty Eyes may roll. 

Charms strike the Sight, but Ment wms the Soul 
So spoke the Dame, but no Applause ensu’d, 35 

Belinda frown’d, Thalestns call’d her Prude 
To Arms, to Arms! the fierce Virago cries, 

And swift as Lightning to the Combate flies 
All side m Parues, and begin th’ Attack, 

Fans clap, Silks russle, and tough Whalebones crack, 40 
Heroes’ and Heroms’ Shouts confus’dly rise. 

And base, and treble Voices strike the Skies 
No common Weapons m their Hands are found. 

Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal Wound 
So when bold Homer makes the Gods engage, 45 

And heav’nly Breasts with human Passions rage, 

’Gamst Pallas y Mars, Latona:, Hermes arms, 

And all Olympus rmgs with loud Alarms 
Joveh Thunder roars, Heav’n trembles all around. 

Blue Neptune storms, the bellowmg Deeps resound, 50 
Earth shakes her noddmg Tow’rs, the Ground gives way. 
And the pale Ghosts start at the Flash of Day* 

35 It IS a verse frequently repeated in Homer after any speech^ 

So spoke — and all the Heroes applauded [P] 

37 From hence the first Edition goes on to the Conclusion^ except a very 
few short insertions added, to keep the Machinery in view to the end of the 
poem [P] 

37 Viragcil A female warrior, a woman with the qualities of a man 
45 Homer II 20 <91 fF> [P] 
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Triumphant Umhnel on a Sconce’s Height 
Clapt his glad Wmgs, and sate to view the Fight 
Propt on their Bodkm Spears^ the Sprights survey 55 
The growmg Combat, or assist the Fray 
While thro’ the Press enrag’d Thalestns files, 

And scatters Deaths around from both her Eyes, 

A Beau and Wtthng perish’d m the Throng, 

One dy’d m Metaphor^ and one m Song 60 

O cruel Nymph ' a living Death I bear^ 

Cry’d Dapperwiti and sunk beside his Chair 
A mournful Glance Sir Fopling upwards cast. 

Those Eyes are made so killing — ^was his last 
Thus on Meander^ fiow’ry Margm hes 65 

Th’ expirmg Swan, and as he smgs he dies 
■When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa down, 

Chloe stept m, and kill’d him with a Frown, 

She smil’d to see the doughty Hero slam. 

But at her Smile, the Beau reviv’d agam 70 

Novj Jove suspends his golden Scales m Air, 

W'eighs the Men’s Wits agamst the Lady’s Hair, 

The doubtful Beam long nods from side to side. 

At length the Wits mount up, the Hairs subside 

See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 75 

With more than usual Lightnmg m her Eyes , 

Nor fear’d the Chief th’ imequal Fight to try, 

Who sought no more than on his Foe to die 
But this bold Lord, with manly Strength indu’d. 

She with one Fmger and a Thumb subdu’d 80 

Just where the Breath of Life his Nostrils drew, 

53-6 These four lines added, for the reason before <37«> mentioned [P] 

53 f Minerva in like manner, during the Battle 0/ Ulysses with the Suitors 
in Odyss <xxii 261 f > perches on a beam of the roof to behold it [P] 

Sconce\ A pensile candlestick 

62 Dapperwit is hving up to his character in Wycherley’s Love tn a 
Wood, see, e g , ii i 

63 Sir Fo^ingl The chief character in Etherege’s Man of Mode, or Sir 
Fopling Flutter, one of *our most applauded plays’ {Spectator, 65) 

64 The Words in a Song in the Opera of Camilla [P] Camilla, the most 
famous opera of Marc* Antonio Buononcim, brother of Handel’s rival, 
was first performed in England on 30 April 1706 It was performed fifty- 
four times during 1706-9 

65 f Ov Ep <vii I f > 

Sic ubifata vocant, udts abjectus in herbis, 

Ad vada Mceandrt concmit albus olor [P] 

71 ff Vtd Homer 11 8 <87fF> & Virg ASn 12 <725 ff > [P] 

81 Pope may intend a cross reference to iv 137 the wheel has come full 
circle for the Baron 
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A Charge of Snuff t±ie wily Virgin threw, 

The Gnomes direct, to ev’ry Atome just. 

The pungent Grains of titillating Dust 
Sudden, with starting Tears each Eye overflows, 85 

And the high Dome re-ecchoes to his Nose 
Now meet thy Fate, mcens’d Belinda cry’d. 

And drew a deadly Bodkin from her Side 
(The same, his ancient Personage to deck. 

Her great great Grandsire wore about his Neck 90 

In three SeahRings^ which after, melted down. 

Form’d a vast Buckle for his Widow’s Gown 
Her infant Grandame’s Whistle next it grew. 

The Bells she gingled, and the Whistle blew. 

Then in a Bodkin grac’d her Mother’s Hairs, 95 

Which long she wore, and now Belinda wears ) 

Boast not my Fall (he cry’d) msultmg Foe> 

Thou by some other shalt be laid as low 
Nor think, to die dejects my lofty Mmd, 

All that I dread, is leavmg you behmd* 100 

Rather than so, ah let me still survive. 

And bum in Cwpid’s Flames, — ^but bum ahve 
Restore the Lock ^ she cnes, and all around 
Restore the Lock ' the vaulted Roofs rebound 
Not fierce Othello m so loud a Stram 105 

Roar’d for the Handkerchief that caus’d his Pam 
But see how oft Ambitious Aims are cross’d. 

And Chiefs contend ’till all the Prize is lost * 

The Lock, obtam’d with Gmlt, and kept with Pam, 

In ev’ry place is sought, but sought m vain no 

With such a Prize no Mortal must be blest. 

So Heav’n decrees ^ with Heav’n who can contest ’> 

Some thought it mounted to the Lunar Sphere, 

Smce all thmgs lost on Earth, are treasur’d there 

83 f These two lines added for the above reason [P] see 1 3711 above 
89 ff In Imitation of the Progress of Agamemnon’s Scepter in Homer, 
ll 2 <129 ff> [P] 

1 14 ff Vtd Ariosto Canto 34 <stanzas 68 ff > [P] 

Astolfo journeys to the moon in search of Orlando’s lost wits, and finds 
A mighty masse of things strangely confus’d, 

Things that on earth were lost, or were abus’d 
Among these are ‘The vowes that sinners make, and never pay,’ gifts 
given to princes, ‘fond loves’, 

Large promises that Lords make, and forget 
The fruitlesse almes that men give when they die 
Here ‘mans wit’ is kept m jars after having been lost on earth through 
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There Heroes’ Wits are kept in pondrous Vases, 115 
And Beaus’ m Snuff-boxes and Tweezer-Cases 
There broken Vows, and Death-bed Ahns are found, 

And Lovers’ Hearts with Ends of Riband bound, 

The Courtier’s Promises, and Sick Man’s Pray’rs, 

The Smiles of Harlots, and the Tears of Heirs, 120 
Cages for Gnats, and Chains to Yoak a Flea, 

Dry’d Butterflies, and Tomes of Casuistry 
But trust the Muse — she saw it upward nse, 

Tho’ mark’d by none but quick Poetic Eyes 

(So Romeos great Founder to the Heav’ns withdrew, 125 

To Proculus alone confess’d in view ) 

A sudden Star, it shot thro’ liquid Air, 

And drew behmd a radiant Trail of Hair 
Not Berenice'^ Locks first rose so bright. 

The Heav’ns bespanghng with dishevel’d Light 130 
The Sylphs behold it kindlmg as it flies. 

And pleas’d pursue its Progress thro’ the Skies 
This the Beau-monde shall from the Mall survey. 

And hail with Musick its propitious Ray 

This, the blest Lover shall for Venus take, 135 

And send up Vows from Rosamondah Lake 

This Partridge soon shall view in cloudless Skies, 

When next he looks thro’ Galilced% Eyes, 

And hence th’ Egregious Wizard shall foredoom 
The Fate of Loms^ and the Fall of Rome 140 

Then cease, bnght Nymph * to mourn thy ravish’d Hair 
Which adds new Glory to the shimng Sphere* 


love, ambition, trade, service of lords, aspiration after powers magical, 
alchemistical or poetical 

1 16 Tweezer-Cases\ a Tatler 14.2 ‘his Tweezer-Cases are incompar- 
able You shall have one not much bigger than your Finger, with seven- 
teen several Instruments in it, all necessary every Hour of the Day, during 
the whole Course of a Man’s Life ’ 

122 Casuistry} The minutely argued adaptation of ethical rules to 
individual cases which the Counter-Reformation had encouraged, and in 
England such churchmen as Jeremy Taylor, was now discredited 

127 liquid] m the Latin sense of clear 

13 1 f These two lines added for the same reason to keep in view the 
Machinery of the Poem [P] 

133 the Mall] An enclosed walk in St James’s Park 

136 Rosamondds Lake] A pond in St James’s Park 

137 John Partridge was a ridiculous Star-gazer^ who in his Almanacks 
every year^ never faiVd to predict the downfall of the Pope^ and the King of 
France, then at war with the English [P] 

138 Galileo improved the newly invented telescope and by its aid 
inaugurated a new era in the history of astronomy 
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Not all the Tresses that fair Head can boast 

Shall draw such Envy as the Lock you lost 

Forj after all the Murders of your Eye, 145 

When, after Milhons slam, your self shall die. 

When those fair Suns shall sett, as sett they must^ 

And all those Tresses shall be laid m Dust, 

This Lock^ the Muse shall consecrate to Fame, 

And mid’st the Stars mscribe Belindc^^ Name* 150 



Epistle To Miss Blount^ on her leaving the 
Tozon, after the Coronation 

[written 1714, published, Works, 1717] 

As some fond virgm, whom her mother’s care 
Drags from the town to wholsom country air. 

Just when she learns to roll a meltmg eye. 

And hear a spark, yet think no danger mgh, 

From the dear man unwiUmg she must sever, 5 

Yet takes one kiss before she parts for ever 
Thus from the world fair Zephahnda flew. 

Saw others happy, and with sighs withdrew. 

Not that their pleasures caus’d her discontent. 

She sigh’d not that They stay’d, but that She went 10 
She went, to plam-work, and to purlmg brooks, 
Old-fashion’d halls, dull axmts, and croakmg rooks. 

She went from Op’ra, park, assembly, play. 

To mornmg walks, and pray’rs three hours a day. 

To pass her time ’twixt reading and Bohea, 15 

To muse, and spill her solitary Tea, 

Or o’er cold coffee trifle with the spoon. 

Count the slow clock, and dme exact at noon. 

Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire. 

Hum half a time, tell stories to the squire, 20 

Up to her godly garret after sev’n. 

There starve and pray, for that’s the way to heav’n 
Some Squire, perhaps, you take a dehght to rack. 

Whose game is Whisk, whose treat a toast in sack. 

Who visits with a gun, presents you birds, 25 

Then gives a smacking buss, and cries — ^No words ^ 

Or with his hound comes hollowmg from the stable. 

Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table. 

Whose laughs are hearty, tho’ his jests are coarse. 

And loves you best of all thmgs — ^but his horse 30 

In some fair evemng, on your elbow laid, 

You dream of triumphs in the rural shade, 

In pensive thought recall the fancy’d scene. 

See Coronations rise on ev’ry green. 

Before you pass th’ imaginary sights 35 

Of Lords, and Earls, and Dukes, and garter’d Kmghts, 


15 Bohed\ see p 237, I i56« 
24 whu}i\ whist 
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While the spread Fan o’ershades your closing eyes 3 
Then give one flirt, and all the vision flies 
Thus vamsh sceptres, coronets, and balls, 

And leave you m lone woods, or empty walls 40 

So when your slave, at some dear, i^e time, 

(Not plagu’d with headachs, or the want of rhime) 
Stands m the streets, abstracted from the crew. 

And while he seems to study, thinks of you 

Just when his fancy pomts your sprightly eyes, 45 

Or sees the blush of soft Parthema rise. 

Gay pats my shoulder, and you vamsh qmte. 

Streets, chairs, and coxcombs rush upon my sight, 

Vext to be still m town, I kmt my brow. 

Look sow’r, and hum a tune — as you may now 50 

38 jhrt] a sudden movement of the fan 
48 chairs^ sedan-chairs 



A Farewell to London In the Year ijiS 

[published 1775] 

Dear, damn’d^ distracting Town^ farewell * 

Thy Fools no more I’ll teize 

This Year m Peace, ye Critics, dwell, 

Ye Harlots, sleep at Ease* 

Soft B and rough C adieu* 5 

Earl Warwick make your Moan, 

The hvely H k and you 

May knock up Whores alone 

To drink and droll be Rowe allow’d 
Till the third watchman toll, 10 

Let Jervase gratis pamt, and Frowd 
Save Three-pence, and his Soul 

Farewell Arbuthnofs Raillery 
On every learned Sot, 

And Garths the best good Chnstian he, 15 

Altho’ he knows it not 

Lintoti farewell* thy Bard must go. 

Farewell, unhappy Tonson * 

Heaven gives thee for thy Loss of Rowe, 

Lean Philips^ and idX. Johnson 20 

Why should I stay ? Both Parties rage , 

My vixen Mistress squalls. 

The Wits m envious Feuds engage. 

And Homer (damn him *) calls 

The Love of Arts hes cold and dead 25 

In Halhfax’s Um, 

5 B ] Perhaps Bethel, see p 540, 11 125-67? 

C s] Generally, but not certainly, identified as Craggs the younger 

6 Warwtc}i\ Son-in-law to Addison 

7 H K\ Doubtless Edward Richard, Viscount Hinchinbroke 

II Philip Frowde (d 1738), poet and friend of Swift, had suffered 
from his father’s improvidence 

17 Ltntot\ Pope’s bookseller, who had undertaken to publish the Iliad 

18 Tonson\ 1656^-1736 The leading pubhsher of his generation 

26 Charles Montagu, Earl of Halifax (1661-1715) Politician, 

poet, and patron of poets 
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And not one Muse of all he fed. 

Has yet the Grace to mourn 

My Friends, by Turns, my Friends confound. 
Betray, and are betray’d 30 

PoorF — r’s sold for Fifty Pound, 

And B ll IS a Jade 

Why make I Friendships with the Great, 

I no Favour seek ^ 

Or follow Girls Seven Hours m Eight ? — 35 

I need but once a Week 

Still idle, with a busy Air, 

Deep Whimsies to contrive. 

The gayest Valetudinaire, 

Most thinking Rake ahve 40 

Sohatous for others Ends, 

Tho’ fond of dear Repose, 

Careless or drowsy with my Fnends, 

And frohck with my Foes 

Laborious Lobster-mghts, farewell * 45 

For sober, studious Days, 

And Burlington^ dehcious Meal, 

For Sallads, Tarts, and Pease * 

Adieu to all but Gay alone. 

Whose Soul, smcere and free, 50 

Loves all Mankind, but flatters none, 

And so may starve with me 

31 > — r] Mrs Elizabeth Younger (1699^-1762), actress 

32 B ll\ Mrs M Bicknell (1695^-1723), actress, sister of Mrs 

Younger 



The Universal Prayer 

DEO OPT MAX 
[written c 1715, published 1738] 

Father of All* in every Age, 

In every Clime ador’d^ 

By Samt, by Savage^ and by Sage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord* 

Thou Great First Cause, least Understood* 5 

Who all my Sense confin’d 

To know but this, — ^that Thou art Good, 

And that my self am bl^ld 

Yet gave me, m this dark Estate, 

To see the Good from 111 , 10 

And bmding Nature fast m Fate, 

Left free the Human Will 

What Consaence dictates to be done, 

Or warns me not to doe. 

This, teach me more than HeU to shim, 15 

That, more than Heav’n pursue 

What Blessmgs thy free Bounty gives, 

Let me not cast away. 

For God is pay’d when Man receives, 

T’ enjoy, is to obey 20 

Yet not to Earth’s contracted Span, 

Thy Goodness let me bound, 

Or think Thee Lord alone of Man, 

When thousand Worlds are round 

Let not this weak, unknowmg hand 25 

Presume Thy Bolts to throw. 

And deal Damnation round the land. 

On each I judge thy Foe 

If I am right, oh teach my heart 

Still m the nght to stay, 30 

Composed in 1715, and subsequently revised for use as a pendant to 
the Essay on Man 
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If I am wrongs Thy Grace impart 
To find that better Way 

Save me ahke from foohsh Pride, 

Or impious Discontent, 

At ought thy Wisdom has deny’d, 35 

Or ought thy Goodness lent 

Teach me to feel another’s Woe, 

To hide the Fault I see. 

That Mercy I to others show. 

That Mercy show to me 40 

Mean tho’ I am, not wholly so 

Smce quicken’d by thy Breath, 

O lead me wheresoe’er I go. 

Thro’ this day’s Life, or Death 

This day, be Bread and Peace my Lot, 45 

All else beneath the Sun, 

Thou know’st if best bestow’d, or not. 

And let Thy Will be done 

To Thee, whose Temple is all Space, 

Whose Altar, Earth, Sea, Skies, 

One Chorus let all Bemg raised 
All Nature’s Incence nse* 


50 



Epistle to Mr Jervas 

WITH DRYDEN’S TRAKSLATION OF FRESNOY’S 
ART OF PAINTING 

[written c 1715, published 1716] 

This verse be thine, my fnend, nor thou refuse 
This, from no venal or ungrateful Muse 
Whether thy hand strike out some free design. 

Where hfe awakes, and dawns at ev’ry hne. 

Or blend m beauteous tmts the colour’d mass, 5 

And from the canvas call the mimic face 
Read these instructive leaves, in which conspire 
Fresnoy^s close art, and Dryden^s native fire 
And readmg wish, like theirs, our fate and fame. 

So mix’d our studies, and so jom’d our name, 10 

Like them to shme thro’ long succeedmg age. 

So just thy skill, so regular my rage 
Smit with the love of Sister-arts we came. 

And met congemal, mmghng flame with flame. 

Like friendly colours found them both umte, 15 

And each from each contract new strength and hght 
How oft’ in pleasmg tasks we wear the day. 

While summer suns roll imperceiv’d away? 

How oft’ our slowly-growmg works impart. 

While images reflect from art to art 20 

How oft’ review, each finding like a friend 
Something to blame, and something to commend ^ 

What flatt’rmg scenes our wand’rmg fancy wrought, 
Romeos pompous glories rismg to our thought’ 

Together o’er the Alps methinks we fly, 25 

Fir’d with ideas of fair Italy 

With thee, on Raphaels Monument I mourn. 

Or wait inspirmg dreams at Mard^s Um 
With thee repose, where Tully once was laid. 

Or seek some ruin’s formidable shade, 30 

While fancy brings the vamsh’d pdes to view. 

And builds imagmary Rome a-new 
Here thy well-study’d Marbles fix our eye, 

A fadmg Fresco here demands a sigh 


Title Mr Jervasl See p 285 , 1 28« 

Fremoy'\ Charles Alphonse Dufresnoy (1611-65), painter and poet De 
arte graphtca (1668) translated by Dryden, 1695 
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Each heav’nly piece unweary’d we compare, 35 

Match Raphaels grace, with thy lov’d Guido's air, 
Caraca's strength, Correggio's softer hne, 

Paulo'^ free stroke, and Titian's warmth divme 
How fimsh’d with lUustnous toil appears 
This small, well-pohsh’d gem, the work of years ^ 40 

Yet still how famt by precept is exprest 
The living image m the Pamter’s breast > 

Thence endless streams of fair ideas flow. 

Strike in the sketch, or m the picture glow. 

Thence beauty, wakmg all her forms, supphes 45 

An Angel’s sweemess, or Bridgewater's eyes 
Muse * at that name thy sacred sorrows shed. 

Those tears eternal, that embalm the dead 
Call roimd her tomb each object of desire. 

Each purer frame inform’d with purer fire 50 

Bid her be all that cheats or softens hfe. 

The tender sister, daughter, friend and wife. 

Bid her be all that makes mankind adore. 

Then view this marble, and be vain no more* 

Yet still her charms m breathmg paint engage, 55 
Her modest cheek shall warm a future age 
Beauty, frail flow’r that ev’ry season fears. 

Blooms m thy colours for a thousand years 
Thus Churchill's race shall other hearts surprize. 

And other Beauties envy Worsley's eyes, 60 

Each pleasmg Blount sl:^ endless smiles bestow. 

And soft Belinda's blush for ever glow 
Oh lastmg as those colours may they shme. 

Free as thy stroke, yet faultless as thy line* 

New graces yearly, like thy works, display, 65 

Soft without weakness, vuthout glarmg gay. 

Led by some rule, that guides, but not constrains. 

And finish’d more thro’ happiness than pains * 


46 Bridgewater] Elizabeth, Countess of Bridgewater, was the third of 
the four beautiful daughters of the Duke of Marlborough, who are 
alluded to in 1 59 

60 Worsley^s eyes] Wife of Sir Robert Worsley Nevertheless, m the 
early versions it was Lady Mary Wortley Montagu whose eyes Pope 
praised and whose name, after his quarrel with her, he changed to 
Worsley by the alteration of one letter 

61 Blount] Martha and Teresa Blount, a double portrait of whom 
Jervas was then paintmg 

62 Belinda] Arabella Fermor, the heroine of The Rape of the Lock 
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The kindred arts shall m their praise conspire. 

One dip the pencil, and one string the lyre Jo 

Yet should the Graces all thy figures place. 

And breathe an air divine on ev’ry face. 

Yet should the Muses bid my numbers roll. 

Strong as their charms, and gentle as their soul, 

With Zeuxis^ Helen thy Bridgewater vie, 75 

And these be sung ’tiU Granville"* s Myra die, 

Alas ^ how little from the grave we claim ^ 

Thou but preserv’st a Face and I a Name 

76 Granville’s Myra] George Granville Lord Lansdowne (1667-1735), 
who m his poems frequently celebrated the Countess of Newburgh under 
the name of Myra 



Elmsa to Abelard 

[written c 1716, published, Worhs^ 1717] 

THE ARGUMENT 

Abelard and Eloisa flourished in the twelfth Century , they were two 
of the most distinguished persons of their age in learning and beauty^ 
but for nothing more famous than for their unfortunate passion After 
a long course of Calamities ^ they retired each to a several Convent^ and 
consecrated the remainder of their days to religion It was many years 
after this separation^ that a letter of Abelard’^ to a Friend which con- 
tatn^d the history of his misfortune^ fell into the hands of Eloisa This 
awakening all her tenderness^ occasioned those celebrated letters {out 
of which the following is partly extracted) which give so lively a picture 
of the struggles of grace and nature ^ virtue and passion 

In these deep sohtudes and awful cells, 

Where heav’nly-pensive, contemplation dwells. 

And ever-musmg melancholy reigns. 

What means this tumult in a Vestal^s vems > 

Why rove my thoughts beyond this last retreat ? 5 

Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat ? 

Yet, yet I love* — ^From Abelard it came. 

And Eloisa yet must kiss the name 
Dear fatal name* rest ever unreveal’d. 

Nor pass these hps in holy silence seal’d 10 

Hide It, my heart, withm that close disguise. 

Where, mix’d with God’s, his lov’d Idea lies 
Oh write it not, my hand — ^The name appears 
Already written — ^wash it out, my tears * 

In vain lost Eloisa weeps and prays, 15 

Her heart still dictates, and her hand obeys 
Relentless walls * whose darksom round contains 
Repentant sighs, and voluntary pams. 

Ye rugged rocks* which holy knees have worn. 

Ye grots and caverns shagg’d with horrid thorn* 20 

Shrmes* where their vigils pale-ey’d virgms keep. 

And pitymg samts, whose statues learn to weep* 

I ff To show the writer as treasuring her lover’s letter and as struggling 
with tears and emotion in her attempts to answer it, is a recognized 
opening for a heroic epistle 
20 Cf Cotnus, 1 429 

By grots, and caverns shag’d with horrid shades 
Pope’s change emphasizes the Latin connotation of Milton’s horrid ^ 
horrtdus = bristling 
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Tho’ cold like you, immov’d, and silent grown, 

I have not yet forgot my self to stone 

All IS not Heav’n’s while Abelard has part, 25 

Still rebel nature holds out half my heart. 

Nor pray’rs nor fast its stubborn pulse restram, 

Nor tears, for ages, taught to flow m vam 
Soon as thy letters tremblmg I imclose. 

That well-known name awakens all my woes 30 

Oh name for ever sad* for ever dear* 

Stdl breath’d m sighs, still usher’d with a tear 
I tremble too where-e’er my own I find. 

Some dire imsfortune follows close behmd 

Lme after Ime my gushmg eyes o’erflow, 35 

Led thro’ a sad variety of woe 

Now warm m love, now with’nng m thy bloom. 

Lost m a convent’s sohtary gloom* 

There stem rehgion quench’d th’ imwillmg flame. 

There dy’d the best of passions, Love and Fame 40 

Yet write, or write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and eccho sighs to thme 
Nor foes nor fortune take this pow’r away 
And IS my Abelard less kind than they ? 

Tears still are mme, and those I need not spare, 45 

Love but demands what else were shed m pray’r, 

No happier task these faded eyes pursue, 

To read and weep is all they now can do 
Then share thy pam, allow that sad rehef , 

Ah more than share it * give me all thy grief 50 

Heav’n first taught letters for some wretch’s aid. 

Some bamsh’d lover, or some captive maid, 

They hve, they speak, they breathe what love inspires, 
Warm from the soul, and faithful to its fires. 

The virgm’s wish without her fears impart, 55 

Excuse the blush, and pour out all the heart. 

Speed the soft mtercourse from soul to soul, 

And waft a sigh from Indus to the Foie 

Thou know’st how guiltless first I met thy flame. 

When Love approach’d me imder Friendship’s name, 60 

24 Cf Letters of Abelard and HelotsCy trs Hughes, 129 ‘O Vows* O 
Convent * I have not lost my Humanity under your inexorable Discipline ! 
You have not made me Marble by changing my Habit’ , and Milton, II 
Pens , 42 ‘Forget thy self to Marble* 

51 ff Cf Hughes, 106 ‘Letters were first invented for comforting such 
solitary Wretches as my self* 

56 Excuse] in the sense of ‘exempt from the need of* 
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My fancy formM thee of Angelick kind^ 

Some emanation of th’ all-beauteous Mmd 
Those smilmg eyes^ attemp’rmg ev’ry ray. 

Shone sweetly lambent with celestial day 
Guiltless I gaz’d, heav’n hsten’d while you sung, 65 

And truths divme came mended from that tongue 
From lips like those what precept fail’d to move ^ 

Too soon they taught me ’twas no sin to love 
Back thro’ the paths of pleasmg sense I ran, 

Nor wish’d an Angel whom I lov’d a Man 70 

Dim and remote the joys of samts I see, 

Nor envy them, that heav’n I lose for thee 
How oft’, when press’d to marriage, have I said. 

Curse on all laws but those which love has made ^ 

Love, free as air, at sight of human ties, 75 

Spreads his hght wmgs, and m a moment flies 
Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 

August her deed, and sacred be her fame, 

Before true passion all those views remove. 

Fame, wealth, and honour* what are you to Love ^ 80 

The jealous God, when we profane his fires. 

Those restless passions in revenge mspires. 

And bids them make imstaken mortals groan. 

Who seek in love for ought but love alone 
Should at my feet the world’s great master fall, 85 

Himself, his throne, his world, I’d scorn ’em all 
Not Ccesar^s empress wou’d I deign to prove. 

No, make me mistress to the man I love, 

If there be yet another name more free. 

More fond than mistress, make me that to thee! 90 

Oh happy state* when souls each other draw. 

When love is hberty, and nature, law 
All then is full, possessmg, and possest. 

No craving Void left akmg m the breast 
Ev’n thought meets tiiought ere from the hps it part, 95 

66 He was her P> eceptor tn Philosophy and ’Divinity [P] 

69 f Wakefield paraphrases ‘Thy holy precepts and the sanctity of thy 
character had made me conceive of thee as a being more venerable than 
man But thy personal allurements soon inspired those tender feel- 
ings, which gradusdly conducted me from a veneration of the angel to a 
love for the man * 

75 ff Love mil not he confined hy Maisterie 

When Maisterie comeSy the Lord of Love anon 
Flutters his wings, and forthwith he is gone 
Chaucer iFrankhris Tale, 36 ff > [P] 
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And each warm wish sprmgs mutual from the heart 
This sure is bhss (if bhss on earth there be) 

And once the lot of Abelard and me 
Alas how chang’d* what sudden horrors rise* 

A naked Lover bound and bleedmg hes* lOO 

Where^ where was Eloise ? her voice^ her hand. 

Her ponyard, had oppos’d the dire command 
Barbarian stay* that bloody stroke restram. 

The crime was common, common be the pain 
I can no more, by shame, by rage supprest, 105 

Let tears, and burmng blushes speak the rest 
Canst thou forget that sad, that solemn day. 

When victims at yon’ altar’s foot we lay ? 

Canst thou forget what tears that moment fell. 

When, warm m youth, I bade the world farewell ? no 
As with cold hps I kiss’d the sacred ved, 

The shrmes all trembled, and the lamps grew pale 
Heav’n scarce behev’d the conquest it survey’d. 

And Saints with wonder heard the vows I made 

Yet then, to those dread altars as I drew, 115 

Not on the Cross my eyes were jSbc’d, but you, 

Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call. 

And if I lose thy love, I lose my all 

Come* with thy looks, thy words, reheve my woe. 

Those snll at least are left thee to bestow 120 

Still on that breast enamour’d let me he. 

Still drink delicious poison from thy eye. 

Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be prest. 

Give all thou canst — ^and let me dream the rest 

Ah no * mstruct me other joys to prize, 125 

With other beauties charm my partial eyes. 

Full m my view set all the bright abode. 

And make my soul quit Abelard for God 
Ah think at least thy flock deserves thy care. 

Plants of thy hand, and children of thy pray’r 130 

From the false world in early youth they fled. 

By thee to mountams, wilds, and deserts led 
You rais’d these hallow’d walls, the desert smil’d. 

And Paradise was open’d m the Wild 

104 patn\ *= punishment (Latin pcena) as well as the common English 
meaning 

133 He founded the Monastery [P] 

134 The sudden oasis — *beauty lying in the lap of horror’—had been 
strongly presented m Par Lost, iv 131 fT (cf Isaiah, li 3) and was to 
endear itself to all eighteenth-century aestheticians 
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No weeping orphan saw his father’s stores 135 

Our shrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors, 

No silver samts, by dymg misers giv’n. 

Here brib’d the rage of ill-reqmted heav’n 
But such plam roofs as piety could raise. 

And only vocal with the Mger’s praise 140 

In these lone walls (their day’s eternal bound) 

These moss-grown domes with spiry turrets crown’d. 
Where awful arches make a noon-day mght. 

And the dim wmdows shed a solemn hght, 

Thy eyes diffus’d a reconcihng ray, 145 

And gleams of glory brighten’d all the day 
But now no face divme contentment wears, 

’Tis all blank sadness, or contmual tears 
See how the force of others’ pray’rs I try, 

(Oh pious fraud of am’rous charity’) 150 

But why should I on others’ pray’rs depend '> 

Come thou, my father, brother, husband, friend ’ 

Ah let thy handmaid, sister, daughter, move. 

And, all those tender names in one, thy love ’ 

The darksom pmes that o’er yon’ rocks reclin’d 155 

Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind. 

The wandrmg streams that shine between the hills. 

The grots that eccho to the tinkling rills 
The dying gales that pant upon the trees. 

The lakes that qmver to the curling breeze, 160 

No more these scenes my meditation aid. 

Or lull to rest the visionary maid 

But o’er the twilight groves, and dusky caves. 

Long-sounding isles, and mtermmgled graves. 

Black Melancholy sits, and roimd her throws 165 

A death-like silence, and a dread repose 
Her gloomy presence saddens all the scene. 

Shades ev’ry flow’r, and darkens ev’ry green. 

Deepens the murmur of the fallmg floods. 

And breathes a browner horror on the woods 170 

142 domes] See p 175 , 1 65W 

152 f The superscription of Eloisa’s first letter begins *To her Lord^ her 
Father^ herHttsbandj her Brother, his Servant, his Child, his Wife, his Sister* 

162 ‘visionary* has two meanings at this time Dryden’s ‘Visionary 
Maid* {j^neid, 111 576) ~ ‘maid seeing visions* (as here), but at Theodore 
and Honoria, 1 280, the same phrase = ‘maid seen m a vision* (cf his 
Mnetd, 11 365) 

170 Brorni shadows are found m English poetry as early as Fairfax’s 
Tasso XX 123, 1 I 
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Yet here for ever, ever must I stay. 

Sad proof how well a lover can obey* 

Death, only death, can break the lastmg cham. 

And here ev’n then, shall my cold dust remain, 

Here all its frailties, all its flames resign, 175 

And wait, till ’tis no sm to mix with thin e 
Ah wretch* believ’d the spouse of God in vam. 
Confess’d withm the slave of love and man 
Assist me heav’n* but whence arose that pray’r ? 

Sprung It from piety, or from despair ? 180 

Ev’n here, where frozen chastity retires. 

Love finds an altar for forbidden fires 
I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought, 

I mourn the lover, not lament the fault, 

I view my crime, but kmdle at the view, 185 

Repent old pleasures, and solhcit new 

Now turn’d to heav’n, I weep my past offence. 

Now think of thee, and curse my innocence 
Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 

’Tis sure the hardest science to forget* 190 

How shall I lose the sm, yet keep the sense, 

And love th’ offender, yet detest th’ offence ^ 

How the dear object from the crime remove. 

Or how distmgmsh pemtence from love > 

Unequal task* a passion to resign, 195 

For hearts so touch’d, so pierc’d, so lost as mme 
Ere such a soul regams its peaceful state. 

How often must it love, how often hate* 

How often, hope, despair, resent, regret. 

Conceal, disdam — do all thmgs but forget 200 

But let heav’n seize it, all at once ’tis fir’d. 

Not touch’d, but rapt, not waken’d, but mspir’d* 

Oh come* oh teach me nature to subdue, 

Renoimce my love, my hfe, my self— and you 
Fill my fond heart with God done, for he 205 

Alone can rival, can succeed to thee 
How happy is the blameless Vestal’s lot* 

The world forgettmg, by the world forgot 
Eternal sxm-shme of the spotless mmd* 

Each pray’r accepted, and each wish resign’d, 210 

177 fF There are several parallels to this in the letters, since it is their 
central conflict 

191 sense\ in both meanings of ‘faculty of perception’ and ‘faculty of 
sensation’ 
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Labour and rest^ that equal penods keep, 

‘Obedient slumbers that can wake and weep% 

Desires compos’d, affections ever ev’n, 

Tears that delight, and sighs that waft to heav’n 
Grace shines around her with serenest beams, 215 

And whisp’rmg Angels prompt her golden dreams 
For her th’ unfadmg rose of Eden blooms, 

And wmgs of Seraphs shed divine perfumes. 

For her the Spouse prepares the bridal ring, 

For her white virgms Hymenceals sing, 220 

To sounds of heav’nly harps, she dies away. 

And melts in visions of eternal day 

Far other dreams my errmg soul employ. 

Far other raptures, of unholy joy 

When at the close of each sad, sorrowing day, 225 

Fancy restores what vengeance snatch’d away. 

Then conscience sleeps, and leaving nature free. 

All my loose soul unbounded sprmgs to thee 

0 curst, dear horrors of all-conscious mght* 

How glowing gmlt exalts the keen delight * 230 

Provokmg Daemons aU restramt remove. 

And stir withm me ev’ry source of love 

1 hear thee, view thee, gaze o’er all thy charms. 

And round thy phantom glue my claspmg arms 

I wake — no more I hear, no more I view, 235 

The phantom flies me, as unkmd as you, 

I call aloud, it hears not what I say, 

I stretch my empty arms, it glides away 
To dream once more I close my willing eyes. 

Ye soft illusions, dear deceits, arise* 240 

Alas no more* — ^methinks we wandring go 
Thro’ dreary wastes, and weep each other’s woe. 

Where round some mould’rmg tow’r pale ivy creeps. 

And low-brow’d rocks hang noddmg o’er the deeps 
Sudden you mount! you becken from the skies, 245 

Clouds mterpose, waves roar, and wmds arise 
I shriek, start up, the same sad prospect And, 

And wake to all the griefs I left behmd 
For thee the fates, severely kind, ordam 
A cool suspense from pleasure and from pam, 250 

Thy life a long, dead calm of fix’d repose. 

No pulse that riots, and no blood that glows 
Still as the sea, ere wmds were taught to blow, 
ai2 Taken from Crashaw <X>e$cription of a Rehgtms House y 1 i6> [P] 
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Or moving spirit bade the waters floWa 
Soft as the slumbers of a saint forgiv^n^ 255 

And mild as opemng gleams of promis’d heav’n 
Come Abelard^ for what hast thou to dread ^ 

The torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 

Nature stands check’d, Rehgion disapproves, 

Ev’n thou art cold — ^yet Eloisa loves 260 

Ah hopeless, lastmg flames ^ hke those that burn 
To hght the dead, and warm th’ unfruitful um 
What scenes appear where-e’er I turn my view* 

The dear Ideas, where I fly, pursue. 

Rise in the grove, before the altar nse, 265 

Stam all my soul, and wanton in my eyes * 

I waste the Matin lamp in sighs for thee. 

Thy image steals between mv God and me. 

Thy voice I seem m ev’ry hymn to hear. 

With ev’ry bead I drop too soft a tear 270 

When from the Censer clouds of fragrance roll. 

And swellmg organs hft the rismg soul. 

One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight. 

Priests, Tapers, Temples, swim before my sight 
In seas of flame my plunging soul is drown’d, 275 

While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round 
While prostrate here m humble grief I he, 

Kmd, virtuous drops just gath’rmg m my eye. 

While praying, trembling, m the dust I roll. 

And dawnmg grace is opemng on my soul 280 

Come, thou dar’st, all charming as thou art* 

Oppose thy self to heav’n, dispute my heart. 

Come, with one glance of those deluding e>es. 

Blot out each bright Idea of the skies 

Take back that grace, those sorrows, and those tears, 285 

Take back my frmtless pemtence and pray’rs, 

Snatch me, just mountmg, from the blest abode. 

Assist the Fiends and tear me from my God* 

No, fly me, fly me* far as Pole from Pole, 

Rise Alps between us* and whole oceans roU* 290 

Ah come not, write not, think not once of me, 

Nor share one pang of all I felt for thee 
Thy oaths I qmt, thy memory resign. 

Forget, renounce me, hate whate’er was mine 

270 too soft\ because tears of love, not of repentance 
282 dtspute\ ‘To contend with opposing arguments or assertions 
to debate in a vehement manner (OED) 

P AP—K 
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Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet I viewO 295 
Long lov’d, ador’d ideas* all adieu* 

O grace serene* oh virtue heav’nly fair* 

Divme oblivion of low-thoughted care* 

Fresh blooming hope, gay daughter of the sky* 

And faith, our early immortality * 300 

Enter each mild, each amicable guest. 

Receive, and wrap me m eternal rest * 

See m her Cell sad Elotsa spread, 

Propt on some tomb, a neighbour of the dead* 

In each low wmd methinks a Spirit calls, 305 

And more than Echoes talk along the walls 
Here, as I watch’d the dying lamps around. 

From yonder shrme I heard a hollow sound 
Come, sister come* (it said, or seem’d to say) 

Thy place is here, sad sister come away* 310 

Once like thy self, I trembled, wept, and pray’d. 

Love’s victim then, tho’ now a samted maid 
But all is calm m tins eternal sleep. 

Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep, 

Ev’n superstition loses ev’ry fear 315 

For God, not man, absolves our frailties here 
I come, I come* prepare your roseate bow’rs, 

Celestial palms, and ever-blooming flow’rs 
Thither, where sinners may have rest, I go. 

Where flames refin’d m breasts seraphic glow 320 

Thou, Abelard^ the last sad office pay. 

And smooth my passage to the realms of day 
See my hps tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 

Suck my last breath, and catch my flying soul* 

Ah no — ^in sacred vestments mayst thou stand, 325 
The hallow’d taper trembling m thy hand. 

Present the Cross before my hfted eye, 

Teach me at once, and learn of me to die 
Ah then, thy once-lov’d Eloisa see* 

It will be then no crime to gaze on me 330 

See from my cheek the transient roses fly* 

See the last sparkle languish m my eye * 

Till ev’ry motion, pulse, and breath, be o’er. 

And ev’n my Abelard be lov’d no more 
O death all-eloquent* you only prove 335 

What dust we doat on, when ’tis man we love 
Then too, when fate shall thy fair frame destroy, 
(That cause of all my guilt, and all my joy) 
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In trance extatic may thy pangs be drown’d, 

Bnght clouds descend, and Angels watch thee round, 340 
From openmg skies may streammg glones shine, 

And Samts embrace thee with a love like mme 
May one kmd grave umte each hapless name. 

And graft my love immortal on thy fame 

Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o’er, 345 

When this rebelhous heart shall beat no more. 

If ever chance two wandring lovers brmgs 
To Paraclete^s white walls, and silver sprmgs. 

O’er the pale marble shall they join their heads. 

And drink the fallmg tears each other sheds, 350 

Then sadly say, with mutual pity mov’d. 

Oh may we never love as these have lov’d* 

From the full qmre when loud Hosannahs rise. 

And swell the pomp of dreadful sacrifice, 

Aimd that scene, if some relentmg eye 355 

Glance on the stone where our cold rehques he, 

Devotion’s self shall steal a thought from heav’n, 

One human tear shall drop, and be forgiv’n 

And sure if fate some future Bard shall jom 

In sad simihtude of griefs to mine, 360 

Condemn’d whole years m absence to deplore. 

And image charms he must behold no more. 

Such if there be, who loves so long, so well. 

Let him our sad, our tender story tell. 

The well-sung woes will sooth my pensive ghost, 365 
He best can pamt ’em, who shall feel ’em most 

343 Abelard and Eloisa were interred in the same grave, or in monuments 
adjoining, in the Monastery of the Paraclete He died in the year 1142, she 
in 1163 [P] 

name\ for person, as in Revel 111 4 

354 dreadful sacrifice} the technical term for the celebration of the 
Eucharist 



Elegy to the Memory of an Unfot tunate Lady 

[written c 1717, published, Works^ 1717] 

What beck’nmg ghost, along the moonlight shade 
Invites my step, and points to yonder glade ^ 

’Tis she* — but why that bleeding bosom goi’d. 

Why dimly gleams the visionary sword ^ 

Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly* tell, 5 

Is It, m heav’n, a crime to love too well ^ 

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart. 

To act a Lover’s or a RomarCs part ^ 

Is there no bright reversion in the sky. 

For those who greatly think, or bravely die ^ 10 

Why bade ye else, ye Pow’rs * her soul aspire 
Above the vulgar flight of low desire ^ 

Ambition first sprung from your blest abodes, 

The glorious fault of Angels and of Gods 

Thence to their Images on earth it flows, 15 

And in the breasts of Kmgs and Heroes glows * 

Most souls, ’tis true, but peep out once an age. 

Dull sullen pns’ners in the body’s cage 
Dim lights of hfe that bum a length of years, 

Useless, xmseen, as lamps m sepulchres, 20 

Like Eastern Kmgs a lazy state they keep. 

And close confin’d to their own palace sleep 
From these perhaps (ere nature bade her die) 

Fate snatch’d her early to the pitying sky 

As into air the purer spirits flow, 25 

And sep’rate from their kindred dregs below. 

So flew the soul to its congemal place. 

Nor left one virtue to redeem her Race 
But thou, false guardian of a charge too good. 

Thou, mean deserter of thy brother’s blood* 30 

See on these ruby Ups the tremblmg breath. 

These cheeks, now fadmg at the blast of death 
Cold is that breast which warm’d the world before. 

And those love-dartmg eyes must roll no more 


Title] See the Duke of Buckingham's verses to a Lady designing to retire 
into a Monastery compared mth Mr Pope's Letters to several Ladies^ p 206 
She seems to be the same person whose unfortunate death is the subject of 
this poem [P] 

8 To act a Roman's pait\ to commit suicide 
25 f The image is from chemistry 

262 
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ThuSa if eternal jusuce rules the ball, 35 

Thus shall your wives, and thus your children fall 
On all the hne a sudden vengeance waits, 

And frequent herses shall besiege your gates 
There passengers shall stand, and pointing say, 

(While the long fun’rals blacken all the way) 40 

Lo these were they, vy^hose souls the Furies steel’d, 

And curs’d with hearts unknowing how to yield 
Thus unlamented pass the proud away. 

The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day^ 

So perish all, whose breast ne’er learn’d to glow 45 

For others’ good, or melt at others’ woe 
What can atone (oh ever-mjur’d shade*) 

Thy fate unpity’d, and thy rites unpaid ^ 

No friend’s complaint, no kind domestic tear 

Pleas’d thy pale ghost, or grac’d thy mournful bier, 50 

By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos’d. 

By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos’d. 

By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn’d. 

By strangers honour’d, and by strangers mourn’d* 

What tho’ no friends in sable weeds appear, 55 

Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 

And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the publick show ^ 

What tho’ no weepmg Loves thy ashes grace. 

Nor polish’d marble emulate thy face "> 60 

What tho’ no sacred earth allow thee room. 

Nor hallow’d dirge be mutter’d o’er thy tomb ^ 

Yet shall thy grave with rismg fiow’rs be drest. 

And the green turf he lightly on thy breast 

There shall the morn her earhest tears bestow, 65 

There the first roses of the year shall blow. 

While Angels with their silver wmgs o’ershade 
The ground, now sacred by thy rehques made 
So peaceful rests, without a stone, a name. 

What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame 70 

35 ball} the orb, the emblem of the world, often placed in the hand of 
statues of Justice 

64 Sit Ubt terra levis was so common on Roman gravestones that it was 
often abbreviated to S T T L Pope is adding the final touches to his 
Roman elegy 

68 The expression has reference to ver 61 ‘No sacred earth allowed 
her room*, but her remains have ‘made sacred’ the common earth in which 
she was buried 
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How lov’d^ how honour^ once, avails thee not, 

To whom related, or by whom begot, 

A heap of dust alone remams of thee, 

’Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be* 

Poets themselves must fall, like those they sung, 75 
Deaf the prais’d ear, and mute the timeful tongue 
Ev’n he, whose soul now melts in mournful lays. 

Shall shortly want the gen’rous tear he pays. 

Then from his closmg eyes thy form shall part, 

And the last pang shall tear thee from his heart, 80 

Life’s idle busmess at one gasp be o’er. 

The Muse forgot, and thou belov’d no more* 

74 Pope reverts to 1 43 the lady’s proud persecutors will die as she 
has died 

78 wani\ in the sense of ‘lack* and also of ‘need* 
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Ode on Solitude 

[written c 1700, published PSO, 1717] 

Happy the man^ whose wish and care 
A few paternal acres bound. 

Content to breathe his native air. 

In his own ground 

Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread, 5 
Whose flocks supply him with attire. 

Whose trees m summer yield him shade. 

In winter fire 

Blest* who can unconcem’dly find 

Hours, days, and years slide soft away, lo 

In health of body, peace of mmd, 

Qmet by day, 

Sound sleep by mght, study and ease 
Together mix’d, sweet recreation. 

And innocence, which most does please, 15 

With meditation 

Thus let me hve, unseen, unknown. 

Thus unlamented let me dye. 

Steal from the world, and not a stone 

Tell where I lye 20 

Pope stated that this poem was ‘written at about twelve years old* , but 
the earliest extant draft dates from 1709 


Lines from Alcander 

I 

Shields, helms, and swords all jangle as they hang. 

And soimd formidinous with angry clang 

Alcander was an epic poem begun *a little after the age of twelve*, but 
burnt in the lyao’s on the advice of Bishop Atterbury Pope recalled four 

265 



266 


POEMS I7OO-I717 
II 


Whose honours with increase of ages grow, 

As streams roll down enlarging as they flow 

III 

As man’s meanders to the vital spring 

Roll all their tides, then back their circles bring 

IV 

So swift, — ^this moment here, the next ’tis gone. 

So imperceptible the motion 

V 

On a lady^s drinking the Bath-waters 

She drinks ^ She drinks' Behold the matchless Dame! 
To her ’tis Water, but to us ’tis Flame 
Thus Fire is Water, Water Fire, by turns. 

And the same Stream at once both cools and bums 

VI 

The same lady goes into the Bath 

Venus beheld her, ’imdst her Crowd of Slaves, 

And thought Herself just risen from the Waves 

VII 

The Metonymy 

Lac’d in her Cosirts new appear’d the Bride, 

A Bubble-boy and Tompion at her Side, > 

And with an Air divme her Colmar ply’d J 
Then oh' she cries, what Slaves I roimd me see> 
Here a bright Redcoat^ there a smart Toupee 


couplets in conversation with Spence (i-iv) , the remainder were used to 
illustrate types of extravagance in his prose treatise, Fen Batkous 

II Incorporated in Ess on C ,ll 191--2 

III Incorporated in Dunctad A, in 47-8 

VII Illustrating the inversion of causes for effects, of inventors for 
inventions 

1 Cowws] Stays, called after the famous maker of that day 

2 Bubble^boy'] Tweezer-case Tompion] Watch, from the name 
Thomas Tompion, a celebrated watchmaker, temp Queen Anne 

3 Colmar] Fan (from Colmar, Alsace 

S Toupee] A sort of periwig 
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VIII 

An EyC’^zvitness of things never yet beheld by Man 

Thus Have I seen^ in Araby the blest, 

A Phcemx couch’d upon her Fun’ral Nest 

IX 

How inimitably circumstantial is this [description] 
of a War-Horse ' 

His Eye-Balls burn, he wounds the smoaking Plain, 
And knots of scarlet Ribbond deck his Mane 

X 

The Hyperbole 
Of a Scene of Misery 

Behold a Scene of Misery and Woe* 

Here Argus soon might weep himself quite blind, 
Ev’n tho’ he had Bnareus* hundred Hands 
To wipe those hundred Eyes 

XI 

The Periphrasis 
A Country Prospect 

I’d call them Mountams, but can’t call them so. 
For fear to wrong them with a Name too low. 
While the fair Vales beneath so humbly he. 

That even humble seems a Term too high 


An Epistle to Hemy Cromwell^ Esq, 

[written, 1707, published (piraticall>), 1727] 

DEAR Mr Cromwell^ 

May It please ye * 

Sit still a Moment, pray be easy — 

Faith ’tis not five, no Play’s begun. 

No Game at Ombre lost or won 

Read something of a diff ’rent Nature, 5 

Than Evening Posty or Observatory 

And pardon me a httle Foohng, 

— ^Just while your Coffee stands a Coolmg 
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Since your Acquaintance with one Brocas^ 

Who needs will back the Muses Cock-horse^ 10 

I know you dread all those who write. 

And both with Mouth and Hand recite. 

Who slow, and leisurely rehearse. 

As loath t’ enrich you with their Verse, 

Just as a Still, with Simples m it, 15 

Betwixt each Drop stays half a Minute 
(That Simile is not my own. 

But lawfully belongs to Donne) 

(You see how well I can contrive a 

Interpolatio Furttva) 20 

To Brocas' s Lays no more you hsten 

Than to the wicked Works of Wkistony 

In vam he strams to reach your Ear, 

With what It wisely, will not hear 

You bless the Powers who made that Organ 25 

Deaf to the Voice of such a Gorgon^ 

(For so one sure may call that Head, 

Which does not Look, but Read Men dead ) 

I hope, you think me none of those 
Who shew their Parts as Pentlou does, 30 

I but lug out to one or two 
Such Friends, if such there are, as you. 

Such, who read Heimius and Massony 
And as you please their Doom to pass on, 

(Who are to me both Smith sjod Johnson) 35 

So seize them Flames, or take them Tonson 

But, Sir, from Brocasy Foulevy me. 

In vam you think to ’scape Rhyme-free, 

When was it known one Bard id follow 
Whig Maxims, and abjure Apollo ? 40 

Sooner shall Major-General cease 
To talk of War, and hve m Peace, 

Yourself for Goose reject Crow Quill, 

23 Whiston\ 1667-1752 Succeeded to Sir Isaac Newton’s professor- 
ship at Cambridge, 1701 His Boyle lectures (1707) were suspected of 
heterodoxy 

30 Pentlow\ A Gamester remarkable for his Vinle Parts, which he us’d 
to be fond of Shewing [Curll] 

33 Hetimus and Masson] Heinsius was a Dutch and Masson a French 
critic 

35 Smith and Johnson] Bays’s two friends m the Rehearsal 
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And for plain Spanish quit Brasil^ 

Sooner shall Rome lampoon the Union 45 

Tydcomhe take Oaths on the Communion, 

The Granvilles write their Name plam Greenfield^ 

Nay, Mr Wycherley see Binfield 

Vm told, you think to take a Step some 
Ten Miles from Town, t* a Place call’d Epsonts 
To treat those Nymphs like yours of Drury ^ 

With — I protest, and I’ll assure ye, — 

But tho’ from Flame to Flame you wander. 

Beware, your Heart’s no Salamander^ 

But burnt so long, may soon turn Tmder, 

And so be fir’d by any Cmder- 
(Wench, I’d have said did Rhyme not hmder) 

Shou’d It so prove, yet who’d admire 
’Tis known, a Cook-maid roasted Piior, 

Lardella fir’d a famous Author, ^ 

And for a Butcher’s well-fed Daughter > 

Great D — s roar’d, hke Ox at Slaughter J 

(Now, if you’re weary of my Style, 

Take out your Box of right Brasily 
First lay this Paper under, then, 65 

Snuff just three Times, and read again ) 

I had to see you some Intent 
But for a curst Impediment, 

Which spoils full many a good Design, 

That is to say, the Want of Com 
For which, I had resolv’d almost. 

To raise Tiberius Gracchus Ghost, 

To get, by once more murd’rmg Caiusy 
As much as did Septimuleius ^ 

But who so dear will buy the Lead, 

That hes withm a Poet’s Head, 

44 Spanish Bra$il\ Two kinds of snuff, see below, 11 64-6 

45 Rowe\ The great measure of the Union had just been passed, and 
the poet Rowe was a candidate for office 

46 Tydcombe\ Lieutenant-General John Tidcombe (1642-1713), a 
member of the Kit-Cat club and an acquaintance of Pope’s 

60 Lardelld\ a character in the Rehearsal 

62 D — Dennis 

73-8 Septimuleius, who cut off the head of Cams Gracchus, and was 
rewarded with its weight in gold, fraudulently filled the skull with lead 
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As that which in the Hero’s Pate 
Deserv’d of Gold an equal Weight ^ 

Sir, you’re so stiff in your Opinion, 

I wish you do not turn Soaman^ 80 

Or prove Reviver of a Schism, 

By modern Wits call’d Quixotism 

V^at mov’d you, pray, without compelling. 

Like Trojan true, to draw for Hellen 

Quarrel with Dryden for a Strumpet, 85 

(For so she was, as e’er show’d Rump yet, 

Tho’ I confess, she had much Grace, 

Especially about the Face ) 

Virgili when call’d Pasiphae Virgo 

(You say) he’d more good Breeding, Ergo — 90 

Well argu’d. Faith* Your Pomt you urge 

As home, as ever did Panurge 

And one may say of Dryden too, 

(As once you said of you know who) 

He had some Fancy, and cou’d write, 95 

Was very leam’d, but not polite — 

However from my Soul I judge 
He ne’er (good Man) bore Hellen Grudge, 

But lov’d her full as well it may be. 

As e’er he did his own dear Lady 100 

You have no Cause to take Offence, Sir, 

Z — ds, you’re as sour as Cato Censor * 

Ten times more like him, I profess, 

Than I’m like Aristophanes 

To end with News — the best I know, 105 

Is, I’ve been well a Week, or so 
The Season of green Pease is fled. 

And Artichoaks reign m their Stead 
Th’ Alhes to bomb Toulon prepare, 

G — d save the pretty Lady’s there* no 

One of our Dogs is dead and gone. 

And I, unhappy* left alone 

If you have any Consolation 
T’admimster on this Occasion, 

Send It, I pray, by the next Post, 115 

Before my Sorrow be quite lost 

The twelfth or thirteenth Day oijuly^ 

But which, I cannot tell you truly 
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Epigram Occasioned by OzelVs 
Translation of Boileaui^s Lutnn 

PRINTED FOR E SANGER, AND RECOMMENDED BY 
MR ROWE, IN WHICH MR WYCHERLEY’S POEMS 
PRINTED IN 1704, WERE REFLECTED ON 
[written 1708, published (piratically) 1727] 

Ozell, at Sanger's Call, invok’d his Muse, 

For who to sing for Sanger could refuse ^ 

His numbers such, as Sanger's self might use 
Revivmg Perault^ murd’rmg Boileauy he 
Slander’d the Ancients first, then Wycherley^ 

Not that It much that Author’s Anger rais’d. 

For those were slander’d most whom Ozell prais’d 
Nor had the toothless Satyr caus’d complaimng. 

Had not sage Rowe pronounc’d it Entertaining 

How great, how just, the Judgment of that Writer* la 

Who the Plain-dealer damns, and prmts the Biter 

Title Boileau} 1636-1711 His Lutnn, of which cantos i-iv were pub- 
lished m 1674, created a new kind of burlesque in French literature 
4 Reviving Perault] Characters of the (Neatest Men in France 
By Monsieur Perrault Render'd into English, by J Ozell Two 
vols Pnnted for Bernard Lintott 1704-5 
9 Rowe Entertaining how ]ust\ In the foreword to Ozell’s 
Lutnn Rowe had praised the translation in these words 

II Plain-dealer Biter'\ Wycherley wrote the former play (and 
was himself sometimes so designated) and Rowe the later, and inferior, 
play This line was used again the following year in the MS Conclusion 
to the Bill of Fare (see p 275 , 1 14) 

Letter to Cromwell 

[published (piratically) 1727] 

Apnll ye 25 1708 
Sir, 

This Letter greets you from the Shades, 

(Not those which thm, unbody’d Shadows fill. 

That ghde along th’ Elysian Glades, 

Or skim the flow’ry Meads of Asphodtll ) 

But those, m which a Learned Author said. 

Strong Drink was drunk, and Gambolls play’d. 

And two substantial Meals a day were made 
The Busmess of it is t’ express. 

From me and from my Holiness, 

To you and to your Gentleness, 
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How much I wish you Health and Happmess, 

And much good News, and little Spleen as may be, 

A hearty Stomach, and sound Lady, 

And ev’ry Day a double Dose of Coffee, 

To make you look as sage as any Sophy 15 

{The letter is continued Hn plain prose^ for a space^ only 
to resume verse with — 

If Wit or Critick blame the tender Swam, ^ 

Who stil’d the gentle Damsels m his Strain > 

The N3miphs of Drury ^ not of Drwry-Lane, J 
Be this his Answer, and most just Excuse — ^ 

Tar be it, Sirs, from my more civil Muse, > 20 

Those Loving Ladies rudely to traduce J 
AJlyes and Lanes are Terms too vile and base. 

And give Idea’s of a narrow Pass, 

But the well-worn Paths of the Nymphs of Drury 

Are large and wide, Tydcomb and I assure ye ’ 25 

[After a further section in prose^ the letter concludes thus — ] 

To Baker first my Service, pray. 

To Tydcomb eke. 

And Mr Cheeky 

Last to yourself my best Respects I pay. 

And so remain, for ever and for ay, 30 

Sir, 

Affectionate, humble Serv* 

A Pope 

16 the tender Suoain\ 1 e Pope himself The whole passage refers back 
to his previous letter in rhyme (see p 269, 1 51) 

18 Drury’-Lane'\ Notonous as the abode of loose women 
35 Tydcornbi See p 269 

26 Baker] Possibly Thomas Baker, the dramatist (fl 1700-09) 


Ltnes added to Wycherley^ s Poems 

[written, 1706-10, published, Wycherley’s 
Works 1728-9] 

I ON DULNESS 

Thus Dulness, the safe Opiate of the Mind, 
The last kmd Refuge weary Wit can find, 

Inserted in A Panegyrtck on Dulness 
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Fit for all Stations, and in each, content 
Is satisfy’d, secure, and innocent 

No Pams it takes, and no Offence it gives, 5 

Un-fear’d, un-hated, un-disturb’d it lives 
— ^And if each wntmg Author’s best pretence. 

Be but to teach the Ignorant more Sense, 

Then Dulness was the Cause they wrote before. 

As ’tis at last the Cause they wnte no more, 10 

So Wit, which most to scorn it does pretend. 

With Dulness first began, in Dulness last must end 

II SIMILITUDES 

id) Of the By ass of a Bowl 

The Poize of Dulness to the heavy Skull, 

Is like the Leaden Byass to the Bowl, 

Which, as more pond’rous, makes its Aim more true. 

And gmdes it surer to the Mark m view. 

The more it seems to go about, to come 5 

The nearer to its End, or Purpose, home 

ib) Of the Weights of a Clock 

So Clocks to Lead their nimble Motions owe. 

The Sprmgs above urg’d by the Weight below. 

The pond’rous Ballance keeps ats Poize the same. 
Actuates, maintains, and rules the moving Frame 

Inserted in A Panegynck of Dulness 

III SIMILITUDES 

Thus either Men in private useless Ease 
Lose a dull Length of undeserving Days^ 

Or Waste^ for others Use^ their restless Years 
In husie Tumults^ and in puhlick Cares^ 

And run precipitant:^ ^^th Noise and Strife^ 5 

Into the vast Abyss of future Life, 

Or others Ease and theirs alike destroy. 

Their own Destruction by their Industry 

Inserted in The Various Mtx^d Life The ‘similitudes’ properly begin 
with *So Waters putnfie ’ , but as that is in the middle of a paragraph, 
and as the previous eight lines state the argument, it is possible that Pope 
wrote the first part of the paragraph also It is therefore pnnted here in 
Italic 
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So Waters Putrifie with Rest, and lose 
At once their Motion, Sweetness, and their Use, lo 

Or haste m headlong Torrents to the Mam, ^ 

To lose themselves by what shou’d them mamtam, I 

And m th’ impetuous Course themselves the sooner dram j 
Neglect their Native Channel, Neighb’rmg Coast, 

Abroad m foreign Service to be lost, 15 

Or else their Streams, when hmder’d m their Course, 

Qmte o’er the Banks to their own Rmn force 

The Stream of Life shou’d more securely flow I 
In constant Motion, nor too swift nor slow, > 

And neither swell too high, nor sink too low, J 20 
Not always ghde thro’ gloomy Vales, and rove 
(’Midst Flocks and Shepherds) m the silent Grove, 

But more diffusive in its wand’rmg Race, 

Serve peopled Towns, and stately Cities grace. 

Around m sweet Meanders wildly range, 25 

Kept fresh by Motion, and imchang’d by Change 

IV LINES ON SOLITUDE AND RETIREMENT 

Honour and Wealthy the Joys we seek^ deny ^ 

By their Encreascp and their Variety^ > 

And more confound our Choice than satisfie J 
Officious^ hold Disturbances they grow^ 

That interrupt our Peace^ and work our Woe 5 

Make Life a Scene of Pain^ and constant Toily 
And all our Days in fresh Pursuits embroil 

But if to Sohtude we turn our Eyes, 

To View a thousand real Blessmgs nse, 

Pleasures smcere, and imallay’d with Pam, 10 

An easie Purchase, but an ample Gam* 

There Censure, Envy, Mahce, Scorn, or Hate, 

Cannot affect Us m our tranquil State 
Those Cankers that on busie Honour prey. 

And all their Spight on active Pomp display 15 

Alone, remov’d from Grandeur and from Strife, 

And ev’ry Curse that loads a pubhck Life, 

In Safety, Innocence, and full Repose, 

Man the true Worth of his Creation knows 
Inserted in For Sohtude and Retirement against the Pubhck, Active Life 
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Lxmirious Nature’s Wealth m Thought surveys, 20 
And meditates her Charms, and sings her Praise 
To him, with humble Privacy content, 

Life IS, in Courts, and gawdy Pride, mis-spent 

To him, the Rural Cottage does afford 

What he prefers to the Patnaan Board 25 

Such wholsome Foods as Nature’s Wants supply, 

And ne’er reproach him with his Luxury 
He traverses the bloommg verdant Mead, 

Nor envies those that on rich Carpets tread 

Basks in the Sim, then to the Shades retires, 30 

And takes a Shelter from his pomted Fires 

Wak’d by the Mornmg-Cock, unseals his Eyes, 

And sees the Rusticks to their Labours rise. 

And in the Ev’mng, when those Labours cease. 

Beholds them cheary eat the Bread of Peace 35 

Sees no foul Discords at their Banquets bred. 

Nor Emulations, nor Disgusts succeed 
But all IS quiet, jocund, and serene, 

A Type of Paradise, the Rural Scene* 

V CONCLUSION OF THE BILL OF FARE 

At length the Boards tn loose disjointed Chat^ 

Descanted^ some on this Things some on thaty 
Some, over each Orac’lous Glass, fore-doom 
The Fate of Realms, and Conquests yet to come. 

What Lawrels Marlhrd next shall reap, decree, 5 

And swifter than His Arms, give Victory 
At the next Bottle, all their Schemes they cease. 

Content at last to leave the World in Peace 
^Till having drowned their Reason, they think fit 
Railing at Men of Sense, to show thetr Wit, 10 

Compare De Foe’5 Burlesque with Dryden’5 Satyr, 

And Butler with the Lutrm’5 dull Translator, 

Decry* d each past, to 1 aise each present Writer, 

Damn’d the Plain^dealer, and admir’d the Biter 

These Censures o’er, to different Subjects next, 15 
’Till rallymg all, the Feast became the Text, 

The half-dozen lines taken over more or less untouched from 
Wycherley’s conclusion are printed in italics 

12 The LutnrCs dull Translator'] Ozell, who had just at that Tune made 
a poor Version of Boileau*s Lutnn, and m it reflected upon Mr Wycherley 
by Name [P] 



276 


POEMS I7OO-I717 


So to mine Host, the greatest Jest, they past. 

And the Fool Treater grew the Treat at last 
Thus havmg eaten, dnmk, laught, at his Cost, 

To the next Day’s Repentance, as they boast, > 
They left their senseless, treating, drunken Host J 
Soft be his Slumbers * But may this suffice 
Our Friends the Wits and Poets to advise, 

(Tho’ Dinners oft they want and Suppers too) 

Rather to starve, as they are us’d to do. 

Than dine with Fools, that on their Guests will force 
Mixt Wine, mixt Company, and mixt Discourse 
Smce not much Wine, much Company, much Food, 
Make Entertamments please us as they shou’d. 

But ’tis of each, the Little^ and the Good 


Epigrams from Private Letters, iyo8-io 

I ON POETS 

Damnation follows Death in other Men, 

But your damn’d Poet hves and writes agen 

II ON AUTHORS AND BOOKSELLERS 

What Authors lose, their Booksellers have won. 
So Pimps grow nch, while Gallants are undone 

III LINES 
% 

Fans agimur^ cedite fans ^ 

Which, m our Tongue, as I translate is. 
Fate rules usy then to Fate give way ' 

— ^Now, dreadful Critic ’ tell me pray. 

What have you agamst this to say ^ 

It 

My Py lades ^ what Juvenal says, no Jest is, 
Scnptus & tn tergo^ nec dum finitus Orestes 
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Lines from The Critical Speamen 

[written 1711, published, 1711] 

I A SIMILE 

So on Mesons^ Marsh, (where Reeds and Rushes 
Hide the deceitful Ground, whose waving Heads 
Oft’ bend to Auster’s blasts, or Boreas' Rage, 

The Haunt of the voraaous Stoik or Bittern:^ 

Where, or the Cranes Foe to Pygmaean Race, 5 

Or Ravenous Cormorants shake their flabby Wings, 

And from soak’d Plumes disperse a brmy Show’r, 

Or spread their feather’d Sails against the Beams, 

Or, of the Rismg or Meridian Sun) 

A baneful Hunch-backod Toads with look Mahgne, 10 
Glares on some Traveller’s unwary steps. 

Whether by Chance, or by Misfortune led 
To tread those dark unwholsesome, misty Fens, 

Rage strait Collects his Venom all at once, 

And swells his bloated Corps to largest size 15 

II A RHAPSODY 

Fly Pegasaean Steeds thy Rider bears 

To breath the Sweets of pure Parnassian Airs 

Aloft Pm swiftly borns methinks 1 rises 

Arid with my Head Sublime can reach the Sky 

Large Gulps of Agamppe’5 streams Til draws 5 

And give to Modem Writers Classic Low, 

In Grecian Buskms Tragedy shall Mourns 
And to Its Ancient Mirth the C me Sock return 

A Simile pretends to be a fragment, too be itifiil to lose, of a projected 
epic poem on the life of Dennis the Criti and ridicules his trick of 
‘frowning and swelhng with Anger and Resei nent, as ready to burst with 
Passion* 

A Rhapsody occurs in a specimen chapt< of a mock life of Dennis, 
where it is said to have been uttered by the small boy when astride his 
hobby-horse 
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Fragments from Private Letters 

[written 1711, published (piratically) 1727] 

I LINES ON COFFEE 

As long as Moco’s happy Tree shall grow. 

While Bernes crackle, or while Mills shall go. 

While smoking Streams from Silver Spouts shall glide, 

Or China’s Earth receive the sable Tyde, 

While Coffee shall to Bntish Nymphs be dear, 5 

While fragrant Steams the bended Head shall chear. 

Or grateful Bitters shall delight the Tast, 

So long her Honour, Name, and Praise shall last* 

II LINES ON WRITING A TRAGEDY 
[written 1711, publibhed (piratically) 1727] 

Tell me, by all the meltmg joys of Love, 

By the warm Transports and entrancing Languors, 

By the soft Fanmngs of the wafting Sheets, 

By the dear Tremblmgs of the Bed of Bliss, 

By all these tender Adjurations tell me, 5 

— ^Am I not fit to wnte a Tragedy > 

III COUPLET 

[written 171 1 , published, Lzjf Con 1735] 

Jove was alike to Latian and to Phrygian^ 

For you well know, that Wit’s of no Religion 

On being attacked by Dennis for his religion in Reflections upon An 
Essay on Cnttcism 


Epitaph On John Lord Caryll 

[written 1711, published iSs-j.] 

A manly Form, a bold, yet modest mmd, 

Smcere, tho’ prudent, constant, yet resign’d, 

Honour imchang’d, a Prmciple profest. 

Fix’d to one side, but mod’rate to the rest. 

An honest Courtier, and a Patriot too, 5 

Just to his Prmce, and to his Country true 

Caryll, who withdrew to France in 1689 and became Secretary of State 
to the exiled dynasty, died in 1711 
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All these were join’d in one, yet faiFd to save 1 

The Wise, the Leam’d, the Virtuous, and the Brave, > 
Lost, like the common Plunder of the Grave* J 

Ye Few, whom better Gemus does mspire, lo 

Exalted Souls, inform’d with purer Fire* 

Go now, learn all vast Science can impart. 

Go fathom Nature, take the Heights of Art* 

Rise higher yet learn ev’n yourselves to know. 

Nay, to yourselves alone that knowledge owe 15 

Then, when you seem above mankmd to soar. 

Look on this marble, and be vain no more* 


The Balance of Europe 

[written 1711, published, PSM, 1737] 

Now Europe’s balanc’d, neither Side prevails. 
For nothmg’s left m either of the Scales 


Verses to be prefix'd before Bernard Lintot's 
New Miscellany 

[written 1711, published, Lintot’s 
Miscellany j 1712] 

Some Colinaus praise, some Bleauy 
Others account ’em but so so. 

Some Planttn to the rest prefer. 

And some esteem Old-Elzemry 

Others with Aldus would besot us, 5 

I, for my part, admire Lintottus 

His Character’s beyond Compare, 

Like his own Person, large and fair 
They prmt their Names m Letters small. 

But Lintot stands m Capital 10 

I Cohneeusi Simon de Colines French printer of Greek and Latin 
books, at work between 1520 and 1546 
Bleau\ Willem Janszoon Blaeu (1571-1638), and his son Jan Blaeu 
(d 1679), Printers, at Amsterdam, of maps and books on geography 

3 Planttn] Christophe Plantin (1514-89) A Belgian printer of Latin 
and Greek classics, and a polyglot Bible in folio 

4 Old-Elzevtr] Louis Elzevier (1540-1617) Dutch printer of Latin 
classics chiefly 

5 Aldus] Aldus Manutius (c 1450-1515) Venetian printer of Greek 
and Latin classics 
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Author and he, with equal Grace^ 

Appear, and stare you m the Face 
Stephens prints Heathen Greeks ’tis said, 

Which some can’t construe, some can’t read 

But all that comes from Lintofs Hand 15 

Ev’n Ra son imght understand 

Oft m an Aldus^ or a Planting 
A Page is blotted, or Leaf wantmg 
Of Ltntofs Books this can’t be said. 

All fair, and not so much as read 20 

Their Copy cost ’em not a Penny 
To Homer i Vtrgily or to any. 

They ne’er gave Sixpence for two Lines^ 

To them, their Heirs, or their Assigns 

But Lintot IS at vast Expence, 25 

And pays prodigious dear for — Sense 

Their Books are useful but to few, 

A Scholar, or a Wit or two 
Lintofs for gen’ral Use are fit. 

For some Folks read, but all Folks sh — 30 


13 Stephens] Estienne, Robert (1503-59), and Henri (1528-98) French 
printers of Greek and Latin classics at Pans 

16 Ra — son] Thomas Rawlinson (1681-1725], barristerand bibliophile 


Verses OccasiorCd by an 6fc at the End of 
Mr D’Urfy^s Name in the Title to 
one of his Plays 

[written c 1712, published (piratically) 1726] 

Jove call’d before him t’other Day 
The Vowelsy U, O, J, E, -d. 

All DtpthongSi and all Consonants^ 

Either of England or of France^ 

And all that were, or wish’d to be, 5 

Rank’d in the Name of Tom UUrfy 

Fierce m this Cause, the Letters spoke all, 

Liquids grew rough, and Mutes turn’d vocal 

Title HUrfy] Tom Durfey (1653-1723), poet, dramatist, and a butt 
of the wits from Dryden’s day 

Plays] This Accident happen’d by Mr D*Urfys having made a Florish 
there, which the Printer mistook for a &c [P] 
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Those four proud Syllables alone 
Were silent, which by Fates Decree 
Chim’d m so smoothly, one by one. 

To the sweet Name of Tom D’ Urfy 

iST, by whom Names subsist, declar’d. 
To have no Place in this was hard 
AndQ mamtam’d ’twas but his Due 
Still to keep Company with O', 

So hop’d to stand no less than he 
In the great Name of Tom UUrfy 

E shew’d, a Comma ne’er could claim 
A Place m any British Name, 

Yet makmg here a perfect Botch, 

Thrusts your poor Vowell from his Notch 
Hiatus mi valde deflendus ' 

From which good Jupiter defend us* 
Sooner I’d quit my Part in thee. 

Than be no Part in Tom D’ Urfy 

P protested, puff’d, and swore. 

He’d not be serv’d so like a Beast, 

He was a Piece of Emperor, 

And made up half a Pope at least 
C vow’d, he’d frankly have releas’d 
His double Share in Ccesar Caiusy 
For only one in Tom Durfeius 

J, Consonant and Vowel too. 

To Jupiter did humbly sue. 

That of his Grace he would proclaim 
Durfeius his true Latin Name, 

For tho’ without them both, ’twas clear. 
Himself could ne’er ho Jupiter ^ 

Yet they’d resign that Post so high. 

To be the Gemtive, Durfei 

B and L swore B1 — and W — s 
X and Z cry’d, P — and Z — s 
G swore, by G — d, it ne’er should be. 
And W would not lose, not he. 

An English Letter^$ Property, 

In the great Name of Tom Durfy 
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In shorty the rest were all in Fray, 

From Christcross to Et ccztera 

They, tho’ but Standers-by too, mutter’d, 50 

Dipthongs, and Tnpthongs, swore and stutter’d. 

That none had so much Right to be ') 

Part of the Name of stuttermg T — > 

T—-Tom — a — as — Be — Dur—fe—fy J 

Thtn Jove thus spake With Care and Pam 55 
We form’d this Name, renown’d m Rhyme, 

Not thme, Immortal Neufgermain^ 

Cost studious Cabahsts more Time 
Yet now, as then, you all declare, 

Far hence to Egypt you’ll repair, > 60 

And turn strange Hieroglyphicks there, J 
Rather than Letters longer be, 

Unless 1’ th’ Name of Tom D’ Urfy 

Were yon all pleas’d, yet what I pray, 

To foreign Letters cou’d I say ? 65 

What if the Hebrew next shoxild aim 
To turn qmte backward D^Urfy^s Name> 

Should the Greek quarrel too, by Sryx^ 1 
Cou’d ne’er bring m Psi and Xt, 

Omicron and Omega from us 70 

Wou’d each hope to be O m Thomas y 
And all th’ ambitious Vowels vie, ^ 

No less than Pythagonck Y, > 

To have a Place in Tom D*Urfy J 

Then, well-belov’d and trusty Letters^ 75 

Cons’nants * and Vowels, (much their betters,) 

WEy wilimg to repair this Breach, 

And, all that in us hes, please each, 

Et ccsfra to our Aid must call, 

Et ccefra represents ye all 80 

Et c>^fra therefore, we decree, ) 

Henceforth for ever jom’d shall be > 

To the great Name of Tom Durfy J 

57 Neufgermam] A Poet, who used to make Verses ending with the last 
Syllables of the Names of those Persons he praised Which Votture turn’d 
against him in a Poem of the same kind [P] 
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Fragments^ 1^12 

I INSCRIPTION MARTHA BLOUNT, A P 
[written 1712, published 1954] 

Each pretty Carecter with pleasing Smart 
Deepens the dear Idea in my heart 

In'a copy of Lintot’s Miscellany 

II A WINTER PIECE 
[written 1712, published 1871] 

As when the freezmg blasts of Boreas blow, 
And scatter ore the Fields the dnving Snow, 
From dusky Clowds the fleecy Wmter flyes. 
Whose dazlmg Lustre whitens all the Sines 


On a Lady who P — st at the Tragedy 
of Cato 

occasion’d by an epigram on a lady 

WHO WEPT AT IT 
[written 1713, published, PSM, 1727] 

While maudlm Whigs deplor’d their Cato^s Fate, 

Still with dry Eyes the Tory Ceha sate. 

But while her Pride forbids her Tears to flow. 

The gushmg Waters find a Vent below 

Tho’ secret, yet with copious Gnef she mourns, 5 

Like twenty River-Gods with all their Urns 

Let others screw their Hypocntick Face, 

She shews her Grief m a smcerer Place, 

There Nature reigns, and Passion void of Art, 

For that Road leads directly to the Heart 10 


Two or Tkree^ or A Receipt to make 
a Cuckold 

[written 1713, published, Lmtot’s 
Mucellany 1713] 

Two or Th ee Visits, and Two or Three Bows, 
Two or Three civil Thmgs, Two or Three Vows, 
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Two or Three Kisses, with Two or Three Sighs, 

Two or Three Jesus’s — and let me dyes — 

Two or Three Squeezes, and Two or Three Towses, 

With Two or Three thousand Pound lost at their Houses, 
Can never fail Cuckolding Two or Three Spouses 


Upon a Girl of Seven Years old 

[written c 1713, published, Lintot*s Miscellany ^ 1714] 

Wit’s Queen, (if what the Poets smg be true) 

And Beauty’s Goddess Childhood never knew, 
Pallas they say Sprung from the Head of Jove^ 

Full grown, and from the Sea the Queen of Love, 
But had they. Miss, your Wit and Beauty seen, 
Venus and Pallas both had Children been 
They, from the Sweetness of that Radiant Look, 

A Copy of young Venus might have took 

And from those pretty Thmgs you speak have told. 

How Pallas talk’d when she was Seven Years old 


To Belinda on the Rape of the Lock 

[written 1713, published, PSO, 1717] 

Pleas’d m these Imes, Belinda^ you may view 
How things are priz’d, which once belong’d to you 
If on some meaner head this Lock had grown. 

The nymph despis’d, the Rape had been unknown 
But what concerns the vahant and the fair. 

The Muse asserts as her pecuhar care 
Thus Helens Rape and Menelaus^ wrong 
Became the Subject of great Homer* ^ song. 

And, lost m ancient times, the golden fleece 
Was rais’d to fame by all the wits of Greece 
Had fate decreed, propitious to your pray’rs, 

To give their utmost date to all your hairs. 

This Lock, of which late ages now shall tell. 

Had dropt like fruit, neglected, when it fell 
Nature to your undoing arms mankmd 
With strength of body, artifice of mmd. 

But gives your feeble sex, made up of fears, 

No guard but virtue, no redress but tears 
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Yet custom (seldom to your favour gain’d) 

Absolves the virgm when by force constram’d 20 

Thus Lucrece hves imbleimsh’d m her fame, 

A bnght example of young Tarqmn^s shame 
Such praise is yours — ^and such shall you possess. 

Your virtue equal, tho’ your loss be less 

Then smile Behnda at reproachful tongues, 25 

Still warm our hearts, and still inspire our songs 

But would your charms to distant times extend, 

"Lttjervas paint them, and let Pope commend 
Who censure most, more precious hairs would lose, 

To have the Rape recorded by his Muse 30 

28 Jervas] Charles Jervas (1675 ^-1739), portrait painter and translator 
of Don Quixote His house in Cleveland Court, St James’s, was Pope’s 
London residence from 1713 for several years, and there Pope took 
lessons in painting 


The Three gentle Shepherds 

[written c 1713, published (piraticaUy) 1726] 

Of gentle Philips will I ever smg. 

With gentle Philips shall the VaUies rmg 
My Numbers too for ever will I vary. 

With gentle Budgelly and with gentle Carey 

Or if m rangmg of the Names I judge ill, 5 

With gentle Carey and with gentle Budgell 

Oh* may all gentle Bards together place ye, 

Men of good Hearts, and Men of Dehcacy 
May Satire ne’er befool ye, or beknave ye. 

And from all Wits that have a Knack Gad save ye 10 

I Phtlipsl Ambrose Philips (1675 ^-1749), a poet petted by the Whigs 
4 Budgell] Eustace Budgell(i68^i737), poet and miscellaneous wnter 
Carey] Walter Carey (1686-1757), an Oxford wit 


Verses in the Scrtblenan Manner 

[wntten c 1713, published posthumously] 

In the winter of 1713-14 Pope and his friends formed themselves into 
a society to which they gave the name of the ‘Scriblerus Club’, and where 
they discussed and drafted schemes for books Among the more frequent 
visitors to the club was Robert Harley, Earl of Oxford, to whom invita- 
tions in rhyme were sent in the names of the members 
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I 

Tho the Dean has run from us m manner uncivil ^ 

The Doctorj and He that’s nam’d next to the Devil, 

With Gay, who Petition’d you once on a time. 

And Parnell, that would, if he had but a Rhyme 

(That Gay the poor Sec and that arch Chaplain Parnell, 5 

As Spiritual one, as the other is Carnal), 

Forgetting their Interest, now humbly sollicit 
You’d at present do nothing but give us a Visit 

A Pope 

That all this true is T Parnell 10 

Witness E Lewis Jo Arbuthnot 

J Gay 


2 The Doctor\ Arbuthnot 

He'\ Pope added an asterisk to ‘He*, and wrote m the margin ‘Pope* 
5 the poor Sec ] Gay had been secretary to the Duchess of Monmouth 
lo-ii E Lewis] Harley’s devoted secretary 


II 

My Lord, forsake your Pohtick Utopians, 

To sup, like Jove, with blameless Ethiopians 

Pope 

2 yove Ethiopiam ] Pope was then at work on the Iltad See i 554, 

556-7 

The sire of gods, and all th* aethereal tram 
Now mix with mortals, nor disdain to grace 
The feast of Ethiopia’s blameless race 


III 

The Doctor and Dean, Pope, Parnell and Gay 
In manner submissive most humbly do pray. 

That your Lordship would once let your Cares all alone 
And Climb the dark Stairs to your Friends who have none 
To your Friends who at least have no Cares but to please you 
To a good honest Junta that never will teaze you 6 

From the Doctor’s Chamber 
past eight 
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IV 

A pox of all Senders 
For any Pretenders 
Who tell us these troublesome stones^ 

In their dull hum-drum key 
Of Arma Virumque 5 

Hannoniae qui primus ab oris 

A fig too for H ^r 

Who prates like his Grand mere 
And all his old Friends would rebuke 

In spite of the Carle 10 

Give us but our Earle^ 

And the Devil may take their Duke 

Then come and take part in 
The Memoirs of Martin^ 

Lay by your White Staff and gray Habit, 15 

For trust us, friend Mortimer 
Should you hve years forty more 
Haec ohm memimsse juvabit 

by order of y® Club 
A Pope 
J Gay 
J Swift 
J Arbuthnot 
T Pamel 

6 Hannoniae\ The duchy of Hainault, the scene of Marlborough’s 
campaigns 

7 H — r] Hanmer, Sir Thomas (1677-1746) Chief of Hanoverian 
Tories, refused office from Lord Oxford, 1713, Speaker 1714-15 

I a Duk^ The choice lies between Marlborough and Argyle 
14 Martin] Martmus Scnblerus 

16 Mortimer] Robert Harley, Earl of Oxford and Mortimer 


V 

Let not the whigs our tory club rebuke. 

Give us our earl, the devil take their duke 
Quaedam quae attinent ad Scnblerum^ 

Want your assistance now to clear ^em 

One day it will be no disgrace, 5 

In scribbler to have had a place 
Come then, my lord, and take your part m 
The important history of Martin 
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How foolish Men on Expeditions goe* 
Unweeting Wantons of their wetting Woe^ 
For dnzling Damps descend adown the Plain 
And seem a thicker Dew, or thinner Ram, 
Yet Dew or Ram may wett us to the Shift, 
We’ll not be slow to visit Dr Swift 


Impromptu^ To Lady Wtnchelsea 

occasion’d by four satyrical verses on 

WOMEN-WITS, IN THE RAPE OF THE LOCK 
[wntten c 1714, published, Bayle’s Dictionary ^ 1741] 

In vam you boast Poetic Names of yore. 

And cite those Saphd^s we admire no more 
Fate doom’d the Fall of ev’ry Female Wit, 

But doom’d it then when first Ardelia writ 

Of all Examples by the World confest, 5 

I knew Ardelia could not quote the best. 

Who, like her Mistress on Bntanniah Throne, 

Fights, and subdues m Quarrels not her own 
To write their Praise you but m vam essay, 

Ev’n while you write, you take that Praise away 10 
Light to the Stars the Sun does thus restore. 

But shmes himself nil they are seen no more 

The ‘four lines’ which occasioned the dispute are canto iv, 11 59-62 
4 Ardeltd\ The name under which the Countess occasionally wrote 


To Eustace Budgell) Esq On his 
Translation of the Characters of Theophrastus 

[written 1714, published 1954] 

’Tis rumour’d, Budgell on a Ume 
Writmg a Sonnet, cou’d not rhime. 

Was he discouragd? no such matter. 

He’d write m Prose — ^To the Spectator 

There too Invennon faild of late 5 

What then ? Gad damn him, he’d Translate, 

Not Verse, to that he had a Pique — 

Budgell’s translation of The Moral Characters of Theophrastus was 
dedicated to the Earl of Halifax and published in May 1714 
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From French He scornd it, no, from Greek 
He’d do’t, and ne’r stand Shill — I Shall—I, 

Ay, and mscribe to Charles Lord Halli 10 

Our GallO’^Grecian at the last 

Has kept his word, Here’s Teophraste 

How e’re be not too vain, Friend BudgelU 

Men of 111 Hearts, you know, will judge ill 

Some flatly say, the Book’s as ill done, 15 

As if by Boyer 3 or by Gildon, 

Others opme you only chose ill. 

And that this Piece was meant for Ozell 
For me, I think (m spite of Blunders) 

You may, with Addison^ do wonders 20 

But faith I fear, some Folks beside 

These smarts new Characters supplyd 

The honest Fellow out at Heels 

Pray between Friends, was not that SteeVs ’> 

The Rustic Lout so like a Brute, 25 

Was Philips'^ beyond Dispute 
And the fond Fop so clean contrary, 

Tis plain, tis very plam, was Cary 
Howe’re, the CoxcomPs thy own Merit, 

That thou hast done, with Life and Spirit 30 


16 Abel Boyer (1667-1729), newswriter and compiler of a French- 
English dictionary Charles Gildon (1665-1724), critic and dramatist 
18 John Ozell, see p 271 


To a Lady with the Temple of Fame 

[written 1715, published, PSM, 1732] 

What’s Fame with Men, by Custom of the Nation, 

Is call’d m Women only Reputation 

About them both why keep we such a pother > 

Part you with one, and I’ll renounce the other 


Four Poems from A to the Lock 

[written 1715, published 1715] 


I TO MY MUCH HONOURED AND ESTEEMED 
FRIEND, MR E BARNIVELT, AUTHOR OF THE 
KEY TO THE LOCK AN ANAGRAM AND ACROS- 
TICK BY N CASTLETON, A WELL-WILLER TO 
THE COALITION OF PARTIES 
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BARNIVELT 
Anagrami 
UN BAREL IT 

B arrels conceal the Liquor they contain^ 

A nd Sculls are but the Barrels of the Brain 
R ipe Politicks the Nation’s Barrel fill, 

N one can like thee its Fermentation still 
I ngemous Writer, lest thy Barrel spht, 

V nbarrel thy )ust Sense, and broach thy Wit 
E xtract from Tory Barrels all French Juice, 

L et not the Whigs Gen&oah Stumm infuse, 

T hen shall thy Barrel be of gen’ral Use 

N CASTLETON 

N Castleton\ An obscure writer, whose penchant for ‘the Mixture ol 
Inconsistent Metaphors’ and ‘the running of Metaphors into tedious 
Allegories’ was ridiculed in the Spectator (17 September 1714) 


II TO THE INGENIOUS MR E BARNIVELT 

Hail, dear Collegiate, Fellow-Operator, 

Censor of Tories, President of Satyr, 

Whose fragrant Wit revives, as one may say, 

The stupid World, hke Assafettda 

How safe must be the Kmg upon his Throne, 5 

When Barnivelt no Faction lets alone 

Of secret Jesuits swift shall be the Doom, 

Thy Pestle braimng all the Sons of Rome 
Before thy Pen vamsh the Nation’s Ills, 

As all Diseases fly before thy Pills 10 

Such Sheets as these, whate’er be the Disaster, 

Well spread with Sense, shall be the Nation’s Plaister 
HIGH GERMAN DOCTOR 

1 3 High German Doctor ] Pseudonym of Philip Horneck (d 1 728), taken 
from the title of his paper, which was scurrilously anti-Cathohc 

III TO MY INGENIOUS FRIEND, THE AUTHOR 
OF THE KEY TO THE LOCK 

Tho’ many a Wit from time to time has rose 
T’ inform the World of what it better knowsy 
Yet ’tis a Praise that few their own can call. 

To tell Men things they never knew at all 
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This was reserv’d. Great Barmvelty for Thee, 5 

To save this Land from dangerous Mystery 
But thou too gently hast laid on thy Satyr, 

What awes the World is Envy and ill Nature 
Can Popish Writmgs do the Nations good ^ 

Each Drop of Ink demands a Diop of Blood 10 

A Papist wear the LawreP is it fit^ 

O Button f summon all thy Sons of Wit^ 

Jom m the common Cause e’er ’tis too late. 

Rack your Inventions some, and some in time translate 
If all this fail, let Faggot, Cart, and Rope, 15 

Revenge our Wits and Statesmen on a Pope 

THE GRUMBLER 

12 Button\ Daniel Button, the manager of the coffee-house where 
Addison held his court 

13 the common Caus^ i e the decrying, or suppression, of Pope’s lUad 
17 The Grumbler\ Pseudonym of Tnomas Burnet (1694-1753), 

pamphleteer, taken from the title of his paper 


IV TO THE MOST LEARNED PHARMA- 
COPOLITAN, AND EXCELLENT POLITICIAN, 

MR ESDRAS BARNIVELT 

BY SIR JAMES BAKER, KNT 

The Spaniard hides his Ponyard m his Cloke, 

The Papist masques his Treason m a Joke, 

But ev’n as Coughs thy Spanish Liquorish heals. 

So thy deep Knowledge dark Designs reveals 

Oh had I been Ambassador created, 5 

Thy Works m Spanish shou’d have been translated. 

Thy Pohticks should ope the Eyes of Spain^ 

And, like true S&vil Snuff, awake the Bram 
Go on, Great Wit, contemn thy Foe’s Bravado, 

In thy defence I’ll draw Toledo^s Spado 10 

Kmghthoods on those have been conferr’d of late. 

Who save our Eyesight, or wou’d save our State, 
Unenvy’d Titles grace our imghty Names, 

The leam’d Sir Williamy or the deep Six James 

Still may those Honours be as justly dealt, 15 

And thou be stil’d Sir Esdras Bamivelt 

JAMES BAKER, KNT 

14 Sir Sii William Read (d 1715) An itinerant quack doctor 

PAP — ^L 
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Characters 

I MACER 

[^\ntten c 1715, published, PSM^ 1728] 

Wlien simple Macer^ now of high Renown, 

First sought a Poet’s Fortune in the Town 
’Twas all th’ Ambition his great Soul could feel, 

To wear red Stockmgs, and to dme with St 

Some Ends of Verse his Betters might afford, 5 

And gave the harmless Fellow a good Word 
Set up with these, he ventur’d on the Town, 

And m a borrow’d Play, out-did poor Cr n 

There he stopt short, nor smce has writ a tittle. 

But has the Wit to make the most of little 10 

Like stunted hide-bound Trees, that just have got 
Sufficient Sap, at once to bear and rot 
Now he begs Verse, and what he gets commends. 

Not of the Wits his Foes, but Fools his Friends 

So some coarse Country Wench, almost decay’d, 15 
Trudges to Town, and first turns Chambermaid, 

Aukward and supple, each Devoir to pay, 

She flatters her good Lady twice a Day, 

Thought wond’rous honest, tho’ of mean Degree, 

And strangely hk’d for her Simphcity 20 

In a translated Suit, then tries the Town, 

With borrow’d Pins, and Patches not her own, 

But just endur’d the Winter she began. 

And in four Months, a batter’d Harridan 

Now nothing’s left, but wither’d, pale, and shrunlc, 25 

To bawd for others, and go Shares with Punk 

A caricature of Ambrose Philips (see p 285) 

I Macer] Lat macer^ meagre, cf A Farewell to London, 1 20, ‘Lean 
Philips^ (p 245) 

8 a harrow'" d Play\ The Dutrest Mother, 17 iz, taken from Racine’s 
Andromaque 

Cr — «] John Crowne (d 1703 ^), dramatist, notorious for his borrowed 
plays 

13 begs Verse] He requested by publick Advertisements, the Aid of the 
Ingenious, to make up a Miscellany in 1713 [P] 

20 Svmphcity] An allusion to the laboured simplicity of Philips’s 
Pastorals 

21 a translated Suit] Probably a fling at the Peisian Tales, translated 
by Philips 
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II UMBRA 

[written c 1714, published, PSM, 1728] 

Close to the best known Author, Umbra sits, 

The constant Index to all Button*^ Wits 

here^ cries Umbra Johnson^ — Oh ' 

Your Slave^ and exit^ but returns with Rowe^ 

Dear Rowe, lets sit and talk of Tragedies 5 

Not long. Pope enters, and to Pope he flies 

Then up comes Steele y he turns upon his Heely 

And m a Moment fastens upon Steele 

But cnes as soon. Dear Dick, I must be gonoy 

Fory if I know his Tready here^s Addison 10 

Says Addison to Steehy ’Tis Time to go 

Pope to the Closet steps aside with Rowe 

Poor Umbray left m this abandon’d Pickle, 

E’en sits him down, and writes to honest T— 15 

Fool* ’tis m vam from Wit to Wit to roam. 

Know, Sense, like Charity, begins at Home 

Title] Possibly intended as a character of Budgell, see p 288 

2 ButtorCs Wits'l The habitual Whig frequenters of Button’s coffee- 
house 

14 T—] Thomas Tickell (1685-1740) Poet, Buttonian, and author of 
the rival translation of Iliad i 


111 ATTICUS 

[written c 1715, published (piratically) 1722] 

Quod Te Roma legit y Rumpitur Invidia ' 

If meagre Gildon draws his venal quill, 

I wish the Man a Dinner, and sit still. 

If Denms rhymes, and raves m furious Fret, 

I’ll answer Denms, when I am in debt 

Hunger, not Mahce, makes such Authors prmt, 5 

And who’l wage War vnth Bedlam or the Mmt ^ 

This poem, provoked by the ‘Battle of the Ihad*, was originally sketched 
out about the time of the publication of the rival translation in the summer 
of 1715 It was first published in 1722 An expanded version (seep 490) 
appeared in 1728, and in 1734 was incorporated after further revision in 
the Epistle to Dr Arbuthnoty where it occupies lines 15 1-2 14 (see p 603) 

1-3 Gildon Dennis] Charles Gildon (1665-1724), and John Dennis 
(1657-1734) critics, who had been attacking Pope since 1714 and 1709 
respectively 

6 the Mint] A sanctuary for insolvent debtors in Southwark 
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But were there One whom better Stars conspire 
To bless, whom Titan touch’d with purer Fire, 

Who born with Talents, bred in Arts to please. 

Was form’d to write, converse, and hve, with ease lo 
Should such a man, too fond to rule alone. 

Bear, like the Turk, no Brother near the Throne, 

View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes. 

And hate, for Arts that caus’d himself to rise. 

Damn with faint praise, assent with civil Leer, 15 

And without sneering, teach the rest to sneer. 

Or pleas’d to woimd, and yet afraid to strike. 

Just hmt a Fault, and hesitate Dislike, 

Ahke reserv’d to blame or to commend, 

A tim’rous Foe and a suspitious Friend 20 

Fearing ev’n Fools, by Flatterers besieg’d. 

And so obliging, that he ne’r oblig’d 
Who when two Wits on nval themes contest, 

Approves them both, but likes the worst the best 
Like Cato, gives his httle Senate Laws, 25 

And sits attentive to his own Applause, 

While Fops and Templars ev’ry Sentence raise. 

And wonder with a foolish Face of Praise 
What pity, Heav’n^ if such a Man there be ? 

Who would not weep, if Addison were He 30 


23 f A reference to Tickelfs rival translation of the Ihady Bk I, which 
was published, with Addison’s complicity and approval, within three or 
four days of Pope’s 
25 Cf p 211,1 23 


Epitaph on P P Clerk of the Parish, 

SAID TO BE WRITTEN BY HIMSELF 
[written c 1715, published, PSM, 1727] 

O reader, if that thou canst read. 

Look down upon this Stone, 

Do all we can. Death is a Man 
That never spareth none 

Appended to a skit on Bishop Burnet’s Htstoiy of My Own Ttines, 
entitled ‘Memoirs of P P Clerk of this Parish* 
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Couplets on Wit 

[vvntten c 1715, published 1776] 

I 

But our Great Turks m wit must reign alone 
And ill can bear a Brother on the Throne 


II 

Wit is like faith by such warm Fools profest 
Who to be saved by one, must damn the rest 


III 

Some who grow dull religious strait commence 
And gam in morals what they lose m sence 


IV 

Wits starve as useless to a Common weal 
While Fools have places purely for their Zeal 


V 

Now wits gam praise by copying other wits 
As one Hog hves on what another sh 


VI 

Wou’d you your writmgs to some Palates fit 
Purge all your verses from the sm of wit 
For authors now are so conceited grown 
They praise no works but what are like their own 

Preserved in the Homer MSS on the versos of rough drafts of lines 
from his translation of Iliad viii 
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Two Chorus’s to the Tragedy of Brutus 

[written c 1715, published, Works 1717] 

I CHORUS OF ATHENIANS 
STROPHE I 

Ye shades, where sacred truth is sought, 

Groves, where immortal Sages taught. 

Where heav’nly visions Plato fir’d, 

And Epicurus lay mspir’d ^ 

In vain your guiltless laurels stood, 5 

Unspotted long with human blood 
War, horrid war, your thoughtful walks mvades. 

And steel now ghtters m the Muses shades 

ANTISTROPHE I 

Oh heav’n-bom sisters* source of art* 

Who charm the sense, or mend the heart, 10 

Who lead fair Virtue’s tram along, 

Moral Truths and mystic Song f 
To what new chme, what distant sky 
Forsaken, friendless, shall ye fly ^ 

Say, will ye bless the bleak Atlantic shore ? 15 

Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more ? 

STROPHE 2 

When Athens sinks by fates unjust, 

When wild Barbarians spurn her dust. 

Perhaps ev’n Bntam^s utmost shore 

Shall cease to blush with stranger’s gore, 20 

See arts her savage sons controul. 

And Athens rismg near the pole* 

’Till some new T3!Tant hfts his purple hand. 

And civil madness tears them from the land 

ANTISTROPHE 2 

Ye Gods* what jusuce rules the ball ? 25 

Freedom and Arts together fall, 

Title] Altered from Shakespear by the Duke of Buckingham, at whose 
desire these two Choruses were composed to supply as many wanting m 
his play They were set many years afterwards by the famous Bononcmi, 
and performed at Buckmgham-house [P] 
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Fools grant whate’er ambition craves, 

And men, once ignorant, are slaves 
Oh curs’d effects of civil hate. 

In every age, in every state* 

Still, when the lust of tyrant pow’r succeeds. 
Some Athens perishes, some Tully bleeds 

II CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS 
SEMICHORUS 

Oh tyrant Love* hast thou possest 
The prudent, learn’d, and virtuous breast 
Wisdom and wit in vam reclaim. 

And arts but soften us to feel thy flame 
Love, soft intruder, enters here. 

But entrmg learns to be smcere 
Marcus with blushes owns he loves. 

And Brutus tenderly reproves 
Why, virtue, doest thou blame desire, 
Wluch nature has imprest ’> 

Why, nature, dost thou soonest fire 
The mild and gen’rous breast ^ 

CHORUS 

Love’s purer flames the Gods approve. 
The Gods, and Brutus bend to love 
Brutus for absent Portia sighs. 

And sterner Cassius melts ztjunia^s eyes 
What IS loose love ? a transient gust. 

Spent in a sudden storm of lust, 

A vapour fed from wild desire, 

A wandring, self-consuming fire 
But Hymen^s kmder flames umte. 

And bum for ever one, 

Chaste as cold Cynthta^s virgm light. 
Productive as the Sun 

SEMICHORUS 

Oh source of ev’ry social tye, 

Umted wish, and mutual joy* 

What various joys on one attend. 

As son, as father, brother, husband, fnend* 
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Whether his hoary sire he spies^ 

While thousand grateful thoughts arise ^ 30 

Or meets his spouse’s fonder eye, 

Or views his smilmg progeny. 

What tender passions take their turns. 

What home-felt raptures move* 

His heart now melts, now leaps, now burns, 35 
With rev’rence, hope, and love 

CHORUS 

Hence guilty joys, distastes, surmizes, 

Hence false tears, deceits, disguises. 

Dangers, doubts, delays, surpnzes. 

Fires that scorch, yet dare not shine 40 

Purest love’s unwastmg treasure. 

Constant faith, fair hope, long leisure, 

Days of ease, and mghts of pleasure. 

Sacred Hymen ' these are thme 


Lines on Curll 

So when Curll’s Stomach the strong Drench o’ercame, 
(Infus’d m Vengeance of msulted Fame) 

Th’ Avenger sees, with a dehghted Eye, 

His long Jaws open, and his Colour fly, 

And while his Guts the keen Emeticks urge, 5 

Smiles on the Vomit, and enjoys the Purge 

From the title-page of Pope’s A Full and True Account of a Horrid and 
Barbarous Revenge by Poison on the Body of Mr Edmund Curll, Bookseller 
(1716) 


To Mr John Mooroy Author of tl^ 
Celebrated Worm-Powder 

[written 1716, pubhshed (piratically) 1716] 

How much, egregious Moor, are we 
Deceiv’d by Shews and Forms* 

Whate’er we think, whate’er we see, 

All Humankmd are Worms 

Title] Moore’s advertisements are familiar to readers of contemporary 
newspapers He died in 1737 
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Man IS a very Worm by Births 
Vile Reptile, weak, and vain* 

A while he crawls upon the Earth, 

Then shrinks to Earth again 

That Woman is a Worm we find. 

E’er smee our Grandame’s Evil, 10 

She first convers’d with her own Kind, 

That antient Worm, the Devil 

The Learn’d themselves we Book- Worms name. 

The Blockhead is a Slow-worm, 

The Nymph whose Tail is all on Flame 15 

Is aptly term’d a Glow-worm 

The Fops are painted Butterflies, 

That flutter for a Day, 

First from a Worm they take their Rise, 

And in a Worm decay 20 

The Flatterer an Earwig grows. 

Thus Worms smt all Conditions, 

Misers are Muckworms, Silk-worms Beaus, 

And Death-watches Physicians 

That Statesmen have the Worm, is seen 25 

By all their wmdmg Play, 

Their Conscience is a Worm withm. 

That gnaws them Night and Day 

Ah Moore ^ thy SkiU were well employ’d, 

And greater Gam would rise, 30 

If thou could’st make the Courtier void 
The Worm that never dies* 

O learned Friend of Abchurch-Lam^ 

Who sett’st our Entrails free* 

Vam IS thy Art, thy Powder vam, 35 

Smee Worms shall eat ev’n thee 

Our Fate thou only can’st adjourn 
Some few short Years, no more* 

Ev’n Button*^ Wits to Worms shall turn. 

Who Maggots were before 

33 Moore’s shop was at the Pestle and Mortar in Abchurch Lane 


40 
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A Roman Catholick Version of the 
First Psalm 

FOR THE USE OF A YOUNG LADY 
[written c 1716, published (piratically) 1716] 

The Maid is Blest that will not hear 
Of Masquerading Tricks^ 

Nor lends to Wanton Songs an Ear, 

Nor Sighs for Coach and Six 

To Please her shall her Husband strive 5 

With all his Mam and Might, 

And m her Love shall Exercise 
Himself both Day and Night 

She shall brmg forth most Pleasant Frmt, 

He Flourish still and Stand, 10 

Ev’n so all Thmgs shall prosper well, 

That this Maid takes in Hand 

No wicked Whores shall have such Luck 
Who follow their own Wills, 

But Purg’d shall be to Skin and Bone> 15 

With Mercury and Pills 

For why ? the Pure and Cleanly Maids 
Shall All, good Husbands gam 
But filthy and uncleanly Jades 
Shall Rot m Drury^Lane 20 

A burlesque of Sternhold’s version of Psalm i 

20 Drury-Lane ] Notorious as the haunt of prostitutes in Pope’s day 


Epitaph On Sir Wtlham Trumbull 

One of the Principal Secretaries of State to King William III, who 
having resigned his Place^ died in his Retirement at Easthamsted 
in Berkshire, 1716 

[written 1716, published, Works^ 1717] 

A pleasmg form, a firm, yet cautious mind, 

Smcere, tho’ prudent, constant, yet resign’d. 
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Honour unchang’da a principle profest, 

Fix’d to one side, but mod’rate to the rest. 

An honest Courtier, yet a Patriot too, 5 

Just to his Prince, yet to his Country true. 

Fill’d with the sense of age, the fire of youth, 

A scorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth, 

A gen’rous faith, from superstition free, 

A love to peace, and hate of tyranny, 10 

Such this man was, who now, from earth remov’d. 

At length enjoys that liberty he lov’d 


Sandys’s Ghost Or a Proper New Ballad 
on the New Ovid’s Metamorphosis 

AS IT WAS INTENDED TO BE 
TRANSLATED BY PERSONS OF QUALITY 

[written c 1717, published, PSMy 1727] 

Ye Lords and Commons, Men of Wit 
And Pleasure about Town, 

Read this, e’er you translate one Bit 
Of Books of high Renown 

Beware of Latin Authors all! 5 

Nor think your Verses Sterling, 

Tho’ with a Golden Pen you scrawl. 

And scribble m a Berlin 

For not the Desk with silver Nails, 

Nor Bureau of Expence, 10 

Nor Standish well japan’d, avails 
To writmg of good Sense 

Hear how a Ghost m dead of Night, 

With saucer Eyes of Fire, 

In woful wise did sore affhght 15 

A Wit and courtly ’Squire 

Title Sandys\ George Sandys (1578-1644), poe^, published a transla- 
tion of Ovid*s Metamorphoses y 1621-6 

8 Berliii\ A four-wheeled covered carriage with a hooded seat behind 
II Standish} inkstand 
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Rare Imp of Phoebus^ hopeful Youth* 

Like Puppy tame that uses 
To fetch and carry, in his Mouth, 

The Works of all the Muses 20 

Ah * why did he write Poetry, 

That hereto was so civil. 

And sell his Soul for Vamty, 

To Rhyming and the Devil ^ 

A Desk he had of curious Work, 25 

With ghtt’rmg Studs about, 

Withm the same did Sandy s lurk, 

Tho’ Ovid lay without 

Now as he scratch’d to fetch up Thought, 

Forth popp’d the Spnte so thin, 30 

And from the Key-Hole bolted out, 

All upright as a Pm, 

With Whiskers, Band, and Pantaloon, 

And Ruff compos’d most duly, 

This ’Squire he dropp’d his Pen full soon, 35 
While as the Light burnt bluely 

Ho* Master Sam^ quoth Sandy Sprite, 

Write on, nor let me scare ye. 

Forsooth, if Rhymes fall in not nght, 

To Budgel seek, or Carey 40 

I hear the Beat of Jacobi's Drums, 

Poor Ovid finds no Quarter* 

See first the merry P comes 

In haste, without his Garter 

Then Lords and Lordmgs, ’Squires and Kmghts, 
Wits, Witlmgs, Pngs and Peers, 46 

Garth at St James^s^ and at Wkite% 

Beats up for Volunteers 

37 Master Sam] Samuel Molyneux, the astronomer (see p 479 , 1 2in) 
41 yacob] Jacob Tonson the publisher, who is drumming up volunteers 
for the translation of Ovid 

43 P — ] Pelham, Thomas, Duke of Newcastle 
47 Garth] Sir Samuel Garth, the editor of this translation 
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What Fenton will not do, nor Gay^ 

Nor Congreve^ Rowe^ nor Stanyan^ 50 

Tom B — n — t or Tom D’ Urfy may, 

John Dunton^ Steely or any one 

If Justice Philip’s costive Head 
Some frigid Rhymes disburses. 

They shall like Persian Tales be read, 55 

And glad both Babes and Nurses 

Let W-rw — k’s Muse with Ash — t jom, 

And OzePs with Lord Hervey’s 
Tickell and Addison combine 
And P — translate with 60 

L himself, that lively Lord 

Who bows to ev’ry Lady, 

Shall jom with F in one Accord, 

And be like Tate and Brady 

Ye Ladies too draw forth your Pen, 65 

I pray where can the Hurt he ^ 

Smee you have Brams as well as Men, 

As witness Lady W--l-y 

Now, TonsoHy hst thy Forces all. 

Review them, and tell Noses, 70 

For to poor Ovid shall befal 
A strange Metamorphosis 

A Metamorphosis more strange 
Than all his Books can vapour, 

‘To what, (quoth ’Squire) shall Ovid change ?’ 75 

Quoth Sandys To Waste-Paper 

50 Stanyan\ Temple Stanyan (d 1752), author and pohtician, who 
contributed to Book xil of the Metamorphoses 

52 John Dunton\ Eccentric bookseller and satirist (1659-1733) 

61 L— ] Richard Lumley, second Earl of Scarbrough (1688^-1740) 

63 F ] Probably Philip Frowde (see p 345) 

64 Tate and Brady] The rather pedestrian versifiers of the Psalms, 
1696 

68 IF— Z-y] Lady Mary Wortley Montagu 
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Epigram On the Toasts of the Kit-Cat Club^ 

ANNO 1716 
[published, PSM, 1732] 

Whence deathless Kit-Cat took its Name, 

Few Criticks can imriddle. 

Some say from Pastry Cook it came. 

And some from Cat and Fiddle 
From no trim Beau’s its Name it boasts, 5 

Gray Statesman, or green Wits, 

But from this Pell-mell Pack of Toasts, 

Of old Cats and young Kits 


Prologue to The Three Hours after Mamage 

[written 1717, published 1717] 

Authors are judg’d by strange capricious Rules, 

The Great Ones are thought mad, the Small Ones Fools 
Yet sure the Best are most severely fated. 

For Fools are only laugh’d at, Wits are hated 
Blockheads with Reason Men of Sense abhor, 5 

But Fool ’gamst Fool, is barb’rous Civil War 
Why on all Authors then should Criticks fall ? 

Smce some have writ, and shewn no Wit at all 
Condemn a Play of theirs, and they evade it. 

Cry, damn not us, but damn the French who made it, 10 
By runnmg Goods, these graceless Owlers gam. 

Theirs are the Rules of France^ the Plots of Spain 
But Wit, like Wme, from happier Climates brought. 

Dash’d by these Rogues, turns English common Draught 
They pall Moliereh and Lopez sprightly strain, 15 

And teach dull Harlequins to grm m vam 
How shall our Author hope a gentler Fate, 

Who dares most impudently — ^not translate 
It had been civil m these tickhsh Times, 

To fetch his Fools and Knaves from foreign Climes, 20 
Spaniard and French abuse to the World’s End, 

But spare old England^ lest you hurt a Friend 

Title] A comedy by Pope, Gay, and Arbuthnot 

1 1 OwZers] Smugglers, whose exploits were much in the papers about 
this time 

15 Lopez\ Lopez de Vega (1562-1635), the famous Spanish dramatist 
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If any Fool is by our Satyr bit. 

Let him hiss loud, to show you aU — ^he’s hit 

Poets make Characters, as Salesmen Cloaths, 25 

We take no Measure of your Fops and Beaus, 

But here all Sizes and all Shapes you meet, 

And fit your selves— like Chaps in Monmouth-Street 
Gallants look here, this *Fool’s-Cap has an Air — 
Goodly and smart, — ^with Ears of Issachar 30 

Let no One Fool engross it, or confine 
A common Blessmg’ now ’tis yours, now nune 
But Poets in all Ages, had the Care 
To keep this Cap, for such as will, to wear, 

Our Author has it now, for eVry Wit 35 

Of Course resign’d it to the next that wnt 
And thus upon the Stage ’tis fairly fthrown. 

Let him that takes it, wear it as his own 

28 Chaps'\ Chapmen, cheap salesmen 

Monmouth- Street), The famous second-hand clothes market 

29 ^FooVs-Cap) *Shews a Cap with Ears [Stage direction! 

37 fairly \ thrown] f Flings down the Cap and Eocit [Stage direction] 


The Court Ballad 

[written 1717, published (piratically^) 1717] 

To the Tune of ^To all you Ladies now at Landf dfc 

To one fair Lady out of court 
And two fair Ladies in 
Who think the Turk and Pope a sport 
And Wit and Love no Sin, 

Come these soft hnes with nothing Stiff in 5 

To Bellenden Lepell and Gnffin 
With a fa 

What passes in the dark third row 
And what behmd the Scene, 

Couches and crippled Chairs I know, 10 

And Garrets hung with green, 

I know the Swmg of sinful Hack, 

Where many a Damsel cries oh lack 
With a fa 

3 The TurK\ Ulric, the little Turk, who belonged to George I 
6 Ladies m waiting to Princess Carolme 
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Then why to court should I repair 15 

Where’s such ado with Townsend 
To hear each mortal stamp and swear 
And ev’ry speech m Z — ^nds end. 

To hear ’em rail at honest Sunderland 
And rashly blame the realm of Blunderland 20 
With a fa 

Alas, like Shutz I cannot pun 
Like Clayton court the Germans 
Tell Pickenburg how slim she’s grown 
Like Meadows run to sermons, 25 

To court ambitious men may roam, 

But I and Marlbro’ stay at home 
With a fa 

In truth by what I can discern, 

Of Courtiers from you Three, 30 

Some Wit you have and more may learn, 

From Court than Gay or me. 

Perhaps m time you’ll leave High Diet, 

And Sup with us on Mirth or Quiet, 

With a fa 35 

In Leister fields, m house full mgh. 

With door all painted green. 

Where Ribbans wave upon the tye, 

(A Milliner’s I ween) 

There may you meet us, three to three, 40 

For Gay can well make two of me 
With a fa 

But shou’d you catch the Prudish itch, 

And each become a coward, 

16 An allusion to Townshend’s dismissal from the office of Secretary 
of State 

19 Lord Sunderland had helped to turn Townshend out of ofloice 

20 Blunderland] Ireland 

22 Perhaps an allusion to Augustus Schutz, equerry to the Prince of 
Wales 

23-s Mrs Clayton, Ladv Bucquenbourg, Miss Meadows, ladies of the 
court 

27 M — o’] The Duke of Marlborough had a paralytic stroke and fell 
into senile decay m 1716 

36 Leister fields] Now Leicester Square, where the Prince of Wales 
lived 
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Bring sometimes with you Lady Rich 45 

And sometimes Mistress Howard, 

For Virgins, to keep chaste, must go 
Abroad with such as are not so 
With a fa 

And thus fair Maids, my ballad ends, 50 

God send the King safe landmg. 

And makes all honest ladies friends, 

To Armies that are Standing 
Preserve the Limits of these nations. 

And take off Ladies Limitations 55 

With a fa 

45 Lady Rich, wife of Field-Marshal Sir Robert Rich 

46 Mrs Howard, Countess of Suffolk, mistress of George II 


Epigrams, 

Occasion’d by An limitation to Court 

[written 1717, published (piratically) 1717] 

I 

In the Lines that you sent, are the Muses and Graces ^ 
You have the Nine m your Wit^ and Three in your Faces 

II 

They may talk of the Goddesses in Ida Vales, 

But you show your Wit^ whereas they show’d their Tails 


III 

You Bellendenes Griffin^ and httle La PelU 
By G-d you all he bike the D — ^1 m Hell, 

To say that at Court there’s a Dearth of all Wit, 

And send what Argyle^ would he wntCi might have writ 


IV 

Adam had fallen twice, if for an apple 

The D — ^1 had brought him Bellendene and La Pell 


These epigrams were intended to form a pendant to The Court Ballad 
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V 

On Sunday at Six, in the Street that’s call’d Gerrard^ 

You may meet the Two Champions who are no Lord S — d 


VI 

They say ArgylVs a Wit, for what 
For writing ? no, — ^for writmg not 


Epistle to a Lady 

In this strange Town a different Course we take. 

Refine ourselves to Spirit, for your Sake 

For Want of you, we spend our random Wit on 

The first we find with Needham, Brooks, or Briton 

Hackney’d m Sm, we beat about the Town, 5 

And like sure Spamels, at first Scent lie down 

Were Virtue’s self m Silks, — ^faith jteep away* 

Or Virtue’s Virtue scarce would last a Day 

Thus, Madam, most Men talk, and some Men do 
The rest is told you m a Line or two 10 

Some strangely wonder you’re not fond to marry — 

A double Jest still pleases sweet Sir Harry — 

Small-Pox is rife, and Gay in dreadful fear — 

The good Priests whisper — ^Where’s the Chevaher > 

Much in your Absence B — ’s Heart endures, 15 

And if poor Pope is cl-pt, the Fault is yours 

Originally published as a suppressed conclusion of To a Young Lady, 
on leaving the Town after the Coronation More probably related to The 
Cowrf BaZ/fld and the preceding epigrams See Rev of Eng Stud (1958) 
IX 146-51 

4 Mother Needham kept a brothel Nothmg is known of Brooks and 
Briton 


Occasioned by some Verses of kis Grace the 
Duke of Buckingham 

[written 1717, published, Works ^ 1717] 

Muse, ’tis enough at length thy labour ends. 

And thou shalt hve, for Buckingham commends 
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Let crowds of cnticks now my verse assail, 

Let Dennis write, and nameless numbers rail 
This more than pzys whole years of thankless pain, 5 
Time, health, and fortune, are not lost m vam 
Shield approves, consentmg Phcsbus bends. 

And I and Mahce from this hour are friends 


Verses Sent to Mrs T B mth Jus WorJis 

BY AN AUTHOR 
[written 1717, published 1721] 

This Book, which, like its Author, You 
By the bare Outside only knew, 

(Whatever was m either Good, 

Not look’d m, or, not understood) 

Comes, as the Writer did too long, 5 

To be about you, right or wrong. 

Neglected on your Chair to he. 

Nor raise a Thought, nor draw an Eye, 

In peevish Fits to have you say. 

See there ' youWe always in my Way ' 10 

Or, if your Slave you tliink to bless, 

I like this Colour 3 1 profess ' 

That Red is charming all will hold^ 

I ever lov'd it — next to Gold 

Can Book, or Man, more Praise obtam ? 15 

What more could G — ge or S — te gam^ 

Silher than Gildon coud’st thou be. 

Nay, did aH. Jacob breath m thee, 

She keeps thee. Book* I’ll lay my Head, 

What ? throw away a Fool in Red 20 

No, trust the Sex’s sacred Rule, 

The gaudy Dress will save the Fool 

Title Mrs T B ] Probably Mistress Teresa Blount 

16 G — ge or S — te] Perhaps ‘George or Senate* 

17 G-ld-d] Charles Gildon, see p 369, 1 ^Son 

18 J-c-bl Giles Jacob (1686-1744) Compiler of The Poetical Register ^ 
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A Hymn Written in Windsoi Forest 

[written 1717, published 1831] 

All hail* once pleasing, once inspiring Shade, 

Scene of my youthfhl Loves, and happier hours* 
Where the kind Muses met me as I stray’d. 

And gently pressd my hand, and said, Be Ours * — 
Take all thou e’re shalt have, a constant Muse 
At Court thou may’st be lik’d, but nothing gam, 
Stocks thou may’st buy and sell, but always lose. 
And love the brightest eyes, but love in vain* 



Poems 1718-1729 




Epistle to Robert Earl of Oxford, and 
Earl Mortimer 

[written 1721 , published, Parnell’s Poems ^ 1722] 

Such were the Notes, thy once-lov’d Poet sung, 

’Till Death untimely stop’d his tuneful Tongue 
Oh )ust beheld, and lost* admir’d, and mourn’d* 

With softest Maimers, gentlest Arts, adorn’d* 

Blest in each Science, blest m ev’ry Stram* 5 

Dear to the Muse, to Harley dear vain* 

For him, thou oft hast bid the World attend. 

Fond to forget the Statesman m the Friend, 

For Swift and him, despis’d the Farce of State, 

The sober FoUies of tlie Wise and Great, 10 

Dextrous, the cravmg, fawmng Crowd to qmt, 

And pleas’d to ’scape from Flattery to Wit 
Absent or dead, still let a Friend be dear, 

(A Sigh the Absent claims, the Dead a Tear) 

Recall those Nights that clos’d thy toilsom Days, 15 
Still hear thy Parnell in his hvmg Lays 
Who careless, now, of Int’rest, Fame, or Fate, 

Perhaps forgets that Oxford e’er was Great, 

Or deeming meanest what we greatest call. 

Beholds thee glorious only m thy Fall, 20 

And sure if ought below the Seats Divme 
Can touch Immortals, ’tis a Soul like thme 
A Soul supreme, in each hard Instance try’d. 

Above all Pam, all Passion, and all Pride, 

The Rage of Pow’r, the Blast of pubhck Breath, 25 
The Lust of Lucre, and the Dread of Death 
In vam to Desarts thy Retreat is made. 

The Muse attends thee to the silent Shade 
’Tis hers, the brave Man’s latest Steps to trace, 

Re-)udge his Acts, and digmfy Disgrace 30 

When Int’rest calls off all her sneaking Tram, 

And all th’ Oblig’d desert, and all the Vam, 

She waits, or to the Scaffold, or the Cell, 

When the last Img’rmg Friend has bid farewel 

Ev’n now she shades thy Evenmg Walk with Bays, 35 

Title] This Epistle was sent to the Earl of Oxford with Dr Parnelle’s 
Poems published by our Author, after the said Earl’s Impnsonment in the 
Tower and Retreat into the Country, in the year, 1721 [P] 

27 Desarts'l 1 e his family seat at Brampton-Bryan in Herefordshire 
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(No Hireling she^ no Prostitute to Praise) 

Ev’n nowa observant of the parting Ray, 

Eyes the calm Sun-set of thy Various Day, 
Thro’ Fortune’s Cloud One truly Great can see. 
Nor fears to tell, that MORTIMER is He 



To Mrs M B on her Birth-day 

[v^ritten 1723, published 1724] 

Oh be thou blest with all that HeaVn can sendj 
Long Health, long Youth, long Pleasure, and a Friend 
Not with those Toys the female world admire. 

Riches that vex, and Vamties that tire 

With added years if Life brmg nothmg new, 5 

But like a Sieve let ev’ry blessmg thro’. 

Some )oy still lost, as each vain year runs o’er. 

And all we gam, some sad Reflection more, 

Is that a Birth-day? ’tis alas^ too clear, 

’Tis but the Fun’ral of the former year 10 

Let Joy or Ease, let AflBluence or Content, 

And the gay Consaence of a life well spent. 

Calm ev’ry thought, mspirit ev’ry Grace, 

Glow m thy heart, and smile upon thy face 

Let day improve on day, and year on year, 15 

Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a Fear, 

Till Death unfelt that tender frame destroy. 

In some soft Dream, or Extasy of joy 
Peaceful sleep out the Sabbath of the Tomb, 

And wake to Raptures in a Life to come 20 

Title Mrs M J 5 ] 1 e Martha Blount (see p 559, «) 
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The Dunciad Variorum 


WITH THE PROLEGOMENA 

OF SCRIBLERUS 

[written 1719-28, published 1728, as 
Variorum^ 1729] 


ADVERTISEMENT 

It will he sifficient to say of this Edition^ that the reader has here a 
much more correct and compleat copy of the Dunciad, than has 
hitherto appeared I cannot answer but some mistakes may have shpt 
into iti hut a vast number of others will he prevented^ by the Names 
being now not only set at lengthy but justified by the authorities and 
reasons given I make no doubty the Author^ s own motive to use real 
rather than feigned names y was his care to preserve the Innocent from 
any false Applicationsy whereas m the former editions which had no 
more than the Initial lettersy he was madcy by Keys printed herey to hurt 
the moffensivey and {what was worse) to abuse his fnendsy by an im-^ 
pression at Dublin 

The Commentary which attends the Poemy was sent me from 
several handsy and consequently must be unequally wntteny yet will it 
have one advantage over most commentariesy that it is not made upon 
conjecturesy or a remote distance of time and the reader cannot but 
derive one pleasure from the very Obscurity of the persons it treats ofy 
that It partakes of the nature of a Secret, which most people love to 
be let intOy thd* the Men or the Things be ever so inconsiderable or 
trivial 

Of the Persons it was judged proper to give some account for since 
It IS only in this monument that they must expect to survivcy {and here 
survive they willy as long as the English tongue shall remain such as it 
was in the reigns of Queen Anne and King George) it seemed but 
humanity to bestow a word or two upon eachyjust to tell what he wasy 
what he wnty when he liv^dy or when he dy*d 

If a word or two more are added upon the chief OffenderSy *tis only as 
a paper pinned upon the breasty to mark the Enormities for which they 
suffer"* dy lest the Correction only should be remember* dy and the Cnme 
forgotten 

In some Articlesy it was thought sufficient barely to transcribe from 
Jacob, Curl, and other writers of their own ranky who were much 
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better acquainted mth them than any of the Authors of this Comment 
can pretend to he Most of them had drawn each others Characters on 
certain occasions, hut the few here inserted, are all that could he 
saved from the general destruction of such Works 

Of the part of Scriblerus I need say nothing his Manner is well 
enough known, and approved by all but those who are too much con-- 
cern*d to be judges 

The Imitations of the Anaents are added, to gratify those who 
either never read, or may have forgotten them, together with some of 
the Parodies, and Allusions to the most excellent of the Moderns If 
any man from the frequency of the former, may think the Poem too 
much a Cento, our Poet will hut appear to have done the same thing in 
jest, which Boileau did in earnest, and upon which Vida, Fracastonus, 
and many of the most eminent Latin Poets professedly valued them-^ 
selves 


A Letter to the Publisher 

OCCASIONED BY THE PRESENT 
EDITION OF THE DUNCIAD 

It as With pleasure I hear that you have procured a correct Edition 
of the Dun Cl AD, which the many surreptitious ones have ren- 
dered so necessary, and it is yet with more, that I am informed it 
will be attended with a Commentary a work so necessary, that 
I cannot think the Author himself would have omitted it, had he 
approv’d of the first appearance of this Poem 
Such Notes as have occurr’d to me I herewith send you, you 
will obhge me by msertmg them amongst those which are, or will 
be, transmitted to you by others smce not only the Author’s 
friends, but even strangers, appear ingag’d by humamty, to some 
care of an orphan of so much gemus and spirit, which its parent 
seems to have abandoned from the very beginmng, and suffered to 
step mto the world naked, unguarded, and unattended 
It was upon readmg some of the abusive papers lately pubhsh’d, 
that my great regard to a person whose friendship I shall ever es- 
teem as one of the chief honours of my hfe, and a much greater 
respect to Truth than to him or any man livmg, mgag’d me m 
Enqmnes, of which the inclos’d Notes are the fruit 
I perceiv’d that most of these authors had been (doubtless very 
wisely) the first Aggressors they had try’d till they were weary, 
what was to be got bv raihng at each other, no body was either 
concern’d, or surpriz’d, if this or that Scribler was prov’d a Dunce 
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but every one was curious to read what could be said to prove Mr 
Pope one, and was ready to pay something for such a discovery 
A stratagem which wouM they fairly own, imght not only reconcile 
them to me, but screen them from the resentment of their lawful 
superiors, whom they daily abuse, only (as I charitably hope) to 
get that by them, which they cannot get from them 

I found this was not all lU success m that had transported them 
to personal abuse, either of himself, or (what I think he could less 
forgive) of his friends They had call’d men of virtue and honour 
Bad Men, long before he had either leisure or mchnation to call 
them Bad Writers and some had been such old offenders, that he 
had qmte forgotten their persons as well as their slanders, till they 
were pleas’d to revive them 

Now what had Mr Pope done before to incense them? He had 
pubhshed those works which are in the hands of every body, in 
which not the least mention is made of any of them And what has 
he done smce? He has laugh’d and written the Dunciad What 
has that said of them? a very serious truth which the pubhck 
had said before, that they were dull and what it had no sooner 
said, but they themselves were at great pams to procure or even 
purchase room m the prmts, to testify xmder their hands to the 
truth of It 

I should still have been silent, if either I had seen any mchnation 
in my friend to be serious with such accusers, or if they had only 
attack’d his writmgs since whoever pubhshes, puts himself on his 
tryal by his country But when his moral character was attack’d, 
and m a manner from which neither Truth nor Virtue can secure 
the most Innocent, in a manner which though it annihilates the 
credit of the accusation with the just and impartial, yet aggravates 
very much the gmlt of the accuser, (I mean by authors without 
Names ) Then I thought, smce the danger is common to all, the 
concern ought to be so, and that it was an act of justice to detect 
the Authors, not only on this account, but as many of them are the 
same, who for severd years past, have made free with the greatest 
Names m Church and State, expos’d to the world the private mis- 
fortunes of Famihes, abus’d all even to Women, and whose pros- 
tituted papers (for one or otlier Party, m the unhappy Divisions of 
their Country) have msulted the Fallen, the Friendless, the Exil’d, 
and the Dead 

Besides this, which I take to be a pubhck concern, I have already 
confess’d I had a private one I am one of that number who have 
long lov’d and esteem’d Mr Pope, and had often declared it was 
not his Capacity or Wntmgs (which we ever thought the least 
valuable part of his character) but the honest, open, and beneficent 
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Man, that we most esteem’d and lov’d in him Now if what these 
people say were behev’d, I must appear to all my friends either a 
fool or a knave, either impos’d on my self, or imposing on them 
So that I am as much interested m the confutation of these calum- 
mes, as he is himself 

I am no Author, and consequently not to be suspected either 
of jealousy or resentment agamst any of the men, of whom scarce 
one is known to me by sight, and as for their writmgs, I have sought 
them (on this one occasion) in vain, m the closets and libraries of all 
my acquaintance I had still been m the dark, if a Gentleman^ had 
not procur’d me (I suppose from some of themselves, for they are 
generally much more dangerous friends than enemies) the passages 
I send you I solemnly protest I have added nothmg to the mahce 
or absurdity of them, which it behoves me to declare, since the 
vouchers themselves will be so soon and so irrecoverably lost You 
may m some measure prevent it, by preserving at least their* 
Titles, and discovermg (as far as you can depend on the truth of your 
information) the names of the conceal’d authors 

The first objection I have beard made to the Poem is, that the 
persons are too obscure for Satyre The persons themselves, rather 
than allow the objection, would forgive the Satyre, and if one could 
be tempted to afford it a serious answer, were not all assassinates, ^ 
popular insurrections, the msolence of the rabble without doors 
and of domesticks withm, most wrongfully chastized, if the Mean- 
ness of offenders mdemmfied them from punishment? On the 
contrary, obscurity renders them more dangerous, as less thought 
of Law can pronounce judgment only on open Facts, Morahty 
alone can pass censure on Intentions of mischief, so that for secret 
calumny or the arrow flymg m the dark, there is no pubhck pumsh- 
ment left, but what a good writer inflicts 

The next objecuon is, that these sort of authors are Poor That 
might be pleaded as an excuse at the Old Baily for lesser crimes than 
defamation, for ’tis the case of almost all who are try’d there, but 
sure It can here be none, since no man vuU pretend that the rob- 
bmg another of his reputation supphes the want of it m himself I 
question not but such authors are poor, and heartily wish the ob- 
jection were removed by any honest livelihood But Poverty here 
is the accident, not the subject he who describes malice and vil- 
lany to be pale and meagre, expresses not the least anger agamst 
paleness or leanness, but agamst mahce and viUany The apothe- 
cary m Romeo and Juliet is poor, but is he therefore justified in 

^ a Gentleman (Probably Richard Savage > 

* Which we have done in a List in the Appendix, No 

® assassinates <1 e assassins > 
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vending poison ^ Not but poverty itself becomes a just subject of 
satyre^ when it is the consequence of vice^ prodigahty, or neglect of 
one’s lawful callmg, for then it increases the pubhck burden, fills 
the streets and high-ways with Robbers, and the garrets with Clip- 
pers, Comers, and Weekly Journalists 

But admittmg that two or three of these, offend less m their 
morals, than m their writmgs, must poverty make nonsense 
sacred ^ If so, the fame of bad authors would be much better taken 
care of, than that of all the good ones m the world, and not one of a 
hundred had ever been call’d by his right name 

They mistake the whole matter It is not charity to encourage 
them in the way they follow, but to get ’em out of it For men are 
not bunglers because they are poor, but they are poor because they 
are bunglers 

Is It not pleasant enough to hear our authors crymg out on the 
one hand, as if their persons and characters were too sacred for 
Satyre, and the pubhck objectmg on the other, that they are too 
mean even for Ridicule ^ But whether bread or fame be their end. 
It must be allow’d, our author by and m this poem, has mercifully 
given ’em a httle of both 

There are two or three, ^ who by their rank and fortune have no 
benefit from the former objections (supposmg them good) and these 
I was sorry to see m such company But if without any provoca- 
tion, two or three gentlemen will faU upon one, in an affair wherein 
his interest and reputation are equally embark’d, they cannot cer- 
tainly, after they had been content to print themselves his enemies, 
complam of being put into the number of them ? 

Other, I’m told, pretend to have been once his Fnends^, surely 
they are their enemies who say so, since nothmg can be more 
odious than to treat a friend as they have done but of this I can’t 
persuade my self, when I consider the constant and eternal aversion 
of all bad writers to a good one 

Such as claim a merit from bemg his Admirers, I wou’d gladly 
ask, if It lays him under any personal obhgation^ at that rate he 
would be the most obhg’d humble servant m the world I dare 
swear, for these in particular, he never desir’d them to be his 
Admirers, nor promis’d in return to be theirs, that had truly been 
a sign he was of their acquaintance, but wou’d not the mahcious 
world have suspected such an approbation of some motive worse 
than Ignorance, in the Author of the Essay on Criticism ? Be 
It as It will, the reasons of their Admiration and of his Contempt are 

^ two or three <e g Thomas Burnet, George Duckett, Sir Richard 
Blackmore > 

® Friends <e g James Moore Smythe Cf Ep to Arbutknot^ 346 > 
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equally subsisting, for His Works and Theirs are the very same 
that they were 

One therefore of their accusations I beheve may be just, ‘That he 
has a contempt for their writings ’ And there is another which 
would probably be sooner allow'd by himself, than by any good 
judge beside, ‘That his own have found too much success with the 
pubhck ' But as it cannot consist with his modesty to claim this as 
a justice. It hes not on him, but entirely on the pubhck, to defend 
Its own judgment 

There remains what in my opimon might seem a better plea 
for these people, than any they have made use of If Obscurity or 
Poverty were to exempt a man from satyr, much more should Folly 
or Duiness, which are still more mvolimtary, nay as much so as 
personal deformity But even this will not help them Deformity 
becomes the object of ridicule when a man sets up for bemg hand- 
some and so must Duiness when he sets up for a Wit They are not 
ridicul'd because Ridicule m itself is or ought to be a pleasure, but 
because it is just, to undeceive or vmdicate the honest and unpre- 
tendmg part of mankmd from imposition, because particular in- 
terest ought to yield to general, and a great number who are not 
naturally Fools ought never to be made so in complaisance to a few 
who are Accordmgly we find that m all ages, all vain pretenders, 
were they ever so poor or ever so duU, have been constantly the 
topicks of the most candid Satyrists, from the Codrus of J u venal 
to the Damon of Boileau 

Having mention’d Boileau, the greatest Poet and most judi- 
cious Critic of his age and coimtry, admirable for his talents, and 
yet perhaps more admirable for his judgment m the proper appli- 
cation of them, I cannot help remarkmg the resemblance betwixt 
Him and our Author in Quahties, Fame, and Fortune, in the dis- 
tinctions shewn to them by their Superiors, m the general esteem 
of their Equals, and m their extended reputation amongst For- 
eigners, in the latter of which ours has met with the better fortune, 
as he has had for his Translators persons of the most eminent rank 
and abihties m their respective Nations But the resemblance holds 
m nothmg more, than m their bemg equally abus’d by the ignorant 

* Essay on Criticism in French Verse by General Hamilton The same 
in Verse also by Monsieur Roboton, Counsellor and Privy Secretary to 
King George I 

Rape of the Lock, in French^ Fans, 1728 

In Italian Verse, by the Abbe Conti, a Noble Venetian, and 

by the Marquess Rxmgoni, Envoy Extraordinary from Modena to King 
George II 

Ofliers of his Works by Salvim of Florence, &c 

His Essays and Dissertations on Homer, in French, Pans 1728 



THE DUNCIAD VARIORUM TO THE PUBLISHER 323 

pretenders to Poetry of their times 3 of which not the least memory 
will remam but in their own writmgs^ and in the notes made upon 
them What Boileau has done m almost all his Poems, our Author 
has only in this I dare answer for him he will do it m no more , and 
on his principle of attackmg few but who had slander’d him, he 
could not have done it at all had he been confin’d from censunng 
obscure and worthless persons, for scarce any other were his ene- 
mies However, as the parity is so remarkable, I hope it will con- 
tinue to the last, and if ever he shall give us an edition of this 
Poem himself, I may see some of ’em treated as gently (on their 
repentance or better merit) as Perault and Qmnault were at last by 
Boileau ^ 

In one pomt I must be allow’d to think the character of our 
Enghsh Poet the more amiable He has not been a follower of 
fortune or success He has hv’d with the Great without Flattery, 
been a friend to Men in power without Pensions, from whom as he 
ask’d, so he receiv’d no favour but what was done Him m his 
fnends As his Satyrs were the more just for bemg delay’d, so were 
his Panegyncks, bestow’d only on such persons as he had famiharly 
known, only for such virtues as he had long observ’d m them, and 
only at such times as others cease to praise if not begmto calummate 
them, I mean when out of Power or out of Fashion f A Satyr 
therefore on writers so notorious for the contrary, became no man 
so well as himself, as none (it is plam) was so httle m Their friend- 
ships, or so much in that of those whom they had most abus’d, 
namely the Greatest and Best of All Parties Let me add a further 
reason, that tho’ mgag’d m their fnendships, he never espous’d 
their animosities, and can almost smgly challenge this honour, not 
to have written a hne of any man, which thro’ Guilt, thro’ Shame, 
or thro’ Fear, thro’ variety of Fortune, or change of Interests, he 
was ever unwiUmg to own 

I shall conclude with remarkmg what a pleasure it must be to 
every reader of humamty, to see all along, that our Author, m his 
very laughter, is not mdulgmg his own 111 nature, but only pumsh- 
mg that of others To his Poem those alone are capable to do Jus- 
tice, who to use the words of a great Wnter, know how hard it is 


^ Boileau (See A Treatm of the Sublime By Mr Boileau^ 1712, 
pp 96-7, 169-78 > 

t As Mr Wycherley y at the tune the Town declaim’d against his Book 
of Poems Mr Walsh, after his death Sir Wtlham Trumbtdl, when he had 
resign’d the Office of Secretary of State, Lord Bohngbroke at his leaving 
En^and after the Queen’s death Lord Oxford m his last decline of Life 
Mr Secretary Craggs at the end of the South-Sea Year, and after his 
death Others, only in Epitaphs 
PAP — 
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(with regard both to his Subject and his Manner) Vetustis 

DARE NOVITATEM3 OBSOLETIS NITOREM, OBSCURIS LUCEM, 
FASTIDITIS GRATIAM ^ I am^ 

Your most humble Servant, 

WILLIAM CLELAND ^ 

St Jameses 
Dec 22, 1728 


DENNIS, REM ON PR ARTH 

I Cannot but think it the most reasonable thing in the world, 
to distinguish Good writers, by discouragmg the Bad Nor is it 
an ill-natufd thing, in relation even to the very persons upon whom 
the Reflections are made It is true, it may deprive them, a httle 
the sooner, of a short Profit and a transitory Reputation But then 
It may have a good effect, and obhge them (before it be too late) to 
declme that for which they are so very unfits and to have recourse 
to something in which they may be more successful 

The Persons whom Boileau has attack’d m his writmgs, have 
been for the most part Authors^ and most of those Authors, Poets 
And the censures he hath pass’d upon them have been confirmed 
by all Europe [Character ot Mr P 1716 ] 

GILDON, PREF TO HIS NEW REHEARS 

It is the common cry of the Poetasters of the Town, and their 
Fautors, that it is an llUnatur* d thing to expose the Pretenders to 
Wit and Poetry The Judges and Magistrates may with full as good 
reason be repioach’d with Ill-nature^ for putting the Laws in exe- 
cution against a Thief or Impostor — ^The same will hold in the 
Repubhck of Letters, if the Criticks and Judges will let every 
Ignorant Pretender to Scnbling, pass on the World 

THEOBALD, LETT TO MIST, JUN 22 , I728 

Attacks may be levelled, either against Failures in Genius^ or 
against the Pretensions of writing without one 

^ GRATIAM <Pliny, Natural History, Preface § 15 > 

® CLELAND] This Gentleman was of Scotland, and bred at the 
University of Utrecht, with the Earl of Mar He served m Spain under 
Earl Rivers After the Peace, he was made one of the Commissioners of 
the Customs in Scotland, and then of Taxes in England, in which having 
shewn himself for twenty years diligent, punctual, and incorruptible, 
though without any other assistance of Fortune, he was suddenly dis- 
placed by the Minister in the sixty eighth year of his age, and died two 
months after, in 1741 He was a person of Universal Learning, and an 
enlarged Conversation , no man had a warmer heart for his Friend, or a 
smcerer attachment to the Constitution of his Country <See p 810 > 
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CONCANENj DED TO THE AUTH OF THE DUNG 
A Satyre upon Dulness^ is a thing, that has been used and alleged 
in All Ages 

Out of thine own Mouth will I judge thee^ wicked Scnbler ^ 

Testimonies of Authors 
Concerning our Poet and his Works 

M SCRIBLERUS LECTORI S 

Before we present thee with our exercitations on this most delectable 
Poem (drawn from the many volumes of our Adversaria on modern 
Authors) we shall here, accordmg to the laudable usage of editors, 
collect the various judgments of the Learned concermng our Poet 
Various indeed, not only of different authors, but of the same author 
at different seasons Nor shall we gather only the Testimomes of 
such eminent Wits, as would of course descend to posterity, and 
consequently be read without our collection, but we shall likewise 
with mcredible labour seek out for divers others, which, but for this 
our diligence, could never at the distance of a few months appear to 
the eye of the most curious Hereby thou may’st not only receive 
the delectation of Variety, but also arrive at a more certam judg- 
ment, by a grave and circumspect comparison of the Witnesses with 
each other, or of each with himself Hence also thou wilt be enabled 
to draw reflections, not only of a critical, but a moral nature, by 
bemg let mto many particulars of the Person as well as Gemus, and 
of the Fortune as well as Merit, of our Author In which if I relate 
some thmgs of littie concern peradventure to thee, and some of as 
httle even to him, I entreat thee to consider how mmutely all true 
criucs and commentators are wont to insist upon such, and how 
material they seem to themselves, if to none other Forgive me, 
gentle reader, if (foUowmg learned example) I ever and anon 
become tedious allow me to take the same pams to find whether my 
author were good or bad, well or ill-natured, modest or arrogant, as 
another, whether his author was fair or brown, short or tall, or 
whether he wore a coat or a cassock 
We purposed to begin with his Life, Parentage, and Education 
But as to these, even his cotemporaries do exceedingly differ One 
saith^ he was educated at home, another^, that he was bred at 
St Omer’s by Jesmts, a third®, not at St Omer’s, but at Oxford, a 

® Giles Jacob*s Lives of Poets, vol 11 in his Life 
^ Dennis’s Reflect of the Essay on Crit 
® Dunciad dissected, p 4 
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fourth^, that he had no University education at all Those who allow 
him to be bred at home^, differ as much concerning his Tutor One 
saith®3 he was kept by his fathei on purpose, a second^, that he was 
an Itinerant priest, a third®, that he was a parson, one^ calleth him 
a secular clergyman of the Church of Rome, another^, a monk As 
httle do they agree about his Father, whom one^ supposeth, like 
the Father of Hesiod, a tradesman or merchant , another^, a husband- 
man, another^, a hatter, Nor has an author been wanting to 
give our Poet such a father as Apulems hath to Plato, Jambhcus 
to Pythagoras, and divers to Homer, namely a Daemon For thus 
Mr Gildon^ ‘Certain it is, that his origmal is not from Adam, but 
the Devil, and that he wanteth nothmg but horns and tail to be the 
exact resemblance of his infernal Father ’ Findmg, therefore, such 
contrariety of opimons, and (whatever be ours of this sort of 
generation) not bemg fond to enter mto controversy, we shall defer 
writing the life of our Poet, ’nil authors can determine among 
themselves what Parents or Educanon he had, or whether he had 
any Educanon or Parents at all 

Proceed we to what is more certain, his Works, tho’ not less 
uncertam the judgments concermng them, beginning with his 
Essay on Criticism, of which hear first the most ancient of 
Critics, 


MR JOHN DENNIS 

‘His precepts are false or trivial, or both, his thoughts are crude 
and abortive, his expressions absurd, his numbers harsh and un- 
musical, his rhymes trivial and common, — ^mstead of majesty, we 
have something that is very mean, instead of gravity, something that 
is very boyish, and instead of perspicmty and lucid order, we have 
but too often obscurity and confusion ’ And m another place 
‘What rare numbers are here* Would not one swear that this 

^ Guardian, N® 40 <An essay written by Pope himself > 

® Jacob’s Lives &c vol ii 
* Dunciad dissected, p 4 
s Farmer P and his son 
^ Dune dissect 

i Characters of the times, p 45 
^ Female Dune p ult 
1 Dune dissect 

^ Roome, Paraphrase on the 4th of Genesis, printed 1729 
^ Character of Mr P and his Wntmgs, in a Letter to a Friend, prmted 
for S Popping, 1716 p 10 Curl, m his Key to the Dunciad (fct edit 
said to be pnnted for A Dodd) in the loth page, declared Gildon to be 
author of that libel, though m the subsequent editions of his Key he left 
out this assertion, and afirmed (in the Curliad, p 4 and 8 ) that it was 
writ by Dennis only 
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youngster had espoused some antiquated muse, who had sued out 
a divorce from some superannuated sinner, upon account of 
impotence, and who, bemg poxed by her former spouse, has got the 
gout in her decrepid age, which makes her hobble so damnably^ ’ 
No less peremptory is the censure of our hypercritical Historian 

MR OLDMIXON 

‘I dare not say any thmg of the Essay on Cnticism m verse, but 
if any more curious reader has discovered m it some thing which 
IS not m Dryden’s prefaces, dedications, and his essay on dramatic 
poetry, not to mention the French critics, I should be very glad to 
have the benefit of the discoveryp ’ 

He is followed (as m fame, so m judgment) by the modest and 
simple-mmded 


MR LEONARD WELSTED, 

Who, out of great respect to our poet not nammg him, doth yet 
glance at his Essay, together with the Duke of Buckingham’s, and 
the Criticisms of Dryden, and of Horace, which he more openly 
taxeth^i ‘As to the numerous treatises, essays, arts, &c both in 
verse and prose, that have been written by the modems on this 
ground-work, they do but hackney the same thoughts over agatn^ 
makmg them stiU more trite Most of their pieces are nothing but 
a pert, msipid heap of common place Horace has even m his Art of 
Poetry thrown out several thmgs which plainly shew, he thought 
an Art of Poetry was of no use, even while he was writmg one ’ 

To all which great authorities, we can only oppose that of 

MR ADDISON 

‘^The Art of Criticism (saith he) which was pubhshed some 
months smce, is a master-piece in its kmd The observations follow 
one another, like those m Horace’s Art of Poetry, without that 
methodical regularity which would have been reqmsite m a prose- 
wnter They are some of them uncommon^ but such as the reader 
must assent to, when he sees them explam’d with that ease and 
perspicmty m which they are dehvered As for those which are the 
most known and the most receiv'd^ they are placed m so beautiful 
a hght, and illustrated with such apt allusions, that they have in 

° Reflections critical and satyncal on a Rhapsody called An Essay on 
Cnticism Pnnted for Bernard Lintot, octavo 
P Essay on Criticism m prose, octavo, 1728 by the author of the CnticaJ 
History of England 

Preface to his Poems, p 18, 53 
^ Spectator, 253 
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them all the graces of novelty , and make the reader, who was before 
acquamted with them, still more convmc’d of their truth and 
sohdity And here give me leave to mention what Monsieur Boileau 
has so well enlarged upon m the preface to his works That wit and 
fine writmg doth not consist so much in advancmg thmgs that are 
new, as m givmg thmgs that are known an agreeable turn It is 
impossible for us who hve m the latter ages of the world, to make 
observations m criticism, morality, or any art or science, which 
have not been touch’d upon by others , we have httle else left us, but 
to represent the common sense of mankind m more strong, more 
beautiful, or more uncommon hghts If a reader examines Horace’s 
Art of Poetry, he will find but few precepts m it, which he may not 
meet with m Aristotle, and which were not commonly known by all 
the poets of the Augustan age His way of expressmg, and applymg 
them, not his mvention of them is what we are chiefly to admire 

‘Longmus, m his Reflexions, has given us the same kind of 
subhme, which he observes in the several passages that occasioned 
them I cannot but take notice that our Enghsh author has after the 
same manner exemplify’d several of the precepts in the very pre- 
cepts themselves ’ He then produces some mstances of a particular 
beauty in the numbers, and concludes with saying, that ‘there are 
three poems m our tongue of the same nature, and each a master- 
piece m its kmd. The Essay on Translated Verse, the Essay on the 
Art of Poetry, and the Essay on Criticism ’ ^ 

Of Windsor Forest, positive is the )udgment of the affirma- 
tive 

MR JOHN DENNIS, 

‘®That It IS a wretched rhapsody, impudently writ in emulation 
of the Cooper’s Hill of Sir John Denham The author of it is 
obscure, is ambiguous, is affected, is temerarious, is barbarous ’ 

But the author of the Dispensary 

DR GARTH, 2 

m the preface to his poem of Claremont, differs from this opmion 
‘Those who have seen these two excellent poems of Cooper’s Hill, 
and Wmdsor Forest, the one written by Sir John Denham, the 
other by Mr Pope, will shew a great deal of candour if they approve 
of this ’ 

Of the Epistle of Eloisa, we are told by the obscure writer of a 

^ <By the Earl of Roscommon , by John Sheffield, Duke of Buck- 
ingham > 

® Letter to B B <1 e Barton Booth at the end of the Remarks on 
Pope’s Homer, 1717 

* Dr Garth] <(1661-1719), physician and poet > 
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poem called Sawney^ 'That because Pnor’s Henry and Emma 
charm’d the finest tastes^ our author writ his Eloise, m opposium to 
but forgot innocence and virtue If you take away her tender 
thoughts, and her fierce desires, all the rest is of no value ’ In which, 
methinks, his judgment resembleth that of a French taylor on a 
Villa and gardens by the Thames All this is very fine, but take 
away the river, and it is good for nothmg ’ 

But very contrary hereunto was the opmion of 

MR PRIOR 

himself, saying m his Alma^^ 

O Abelard ' ill fated youth. 

Thy tale will justify this truth 
But well I weet thy cruel wrong 
Adorns a nobler Poet’s song 
Dan Popey for thy misfortime griev’d. 

With kmd concern and skiU has weav’d 
A silken web, and ne’er shall fade 
Its colours gently has he laid 
The mantle o’er thy sad distress. 

And Venus shall the texture bless, Qfc 

Come we now to his translation of the Iliad, celebrated by 
numerous pens, yet shall it suffice to mention the mdefatigable 

SIR RICHARD BLACKMORE, KT 

Who (tho’ otherwise a severe censurer of our author) yet styleth this 
a ‘laudable translation^ ’ That ready writer 

MR OLDMIXON, 

m his forementioned Essay, frequently commends the same And 
the painful 


MR LEWIS THEOBALD 

thus extols it^, ‘The spirit of Homer breathes all through this 
translation — ^I am m doubt, whether I should most admire the 
justness to the ongmal, or the force and beauty of the language, or 
the soundmg variety of the numbers But when I find all these 
meet, it puts me m mmd of what the poet says of one of his heroes, 

* Printed 1728, p 12 

^ Alma, Cant 2 <287”96> 

^ In his Essays, vol 1 printed for E Curl 

* Censor, vol 11 n 33 
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That he alone raised and flung with ease a weighty stone, that two 
common men could not lift from the ground, just so, one single 
person has performed in this translation, what I once despaired to 
have seen done by the force of several masterly hands ’ Indeed the 
same gentleman appears to have chang’d his sentiment m his Essay 
on the Art of sinlong m reputation, (prmted m Mist’s Journal, 
March 30, 1728 ) where he says thus ‘In order to sink m reputation, 
let him t£^e it into his head to descend mto Homer (let the world 
wonder, as it will, how the /devil he got there) and pretend to do 
him mto Enghsh, so his version denote his neglect of the manner 
how ’ Strange Variation I We are told in 

mist’s JOURNAL, JUNE 8 

‘That this translation of the Ihad was not m all respects con- 
formable to the fine taste of his friend Mr Addison, msomuch that 
he employed 2l younger muse^, m an undertakmg of this kmd, which 
he supervised himself ’ Whether Mr Addison did find it conform- 
able to his taste, or not, best appears from his own testimony the 
year followmg its pubhcation, m these words 

MR ADDISON, PREEHOLDER, N'* 40 

‘When I consider mysdf as a British freeholder, I am in a 
particular manner pleased with the labours of those who have 
improved our language with the translations of old Greek and Latin 
authors — ^We have already most of their Historians in our own 
tongue, and what is more for the honour of our language, it has been 
taught to express with elegance the greatest of their Poets in each 
nation The illiterate among our own countrymen may learn to 
judge from Dryden’s Virgil of the most perfect Epic performance 
And those parts of Homer which have been pubhshed already by 
Mr Pope, give us reason to think that the Ihad will appear in 
Enghsh with as htde disadvantage to that immortal poem ’ 

As to the rest, there is a shght mistake, for x!im younger muse was 
an elder Nor was the gentleman (who is a friend of our author) 
employ’d by Mr Addison to translate it after himy since he saith 
himself that he did it before^ Contrariwise that Mr Addison 
engaged our author m this work appeareth by declaration thereof 
m the preface to the Ihad, prmted some time before his death, and 
by his own letters of October 26, and November 2, 1713 where he 
declares it is his opimon, that no other person was equal to it 

Next comes his Shakespear on the stage ‘Let him (quoth one, 
whom I take to be 

y Vid pref to Mr Ticket’s translation of the first book of the Ihad> 
4to 
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MR THEOBALD^ MIST’S JOURNAL, 

JUNE, 8, 1728 ) 

‘publish such an aut±ior as he has least studied, and forget to dis- 
charge even the dull duty of an editor In this project let him lend 
the bookseller his name (for a competent sum of money) to promote 
the credit of an exorbitant subscription ’ Gentle reader, be pleased 
to cast thme eye on the Proposal below quoted, and on what follows 
(some months after the former assertion) m the same Joumahst of 
June 8 ‘The bookseller proposed the book by subscription, and 
raised some thousands of poimds for the same I beheve the gentle- 
man did not share m the profits of this extravagant subscription ’ 
‘After the Ihad, he undertook (saith 

mist’s journal, JUNE 8, 1728 ) 

the sequel of that work, the Odyssey, and havmg secured the 
success by a numerous subscnption, he employed some underlings 
to perform what, accordmg to his proposals, should come from his 
own hands ’ To which heavy charge we can in truth oppose nothmg 
but the words of 

MR pope’s proposal FOR THE ODYSSEY, 

(prmted by J Watts, Jan 10, 1724 ) 

‘I take this occasion to declare that the subscnption for Shakespear 
belongs wholly to Mr Tonson And that the benefit of rAw 
IS not solely for my own use, but for that of two of my friends^ who 
have assisted me in this work ’ But these very gentlemen are extolled 
above our poet himself m another of Mist’s Journals, March 30, 
1728 saymg, ‘That he would not advise Mr Pope to try the 
experiment agam of gettmg a great part of a book done by assistants, 
lest those extraneous parts should unhappily ascend to the sublime, 
and retard the declension of the whole ’ Behold * these Underlings 
are become good wnters * 

If any say, that before the said Proposals were prmted, the sub- 
scnption was begun without declaration of such assistance, venly 
those who set it on foot, or (as their term is) secured it, to wit, the 
nght honourable the Lord Viscount Harcourt, were he hvmg, 
would testify, and the nght honourable the Lord Bathurst, now 
hvmg, doth testify the same is a falshood 
Sorry I am, that persons professmg to be learned, or of whatever 
rank of authors, should either falsely tax, or be falsely taxed Yet 
let us, who are only reporters, be impartial m our citations, and 
proceed 
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mist’s journal, JUNE 8, I728 

‘Air Addison raised this author from obscurity, obtamed him the 
acquamtance and friendship of the whole body of ow nobility^ and 
transferred his powerful interests with those great men to this nsmg 
bard, who frequently levied by that means unusual contributions 
on the pubhc ’ Which surely cannot be, if, as the author of The 
Dunaad dissected reporteth, ‘Mr Wycherley had before mtro- 
duced him mto a famihar acquaintance with the greatest Peers and 
brightest Wits then hvmg ’ 

‘No sooner (saith the same Joumahst) was his body lifeless, but 
this author, revivmg his resentment, hbelled the memory of his 
departed friend, and, what was still more hemous, made the 
scandal pubhc ’ Grievous the accusation^ unknown the accuser ^ the 
person accused no witness m his own cause, the person, m whose 
regard accused, dead* But if there be hvmg any one nobleman 
whose friendship, yea any one gentleman whose subscription Mr 
Addison procured to our author, let him stand forth, that truth may 
appear* Amicus Plato^ amicus Socrates^ sed magis arnica veritas In 
venty, the whole story of the hbel is a lye, witness those persons of 
mtegrity, who several years before Mr Addison’s decease, did see 
and approve of the said verses, in no wise a hbel, but a friendly 
rebuke sent privately m our author’s own hand to Mr Addison 
himself, and never made pubhc, ’till after their own Journals, and 
Curl had prmted the same One name alone, which I am here 
authorised to declare, will sufficiently evince this truth, that of the 
right honourable the Earl of Burlington 

Next IS he taxed with a crime (m the opmion of some authors, 
I doubt, more heinous than any in morahty) to wit. Plagiarism, 
from the inventive and quamt-conceited 

JAMES MOORE SMITH GENT 

‘ *Upon readmg the third volume of Pope’s Miscellanies, 1 found 
five hnes which I thought excellent, and happenmg to praise them, 
a gentleman produced a modern comedy (the Rival Modes) 
pubhshed last year, where were the same verses to a tittle ^ 

‘These gentlemen are undoubtedly the first plagiaries, that pre- 
tend to make a reputation by stealmg from a man’s works m his own 
hfe-time, and out of a Pubhc prmt ’ Let us )om to this what is 
written by the author of the Rival Modes, die said Mr James 
Moore Smith, m a letter to our author himself, who had informed 

* Daily Journal, March i8, 1728 

^ Uttle <They appeared m Moral Es 11 243-8 (p 568) For James Moore 
Smythe see A 11 46 > 
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him, a month before that play was acted, Jan 27, 172!, that ‘These 
verses, which he had before given him leave to msert m it, would be 
known for his, some copies being got abroad He desires, neverthe- 
less, that, smce the hnes had been read in his comedy to several, 
Mr P would not deprive it of them,’ Gfc Surely if we add the 
testimonies of the Lord Bolingbroke, of the Lady^ to whom the 
said verses were origmally addressed, of Hugh Bethel Esq and 
others, who knew them as our author’s, long before the said 
gentleman composed his play, it is hoped, the mgenuous that affect 
not error, will rectify their opmion by the suffrage of so honourable 
personages 

And yet foUoweth another charge, msinuatmg no less than his 
enmity both to Church and State, which could come from no other 
informer than the said 

MR JAMES MOORE SMITH 

‘a-The Memoirs of a Parish clerk was a very dull and unjust 
abuse of a person ^ who wrote m defence of our Rehgion and 
Consutution, and who has been dead many years ’ This seemeth 
also most xmtrue, it being known to divers that these memoirs were 
written at the seat of the Lord Harcourt m Oxfordshire, before that 
excellent person (bishop Burnet’s) death, and many years before the 
appearance of that history, of which they are pretended to be an 
abuse Most true it is, that Mr Moore had such a design, and was 
himself the man who prest Dr Arbuthnot and Mr Pope to assist 
him therem, and that he borrowed those Memoirs of our author, 
when that History came forth, with mtent to turn them to such 
abuse But bemg able to obtam from our author but one smgle hmt, 
and either changmg his mmd, or having more mmd than abihty, he 
contented himself to keep the said Memoirs, and read them as his 
own to all his acquamtance A noble person there is, mto whose 
company Mr Pope once chanced to introduce him, who well 
remembereth the conversation of Mr Moore to have turned upon 
the ‘Contempt he had for the work of that reverend prelate, and 
how full he was of a design he declared himself to have of exposmg 
It ’ This noble person is the Earl of Peterborough 
Here m truth should we crave pardon of all the foresaid right 
honourable and worthy personages, for havmg mentioned them in 
the same page with such weekly riff-raff railers and rhymers, but 
that we had their ever-honoured commands for the same, and that 
they are mtroduced not as witnesses in the controversy, but as 

1 Lady <Martha Blount > 

*- Daily Journal, April 3, 1728 

^person <Bishop Burnet, who died in 1715 > 
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witnesses that cannot be controverted, not to dispute, but to deade 
Certain it is, that dividing our writers into two classes, of such 
who were acquaintance, and of such who were strangers, to our 
author, the former are those who speak well, and the other those 
who speak evil of him Of the first class, the most noble 

JOHN DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM 
sums up his character m these hnes 

‘^And yet so wond’rous, so subhme a thmg. 

As the great Ihad, scarce could make me smg. 
Unless I justly could at once commend 
A good companion^ and SLsfirm afnend^ 

One morale or a mere well-natured deedy 
Can all desert m sciences exceed ’ 

So also is he decyphered by the honourable 
SIMON HARCOURT 

‘^Say, wond’rous youth, what column wilt thou chuse, 
What laurerd arch, for thy triumphant Muse ? 

Tho^ each great ancient court thee to his shrine, 

Tho’ ev*ry laurel thro’ the dome be thme. 

Go to the good and^twr, an awful tram’ 

Thy souVs delight ’ 

Recorded m like manner for his virtuous disposition, and gentle 
bearing, by the mgemous 

MR WALTER HART, 

m this apostrophe 

«(30’ ever worthy, ever crown’d with praise’ 

Blest in thy life and blest in all thy lays 
Add, that the Sisters ev’ry thought refine, 

And ev’n thy hfe^ be faultless as thy hne 
Yet envy still with fiercer rage pursues. 

Obscures the vinuey and defames the Muse 
A soul hke thme, m pam, m grief, resign’d. 

Views with just scorn the mahce of mankind ’ 

The witty and moral satynst 


Verses to Mr P on his translation of Homer 
® Poem prefix’d to his works 
^ In his Poems, printed for B Lintot 
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DR EDWARD YOUNG, 

Wishing some check to the corruption and evil manners of the times, 
calleth out upon our poet to undertake a task so worthy of his 
virtue 

‘®Why slumbers Pope, who leads the Muse’s tram. 

Nor hears that Virtue^ which he loves^ complain ? 

MR MALLET, 

In his epistle on Verbal Criticism 

"Whose life, severely scan’d, transcends his lays, 

For wit supreme is but his second praise ’ 

MR HAMMOND, 

That dehcate and correct imitator of Tibullus, m his Love Elegies, 
Elegy XIV 

"Now, fir’d by Pope and Virtue^ leave the age. 

In low pursuit of self-undomg wrong. 

And trace the author thro’ his moral page. 

Whose blameless life still answers to his song ’ 

MR THOMSON, 

In his elegant and philosophical poem of the Seasons 

"Altho’ not sweeter his own Homer sings. 

Yet IS his hfe the more endearmg song 

To the same tune also smgeth that learned clerk of Suffolk 

MR WILLIAM BROOME 

" ^Thus, nobly rismg m fair Virtue^z cause. 

From thy own life transcribe th’ unerring laws ’ 

And, to close all, hear the reverend Dean of St Patrick’s 

"A Soul with ev’ry virtue fraught. 

By Patriots, Priests, and Poets taught 

® Universal Passion, Satyr i <35-6) 

^ endearing song iWmter, 11 554-5 > 

* In his Poems, and at the end of the Odyssey <‘To Mr Pope, On his 
Works,’ 1726 The ‘learned clerk’ was Rector of Oakley Magna, and 
Vicar of Eye, Suffolk > 
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Whose filial Piety excells 
Whatever Grecian story tells 
A genius for each business fit^ 

Whose meanest talent is his Wit/^ Qfc 

Let us now recreate thee by turmng to the other side^ and shew- 
mg his Character drawn by those with whom he never conversed, 
and whose countenances he could now know, though turned 
against him First agam commencing with the high voiced and never 
enough quoted 

MR JOHN DENNIS, 

Who, in his Reflections on the Essay on Criticism, thus descnbeth 
him ‘A httle affected hypocrite, who has nothmg m his mouth but 
candour, truth, friendship, good-nature, humamty, and magna- 
nimity He IS so great a lover of falshood, that, whenever he has a 
mmd to calummate his cotemporaries, he brands them with some 
defect which is )ust contrary to some good quality:, for which all their 
friends and their acquaintance commend them He seems to have a 
particular pique to People of Quality ^ and authors of that rank — 
He must derive his rehgion from St Omer’s ’ — ^But m the Character 
of Mr P and his writmgs (prmted by S Poppmg, 1716 ) he saith, 
‘Though he is a professor of the worst religion, yet he laughs at it, 
but that nevertheless, he is a virulent Papist, and yet a Pillar for the 
Church of England ’ 

Of both which opinions 

MR LEWIS THEOBALD 

seems also to be, declarmg, m Mist’s Journal of June 22, 1728 
‘That, if he is not shrewdly abused, he made it his practice to cackle 
to both parties m their own sentiments ’ But, as to his pique agamst 
People of quality p the same Journahst doth not agree, but saith 
(May 8, 1728 ) ‘He had, by some means or other, the acquaintance 
and friendship of the whole body of our nobility ’ 

However contradictory this may appear, Mr Denms and Gildon, 
m the character last cited, make it all plam, by assurmg us, ‘That he 
IS a creature that reconciles all contradictions, he is a beast, and a 
man, a Whig, and a Tory, a writer (at one and the same ume) of « 
Guardians and Exammers, an Assertor of hberty, and of the dis- 
pensing power of kmgs, a Jestutical professor of truth, a base and 
a foul pretender to candour ’ So that, upon the whole account, we 
must conclude him either to have been a great hypocrite, or a very 

^ Wit,* <‘A Libel on D — D — And a Certain Great Lord* (1730), 

75 ^ > 

K The Names of two weekly Papers 
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honest man, a terrible imposer upon both parties, or very moderate 
to either 

Be It as to the judiaous reader shall seem good Sure it is, he is 
httle favoured of certain authors, whose wrath is perilous For one 
declares he ought to have a price set on Jus heady and to be hunted 
down as a wild heast^ Another protests that he does not know what 
may happen y advises him to insure his person y says he has hitter 
enemiesy and expresly declares it will be well if he escapes with hts 
Ufe^ One desires he would cut his own throaty or hang himself^ But 
Pasquin seemed rather mclmed it should be done by the Govern- 
ment, representing him engaged m grievous designs with a Lord 
of Parhament, then under prosecution^ Mr Denms himself hath 
written to a Minister y that he is one of the most dangerous persons in 
this kingdom^ y and assureth the pubhc, that he is an open and mortal 
enemy to his country y a monster, that willy one day, shew as daring 
a soul as a mad Indiany who runs a muck to kill the first Christian he 
meets“ Another gives information of Treason discovered m his 
poem° Mr Curl boldly supphes an imperfect verse with Kings and 
Princesses^ And one Matthew Concanen, yet more impudent, 
pubhshes at length the Two most Sacred Names m this Nation, 
as members of the Dunciad^i^ 

This is prodigious ^ yet it is almost as strange, that in the midst of 
these invectives his greatest Enemies have (I toow not how) bom 
testimony to some merit m him 

MR THEOBALD, 

m censuring his Shakespear, declares, ‘He has so great an esteem 
for Mr Pope, and so high an opinion of his genius and excellencies y 
that, notwithstanding he professes a veneration almost rising to 
Idolatry for the writmgs of this inimitable poet, he would be very 
loth even to do him justice, at the expence of that other gentlemari% 
character^ ’ 

^ Theobald, Letter in Mist’s Journal, June 22, 1728 

1 Smedley, Pref to Gulliveriana, p 14, 16 

^ Gulliveriana, p 332 

1 Anno 1723 

“ Anno 1729 

» Preface to Rem on the Rape of the Lock, p 12 and in the last page 
of that treatise 

0 Page 6, 7 of the Preface, by Concanen, to a book intitled A Collection 
of all the Letters, Essays, Verses, and Advertisements, occasioned by Pope 
and Swift’s Miscellanies Printed for A Moore, octavo, 1728 

P Key to the Dunciad, 3d edit p 18 

^ A List of Persons, &c at the end of the forementioned Collection of 
all the Letters, Essays, &c 

^ Introduction to his Shakespear restored, in quarto, p 3 
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MR CHARLES GILDON, 

after having violently attacked him m many pieces^ at last came to 
wish from his heart, ‘That Mr Pope would be prevailed upon to 
give us Ovid’s Epistles by his hand, for it is certam we see the 
origmal of Sappho to Phaon with much more life and likeness m his 
version, than m that of Sir Car Scrope And this (he adds) is the 
more to be wished, because m the Enghsh tongue we have scarce 
any thmg truly and naturally written upon Love* ’ He also, in 
taxmg Sir Richard Blackmore for his heterodox opimons of Homer, 
challengeth him to answer what Mr Pope hath said in his preface 
to that poet 

MR OLDMIXON 

calls him a great master of our tongue, declares ‘the purity and 
perfection of the Enghsh language to be found in his Homer, and, 
saymg there are more good verses m Dryden’s Virgil than m any 
other work, excepts this of our author only* ’ 

The Author of a Letter to MR gibber 

says, ‘^Pope was so good a versifier [once] that his predecessor 
Mr Dryden, and his cotemporary Air Prior excepted, the harmony 
of his numbers IS equal to any body’s And, that he had all the merit 
that a man can have that way ’ And 

MR THOMAS COOKE, 

after much blemishing our author’s Homer, crieth out, 

‘But in his other works what beauties shme^ 

While sweetest Music dwells m ev’ry line 
These he admir’d, on these he stamp’d his praise. 

And bade them hve to brighten future days^ ’ 

So also one who takes the name of 

H STANHOPE, 

the maker of certain verses to Duncan Campbell,^ in that poem, 
which IS wholly a satyr on Air Pope, confesseth, 

‘ ’Tis true, if finest notes alone could show 
(Tun’d justly high, or regularly low) 

* Commentary on the Duke of Buckingham’s Essay, octavo, 1721, p 
97, 98 

* In his prose Essay on Criticism 

^ Prmted by J Roberts, 1742 p ii (A Letter to Mr C — b — r, On his 
Letter to Mr P — The author was Lord Hervey > 

Battle of Poets, folio, p 15 

* Printed under the title of the Progress of Dulness, duodecimo, 1728 



THE DUNCIAD VARIORUM TESTIMONIES 


339 


That we should fame to these mere vocals give, 

Pope more than we can offer should receive 
For when some ghdmg river is his theme, 

His hnes run smoother than the smoothest stream,’ &c 

MIST’S JOURNAL, JUNE 8, I728 

Although he says, ‘The smooth numbers of the Dunciad are all that 
recommend it, nor has it any other merit,’ yet that same paper hath 
these words ‘The author is allowed to be a perfect master of an easy 
and elegant versification In all his works we find the most happy 
turnSi and natural similes^ wonderfully short and thick sown ’ 

The Essay on the Dunciad also owns, p 25 it is very full of 
beautiful images But the panegyric, which crowns all that can be 
said on this Poem, is bestowed by our Laureate, 

MR COLLEY CIBBER, 

who ‘grants it to be a better Poem of its kmd than ever was writ,’ 
but adds, ‘it was a victory over a parcel of poor wretches, whom it 
was almost cowardice to conquer — man might as well triumph for 
havmg killed so many silly files that offended him Could he have let 
them alone, by this time, poor souls* they had all been buried m 
obhviony ’ Here we see our excellent Laureate allows the justice of 
the satyr on every man in it, but himself 3 as the great Mr Denms did 
before him 
The said 


MR DENNIS AND MR GILDON, 

m the most furious of all their works (the forecited Character, p 5 ) 
do m concert^ confess, ‘That some men of good understanding value 


y Cibber’s Letter to Mr Pope, p 9, 12 

^ In €oncer{\ Hear how Mr Denms hath proved our mistake in this 
place, As to my wntmg in concert with Mr Gddon, I declare upon the 
honour and word of a gentleman, that I never wrote so much as one line 
in concert with any one man whatsoever And these two Letters from Mr 
Gildon will plainly shew that we are not writers m concert with each other 


Sir, 

— The height of my Ambition is to please Men of the best Judgment, and 
finding that I have entertained my Master agreeably, I have die extent of the 
Reward of my Labour 
Sir, 

I had not the opportunity of hearing of your excellent Pamphlet *tiU this 
day I am mfinitely satisfied and pleased with it, and hope you will meet with 
that encouragement your admirable performance deserves, &c 

Ch Gildon 


‘Now IS It not plain, that any one who sends such compliments to 
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him for his rhymes ’ And (p 17 ) ‘That he has got, hke Mr Bays in 
the Rehearsal, (that is, like Mr Dryden) a notable knack at rhym- 
mg, and writmg smooth verse ’ 

Of his Essay on Man, numerous were the praises bestowed by his 
avowed enemies, in the imagmation that the same was not Written 
by him, as it was printed anonymously 
Thus sang of it even 

BEZALEEL MORRIS 

‘Auspicious bard* while all admire thy strain. 

All but the selfish, ignorant, and vam, 

I, whom no bribe to servile fiatt’ry drew. 

Must pay the tribute to thy merit due 
Thy Muse, subhme, sigmficant, and clear, 

Ahke informs the Soul, and charms the Ear,’ 

And 


MR LEONARD WELSTED 

thus wrote^ to the unknown author, on the first pubhcation of the 
said Essay T must own, after the reception which the vilest and 
most immoral ribaldry hath lately met with, I was surprised to see 
what I had long despaired, a performance deservmg the name of a 
poet Such, Sir, is your work It is, indeed, above all commendation, 
and ought to have been published in an age and coimtry more 
worthy of it If my testimony be of weight any where, you are sure 
to have it in the amplest manner,’ dfc &c 
Thus we see every one of his works hath been extolled by one or 
other of his most inveterate Enemies, and to the success of them 
all they do unammously give testimony But it is sufficient, instar 
omnium^ to behold the great critic, Mr Denms, sorely lamentmg it, 
even from the Essay on Criticism to this day of the Dunciad* ‘A 
most notorious mstance (quoth he) of the depravity of gemus and 
taste, the approbation this Essay meets with*^ — I can safely affirm, 
that I never attacked any of these writmgs, unless they had success 
infimtely beyond their merit — ^This, though an empty, has been a 
popular scribler The epidemic madness of the times has given him 
reputation^ — If, after the cruel treatment so many extraordinary 
men (Spencer, Lord Bacon, Ben Johnson, Milton, Butler, Otway, 


another, has not been used to write in partnership with him to whom he 
sends them^^ Dennis, Rem on the Dune p 50 Mr Denms is therefore 
welcome to take this piece to himself 

In a Letter under his hand, dated March 12, 1733 
^ Dennis, Pref to his Reflect on the Essay on Criticism 
c Pref to his Rem on Homer 
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and others) have received from this coiintrya for these last hundred 
years, I should shift the scene, and shew all that penury changed at 
once to not and profuseness, and more squandered away upon one 
object, than would have satisfied the greater part of those extra- 
ordmary men,^ the reader to whom this one creature should be 
unknown, would fancy him a prodigy of art and nature, would 
beheve that all the great quahties of these persons were centered m 
bim alone — ^But if I should venture to assure him, that the People 
of England had made such a choice — ^the reader would either 
beheve me a malicious enemy, and slanderer ^ or that the reign of the 
last (Queen Anne’s) Ministry was designed by fate to encourage 
Fools^ ’ 

But It happens, that this our Poet never had any Place, Pension, 
or Gratmty, m any shape, from the said glorious Queen, or any of 
her Mimsters All he owed, m the whole course of his hfe, to any 
court, was a subscription, for his Homer, of 200 I, from King 
George I, and 100 Z from the prince and prmcess 

However, lest we imagme our Author’s Success was constant and 
umversal, they acquaint us of certain works in a less degree of 
repute, whereof, although owned by others, yet do they assure us he 
IS the writer Of this sort Mr Dennis® ascnbes to him two Farces, 
whose names he does not tell, but assures us that there is not one jest 
in them And an imitation of Horace, whose title he does not 
mention, but assures us it is much more execrable than all his works^ 
The Daily Journal, May ii, 1728 assures us, ‘He is below 
Tom Durfey m the Drama, because (as that writer thinks) the 
Marriage Hater matched, and the Boardmg School are better than 
the What-d’-ye-call-it,’ which is not Mr P ’s, but Mr Gay’s 
Mr Gi LD ON assures us, m his New Rehearsal, p 48 ‘That he was 
writmg a play of the Lady Jane Grey,’ but it afterwards proved to 
be Mr Row’s We are assured by another, ‘He wrote a pamphlet 
called Dr Andrew Tripe®,’ which proved to be one Dr Wagstaff’s 
Mr Theobald assures us, m Mist of the 27th of April, ‘That the 

^What this vast sum was Mr Dennis himself in another place 
informs us (pref to his Remarks on the Rape of the Lock, p 15) to wit, 
a hundred a year Whereby we see how great he supposed the moderation 
of those extraordinary men , even greater than that of his fnend Mr Giles 
Jacob, who said of himself 

One hundred pounds a year, I think woiCd do 
For me, if single — Or if marred, two 

^ Rem on Homer, p 8, 9 

® Ibid p 8 <The two farces are What D^ye Call It, 1715, and Three 
Hours after Marriage, 1717 > 

* Character of Mr Pope, p 7 

* Character of Mr Pope, p 6 
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treatise of the Profound is very dull, and that Mr Pope is the author 
of It ^ The writer of Gulhveriana is of another opinion, and says, 
‘the whole, or greatest part, of the merit of this treatise must and can 
only be ascribed to Gulhver^ ’ [Here, gentle reader* cannot I but 
smile at the strange bhndness and positiveness of men, knowing 
the said treatise to appertam to none other but to me, Martinus 
Scnblerus ] 

We are assured, m Mist of June 8, ‘That his own Plays and 
Farces would better have adorned the Dunciad, than those of 
Mr Theobald, for he had neither gemus for Tragedy nor Comedy * 
Which whether true or not, is not easy to judge, in as much as he 
hath attempted neither Unless we will take it for granted, with 
Mr Cibber, that his being once very angry at hearmg a friend’s 
Play abused, was an infaUible proof the Play was his own, the said 
Mr Cibber thinkmg it impossible for a man to be much concerned 
for any but himself ‘Now let any man judge (saith he) by this 
concern, who was the true mother of the child* 

But from all that hath been said, the discerning reader will collect, 
that It little availed our author to have any Candour, smce when he 
declared he did not write for others, it was not credited, as httle to 
have any Modesty, smce, when he dechned writing m any way 
himself, the presumption of others was imputed to him If he 
smgly enterprised one great work, he was taxed of Boldness and 
Madness to a prodigy^^ If he took assistants in another, it was com- 
plamed of, and represented as a great injury to the pubhc* The 
loftiest heroics, the lowest ballads, treatises against the state or 
church, satyrs on lords and ladies, raillery on wits and authors, 
squabbles with book-sellers, or even full and true accounts of 
monsters, poisons, and murders, of any hereof was there nothing so 
good, nothing so bad, which hath not at one or other season been to 
him ascribed If it bore no author’s name, then lay he concealed, if 
It did, he fathered it upon that author to be yet better concealed If 
It resembled any of his styles, then was it evident, if it did not, then 
disguised he it on set purpose Yea, even direct oppositions in 
rehgion, prmciples, and pohtics, have equally been supposed m him 
inherent Surely a most rare and smgular character * Of which let the 
reader make what he can 

Doubtless most Commentators would hence take occasion to 
turn all to their Author’s advantage, and from the testimony of his 
very Enemies would allirm. That his Capacity was boundless, as 

^ Gulhv p 336 

* Cibber’s Letter to Mr P p 19 

^ Burnet’s Homendes, p i of his translation of the Iliad 

* The London and Mist’s Journals, on his undertalang of the Odyssey 
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well as his Imagination , that he was a perfect master of all Styles, 
and all Arguments, and that there was m those times no other 
Writer, in any kmd, of any degree of excellence, save he himself 
But as this IS not our own sentiment, we shall determine on nothmg, 
but leave thee, gentle reader, to steer thy judgment equally between 
vanous opmions, and to chuse whether thou wilt mclme to the 
Testimomes of Authors avowed, or of Authors concealed, of those 
who knew him, or of those who knew him not 


Martims ScnbleruSi of the Poem 

This Poem, as it celebrateth the most grave and antient of thmgs. 
Chaos, Night and Dulness, so is it of the most grave and antient 
kind Homer i (saith Anstoth) was the first who gave the Form^ and 
(saith Horace) who adapted the Measure^ to heroic poesy But even 
before this, may be rationally presumed from what the antients have 
left written, was a piece by Homer composed, of like nature and 
matter with this of our Poet For of Epic sort it appeareth to have 
been, yet of matter surely not unpleasant, witness what is reported 
of It by the learned Archbishop Emtathius^ in Odyss K And 
accordmgly Aristotle m his poetic, chap 4 doth further set forth, 
that as the Iliad and Odyssey gave example to Tragedy, so did this 
poem to Comedy its first Idaea 

From these authors also it should seem, that the Hero or chief 
personage of it was no less obscure^ and his understanding and 
sentiments no less quamt and strange (if indeed not more so) than 
any of the actors m our poem Mar cites was the name of this 
personage, whom AnUquity recordeth to have been Dunce the Firsts 
and surely from what we hear of him, not unworthy to be the root 
of so spreading a tree, and so numerous a posterity The poem 
therefore celebrating him, was properly and absolutely a Dunaad^ 
which tho’ now unhappily lost, yet is its nature sufficiently known 
by the mfalhble tokens aforesaid And thus it doth appear, that the 
first Dimaad was the first Epic poem, written by Homer himself, 
and antenor even to the Ihad or Odyssey 

Now forasmuch as our Poet had translated those two famous 
works of Homer which are yet left, he did conceive it m some sort 
of his duty to imitate that also which was lost And was therefore 
mduced to bestow on it the same Form which Homer^s is reported 
to have had, namely that of Epic poem, with a title also framed after 
the antient Greek manner, to wit, that of Dunciad 

Wonderful it is, that so few of the modems have been stimulated 
to attempt some Dunciad ^ Smce in the opimon of the multitude, it 
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might cost less pain and oil, than an imitauon of the greater Epic 
But possible It IS also that on due reflection, the maker might find it 
easier to pamt a Chmlemagne^ a Brute or a Godfry, with just pomp 
and digmty heroic, than a Margites^ a Codrus^ a Flecknoe^ or a 
Tibbald 

We shall next declare the occasion and the cause which moved 
our Poet to this particular work He hved in those days, when 
(after providence had permitted the Invention of Printmg as a 
scourge for the Sms of the learned) Paper also became so cheap, and 
printers so numerous, that a deluge of authors cover’d the land 
Whereby not only the peace of the honest unwritmg subject was 
daily molested, but unmerciful demands were made of his applause, 
yea of his money, by such as would neither earn the one, or deserve 
the other At the same time, the Liberty of the Press was so un- 
hmited, that it grew dangerous to refuse them either For they 
would forthwith publish slanders unpunish’d, the authors bemg 
anon5mious, nay the immediate pubhshers thereof lay sculkmg 
under the wmgs of an Act of Parhament,^ assuredly mtended for 
better purposes 

®'Now our author hving m those times, did conceive it an en- 
deavour well worthy an honest satynst, to dissuade the dull and 
pimish the mahcious, the only way that was left In that pubhc- 
spirited view he laid the plan of this Poem, as the greatest service he 
was capable (without much hurt or bemg slam) to render his dear 
country First, takmg things from their original, he considereth the 
Causes creative of such authors, namely Dulness and Poverty y the 
one bom with them, the other contracted, by neglect of their 
proper talent thro’ self conceit of greater abihties This truth he 
wrapp’d in an Allegory^ (as the constitution of Epic poesy requires) 
and feigns, that one of these Goddesses had taken up her abode with 
the other, and that they jomdy inspir’d all such writers and such 
works ® He proceedeth to shew the qualities they bestow on these 
authors, and the ejfects they produce ^Then the materials or stock 

^ an Act of Parliament <By ‘An act for laying several duties upon all 
sope and paper *, 10 Anne, C 19, cxiii, it was laid down, ‘That during 
the [same] term of two and thirty years, no person whatsoever shall sell, 
or expose to sale, any [such] pamphlet, without the true respective name 
or names, and place or places of abode, of some known person or persons, 
by or for whom the same was really printed or published, written or 
pnnted thereupon ’ The law was frequently ignored, either by the 
device of printmg the name of a fictitious publisher on the title-page, or 
by printmg the name of a genuine publisher (e g Anne Dodd) without 
obtaining his or her consent > 

* Vid Bossu^ du poeme Epique^ ch 8 ^ Ihtd ch 7 

« Book I Verse 32, &c 

d Verse 45 to 52 
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With which they furnish them,® and (above all) that self-optmon^ 
which causeth it to seem to themselves vastly greater than it is, and 
IS the prime motive of their settmg up in this sad and sorry mer- 
chandize The great power of these Goddesses actmg m alhance 
(whereof as the one is the mother of industry, so is the other of 
plodding) was to be exemphfy’d m some one^ great and remarkable 
action 8 And none cou’d be more so than that which our poet hath 
chosen, the introduction of the lowest diversions of the rabble in 
Smithfield to be the entertainment of the court and town, or in 
other words, the Action of the Dunciad is the^ Removal of the 
Imperial seat of Dulness from the Qty to the pohte world, as that of 
the iffineid is the Removal of the empire of Troy to Latium But as 
Homer i smgmg only the Wrath of Achilles^ yet mcludes m his poem 
the whole history of the Trojan war, m like manner our author hath 
drawn mto this smgle action the whole history of Dulness and her 
children To this end she is represented at the very^ openmg of the 
poem, takmg a view of her forces, which are distmgmsh’d into these 
three kmds, Party writers, dull poets, and wild crittcks 
A Person must be fix’d upon to support this action, who (to agree 
with the said design) must be such an one as is capable of bemg all 
three This phantom m the poet’s mmd, must have a name ^ He 
seeks for one who hath been concerned in xh&JoumalSi written bad 
Plays or Poems^ and pubhshed low Criticisms He finds his name to 
be Tibbald, and he becomes of course the Hero of the poem 
The Fable bemg thus accordmg to best example one and entire, 
as contam’d m the proposition, the Machmary is a contmued cham 
of Allegones, settmg forth the whole power, mimstry, and empire 
of Dulness, extended thro’ her subordmate instruments, m all her 
various operations 

This is branched mto Episodes^ each of which hath its Moral 
apart, tho’ all conducive to the mam end The crowd assembled m 
the second book demonstrates the design to be more extensive than 
to bad poets only, and that we may expect other Episodes, of the 
Patrons, Encouragers, or Paymasters of such authors, as occasion 
shall brmg them forth And the third book, if well consider’d, 
seemeth to embrace the whole world Each of the Games relateth to 
some or other vile class of writers The first concerneth the Plagiary, 
to whom he giveth the name of More, the second the hbellous 
Novelhst, whom he styleth Eliza ^ the third the fiattermg Dedicator, 
the fourth the bawhng Critick or noisy Poet, the fifth the dark 

® Verse 57 to 75 * Verse 80 

8 Bossu, ch 7, 8 ^ Verse i, 2 

1 Verse 95 to 104 

^ Bossu, ch 8 Vide Anstot Poetic c 9 
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and dirty Party-writer, and so of the rest, assigning to each some 
proper name or other, such as he cou’d find 

As for the Characters^ the pubhck hath already acknowledged how 
justly they are drawn The manners are so depicted, and the 
sentiments so pecuhar to those to whom apphed, that surely to 
transfer them to any other, or wiser, personages, wou’d be exceedmg 
difficult And certam it is, that every person concerned, bemg con- 
sulted apart, will readily own the resemblance of every portrait, his 
own excepted 

The Descriptions are smgular, the Comparisons very quamt, the 
Narration various, yet of one colour The purity and chastity of 
Diction is so preserved, that m the places most suspicious not the 
words but only the images have been censured, and yet are those 
images no other than have been sanctified by antient and classical 
authority (tho’ as was the manner of those good umes, not so 
cunously wrapped up) yea and commented upon by most grave 
doctors, and approved criticks 

As It beareth the name of Epic, it is thereby subjected to such 
severe indispensable rules as are laid on all Neotericks,^ a strict 
imitation of the antient, msomuch that any deviation accompanied 
with whatever poetic beauties, hath always been censured by the 
sound critick How exact that Imitation hath been m this piece, 
appeareth not only by its general structure, but by particular 
allusions mfimte, many whereof have escaped both the commentator 
and poet himself, yea divers by his exceedmg dihgence are so 
alter’d and mterwoven with the rest, that several have already been, 
and more will be, by the ignorant abused, as altogether and origin- 
ally his own 

In a word, the whole poem proveth itself to be the work of our 
Author when his faculties were m full vigour and perfection at that 
exact time of life when years have ripened the judgment, without 
dimimshmg the imagmation, which by good criticks is held to be 
punctually zt forty ^ For, at that season it was that Vtrgil fimshed 
his Georgies i and Sir Richaid Blackmore at the like age composmg 
his Arthurs^ declared the same to be the very Acme and pitch of hfe 
for Epic poesy tho’ smee he hath altered it to sixty the year m 
which he pubhshed his Alfred True it is, that the talents for 
Cntiasm, namely smartness, quick censure, vivacity of remark, 
certainty of asseveration, mdeed all but acerbity, seem rather the 
gifts of Youth than of riper age But it is far otherwise m Poetry ^ 

^ Neotencks <1 e Moderns > 

^ forty <Pope was born on May 21, 1688 the Dunctad was pubhshed 
on Ma> 18, 1728 > 

See his Essay on Heroic poetry 
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Witness the works of Air Rymer and Air Dennis^ who beginning 
with criticism^ became afterwards such Poets as no age hath 
paralleled With good reason therefore did our author chuse to 
write his Essay on that subject at twenty^ and reserve for his 
maturer years, this great and wonderful work of the Dunciad 


Dunaados Penocha or^ Arguments to the Books 


BOOK THE FIRST 

The Proposition of the subjea The Invocation, and the Inscnp- 
non Then the Original of the great empire of Dulness^ and cause of 
the contmuance thereof The beloved seat of the Goddess is des- 
cribed, with her chief attendants and officers, her functions, opera- 
tions, and effects Then the poem hasts mto the midst of thmgs, 
presenting her on the evemng of a Lord Alayor’s day, revolvmg the 
long succession of her sons, and the glones past, and to come She 
fixes her eye on Tthhald to be the instrument of that great event 
which IS the subject of the poem He is described pensive m his 
study, giving up the cause, and apprehendmg the penod of her 
empire from the old age of the present monarch Settle Wherefore 
debating whether to betake himself to law or pohticks, he raises an 
altar of proper books, and (makmg first his solemn prayer and dec- 
laration) purposes thereon to sacrifice all his unsuccessful writings 
As the pyle is kmdled, the Goddess beholdmg the flame from her 
seat, flies m person and puts it out, by casting upon it the poem of 
Thule She forthwith reveals her self to him, transports him to her 
Temple, unfolds all her arts, and imtiates him mto her m3rstenes, 
then announcmg the death of Settle that mght, anomts, and pro- 
claims him Successor 


BOOK THE SECOND 

The Kmg bemg proclaimed, the solemnity is graced with pubhck 
Games and sports of various kmds, (not mstituted by the Hero, as 
by Mneas m Virgil^ but for greater honour by the Goddess m per- 
son, m like manner as the games Pythia^ Isthmia^ Qfc were an- 
ciently said to be by the Gods, and as Thetis herself appearmg 
accordmg to Odyss 24 proposed the prizes m honour of her 
son Achilles Hither flock the Poets and Cnticks, attended (as is but 
just) with their Patrons and Book-sellers The Goddess is first 
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pleased for her disport to propose games to the latter^ and setteth 
up the phantom of a poet which the booksellers contend to over- 
take The races described, with their divers accidents Nesa, the 
game for a Poetess Afterwards the exercises for the Poets^ of Tick- 
hng, Vociferatmg, Divmg the first holds forth the arts and prac- 
ttces of Dedicators, the second of Disputants and fustian poets, 
the third of profund, dark, and dirty authors Lastly, for the 
Cnttcks^ the Goddess proposes (with great propriety) an exercise not 
of their parts but their patience, in hearmg the works of two 
voluminous authors, one m verse and the other m prose, dehber- 
ately read, without sleepmg The various effects of which, with the 
several degrees and manners of their operation, are here most hvely 
set forth Till the whole number, not of criticks only, but of spec- 
tators, actors, and all present fall fast asleep, which naturally and 
necessarily ends the games 

BOOK THE THIRD 

After the other persons are disposed m their proper places of rest, 
the Goddess transports the King to her Temple, and there lays him 
to slumber with his head on her lap, a position of marvellous vir- 
tue, which causes all the visions of wild enthusiasts, projectors, 
politicians, inamorato’s, castle-bmlders, chymists and poets He is 
immediately carry’d on the wmgs of fancy to the Elizian shade, 
where on the banks of Lethe the souls of the dull are dip’d by 
BaviuSi before their entrance into this world There he is met by 
the ghost of Settle^ and by him made acquainted with the wonders 
of the place, and with those which he is himself destm’d to perform 
He takes him to a Mount of Vision^ from whence he shews him the 
past triumphs of the empire of Dulness, tlien the present, and lastly 
the future How small a part of the world was ever conquered by 
Science, how soon those conquests were stop’d, and those very 
nations agam reduced to her domimon Then istingmshmg the 
Island of Great Britain, shews by what aids, and by what persons, it 
shall be forthwith brought to her empire These he causes to pass m 
review before his eyes, describing each by his proper figure, charac- 
ter, and quahfications On a sudden the Scene shifts, and a vast 
number of miracles and prodigies appear, utterly surpnzmg and 
unknown to the Kmg himself, till they are explamed to be the won- 
ders of his own reign now commencmg On this subject Settle 
breaks mto a congratulation, yet not unmix’d with concern, that his 
own times were but the types of these. He prophecies how first the 
nation shall be overrun with farces, opera’s, shows, and the throne 
of Dulness advanced over both the Theatres Then how her sons 
shall preside m the seats of arts and sciences, till in conclusion all 
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shall return to their original Chaos A scene, of which the present 
Action of the Dunciad is but a Type or Foretaste, giving a Glimpse 
or Ptsgah-stght of the promis’d Fulness of her Glory, the Accom- 
phshment whereof will, in all probabihty, hereafter be the Theme 
of many other and greater Dunciads 


The Dunctad^^ in Three Books 
with 

Notes Variorum 

BOOK THE FIRST 

Books and the Man I smg, the first who brmgs 
The Smithfield Muses to the Ear of Kmgs 
Say great Patricians^ (smce your selves mspire 
These wond’rous works, so Jove and Fate require) 

* The Dunciad^ Stc M S It may be well disputed whether this be a 
right Reading Ought it not rather to be spelled Dunceiady as the Etymo- 
logy evidently demands ? Dunce with an e, therefore Duncetad with an e 
That accurate and punctual Man of I etters, the Restorer of Shakespeare, 
constantly observes the preservation of this very Letter e, m spelhng the 
Name of his beloved Author, and not like his common careless Editors, 
with the omission of one, nay sometimes of two ee*s [as Shak* spear] which 
is utterly unpardonable Nor is the neglect of a Single Letter so trivial as 
to some It may appear, the alteration whereof in a learned language is an 
Atchivement that brings honour to the Critick who advances it, and Dr 
J5<entley> will be remembered to posterity for his performances of this 
sort, as long as the world shall have any Esteem for the Remains of 
Menander and Philemon Theobald 
I have a just value for the Letter E, and the same affection for the 
Name of this Poem, as the forecited Critic for that of his Author, yet 
cannot it mduce me to agree with those who would add yet another e to 
It, and call it the Dunceiade, which bemg a French and foreign Termm- 
ation, is no way proper to a word entirdy Enghsh, and Vernacular One 
E therefore m this case is right, and two E*s wrong, yet upon the whole 
I shall follow the Manuscript, and prmt it without any E ot aXl, movM 
thereto by Authonty, at all times with Cnticks equal if not superior to 
Reason In which method of proceedmg, I can never enough praise my 
very good friend, the exact Mr Tho Hearne, who, any word occur which 
to him and all mankind is evidently wrong, yet keeps he it in the Text 
with due reverence, and only remarks m the Margm, sic M S In like 
manner we shall not amend this error m the Title itself, but only note 
It ohter, to evmce to the learned that it was not our fault, nor any effect 
of our own Ignorance or Inattention Scriblerus 

I Books and the Man I sing, etc ] Wonderful is the stupidity of all the 
former Cnticks and Commentators on this Poem • It bre^s forth at the 
very first line The Author of the Cntique prefix’d to Savmey, a Poem, 
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Say from what cause, m vam decry’d and curst, 5 

Still Dunce the second reigns like Dunce the first ^ 

In eldest time, e’er mortals writ or read. 

E’er Pallas issued from the Thimd’rer’s head, 

Dulnes o’er all possess’d her antient right. 


p 5 hath been so dull as to explain The Man who brings, &c not of the 
Hero of tibe Piece, but of our Poet himself, as if he vaunted that Kings 
were to be his Readers (an Honour which tho’ this Poem hath had, yet 
knoweth he how to receive it with more Modesty ) <For James Rdph, 
author of Sawney (1728), see A 111 159 > 

We remit this Ignorant to the first lines of the Mnetd, assuring him, that 
Vngtl there speaketh not of himself, but of Mneas 

Arma vtrumq, cano, Troja gut primus ah om, 

Itahamfato profugus, Lamnaq, venit 

Litora multum tile ^ terns jactatus et alto &c 

1 cite the whole three verses that I may by the way offer a Conjectural 
Emendation, purely my own, upon each First, ons should be read arts, it 
being as we see JEn 2 513, from the altar of Jupiter Her cans that Mneas 
fled as soon as he saw Priam slain In the second line I would read flatu 
iotfato, since it is most clear it was by Winds that he arrived at the Shore 
of Italy , Jactatus in the third, is surely as improper apply*d to terns, as 
proper to alto To say a man is tost on land, is much at one with saying 
he walks at sea Risum teneatis amici^ Correct it, as I doubt not it ought 
to be, Vexatus Scriblerxjs 

This Poem was writ in 1727 In the next year an imperfect Edition was 
pubhshed at Dublin, and re-pnnted at London in 12® Another at Dubhn, 
and re-pnnted at London in 8®, and three others m 12° the same year 
But there was no perfect Edition before that of London in 4° 172I', which 
was attended with the following Notes We are willing to 

acquaint Posteritv that this Poem (as it here stands) was presented to 
King George the Second and his Queen, by the hands of Sir R Walpole, 
on the 1 2th of March lyaf 

2 The Smithfield-ikfuscs] Smithfield is the place where Bartholomew 
Fair was kept, whose Shews, Machines, and Dramatical Entertainments, 
formerly agreeable only to the Taste of the Rabble, were, by the Hero of 
this Poem and others of equal Genius, brought to the Theatres of Covent- 
Garden, Lincolns inn-Fields, and the Hay-Market, to be the reignmg 
Pleasures of the Coiirt and Town This happened in the Year 1725, and 
continued to the Year 1728 See Book 3 Vers 19 1, 

3 Say great Patricians (since your selves inspire 
These WondWous Works \ — Ovid Met i<2> 

— Dll captis (nam vos Mutastis Sf illas) 

6 Alluding to a verse of Mr Dryden^s not in Mac Flecno (as it is said 
Ignorantly in the Key to the Dunciad, pag 1 ) but in his verses to Mr 
Congreve <1 48> 

And Tom the Second reigns like Tom the First 
<Pope is probably glancmg at George II, who had succeeded his father 
less than a year before the Dunciad was published 

The ‘great Patricians’ of 1 3 are the Whig aristocracy, who were mainly 
responsible for bnnging the Hanovenans to England in 1714 > 
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Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night 
Fate in their dotage this fair idiot gave^ 

Gross as her sire, and as her mother grave. 

Laborious, heavy, busy, bold, and blind. 

She rul’d, in native Anarchy, the mmd 
Still her old empire to confirm, she tries. 

For bom a Goddess, Dulness never dies 
O thou^ whatever Title please thme ear. 

Dean, Drapier, Bickerstaff, or GuUiver* 

Whether thou chuse Cervantes’ serious air. 

Or laugh and shake m Rab’lais’ easy Chair, 

Or praise the Court, or magmfy Mankmd, 

Or thy griev’d Country’s copper chams unbind. 

From thy Baeotia tho’ Her Pow’r retires. 

Grieve not at ought our sister realm acquires 
Here pleas’d behold her mighty wmgs out-spread, 25 
To hatch a new Saturman age of Lead 
Wheie wave the tatter’d ensigns of Rag-Fair, 

A yawnmg rum hangs and nods in air, 

10 Daughter of Chaos, ] The beauty of this whole Allegory being 
purely of the Poetical kind, we think it not our proper business as a 
Scholiast, to meddle with it, but leave it (as we shall in general all such) 
to the Reader remarking only, that Chaos (according to Hestod^ Beoyovla) 
was the Progemtor of all the Gods Scribl 

18 Bickerstaff < Isaac Bickerstaff, a pseudonym used by Swift in some 
of his lighter satires, e g those on Partridge the Astrologer The name was 
later adopted by Steele for his Tatler > 

21 Or praise the Court, ] Ironic^, alluding to Gulliver^ % Representa- 
tions of both — ^The next line relates to the Papers of the Draper against 
the currency of Wood*s Copper Coin in Ireland, which upon the great 
discontent of the people, his Majesty was graciously pleased to recal 

23 From thy Bseotia] Bceotia of old lay under the Raillery of the neigh- 
bouring Wits, as Ireland does now, tho* each of those nations produced 
one of the greatest Wits, and greatest Generals, of their age <The wit 
produced by Bceotia was Pindar, the general, Epaminondas Ireland had 
produced two famous wits m Swift and Congreve, hei great general is 
presumably James Butler, Duke of Ormonde > 

24 Grieve not, my Swift ' etc ] Ironic^ itenim The Politicks of England 
and Ireland were at this time by some thought to be opposite, or interfer- 
ing with each other Dr Swift of course was m the interest of the latter, 
our Author of the former 

26 A new Saturnian Age of Lead] The ancient Golden Age is by Poets 
stiled Saturman, but m &e Chymical language, Saturn is Lead 

27 Rag-fair] Rag-fair is a place near the Tower of London, where old 
cloaths and frippery are sold 

28-31 &c A yawning ruin &c] Hear upon this place the forecited 
Critick on the Dunciad <j e James Ralphs ‘These hnes (saith he) have 
no Construction, or are Nonsense The two shivering Sisters must be the 
sister Caves of Poverty and Poetry, or the Bed and Cave of Poverty and 
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Keen, hollow winds howl thro’ the bleak recess. 

Emblem of Music caus’d by Emptiness 30 

Here m one bed two shiv’rmg sisters lye. 

The cave of Poverty and Poetry 

This, the Great Mother dearer held than all 

The clubs of Quidnunc’s, or her own Guild-hall 

Here stood her Opium, here she nurs’d her Owls, 35 

And destin’d here th’ imperial seat of Fools 

Hence sprmgs each weekly Muse, the hving boast 

Of Curl’s chaste press, and Lmtot’s rubric post, 


Poetry must be the same, (questionless) and the two Sisters the Lord 
knows who?’ O the Construction of Grammatical Heads > Vtrgil vrviteth. 
thus Mn I <i66-8> — 

Fronte sub adversa scopults pendentibus antrum 
Intus aquce dulces, mvoq, sediha saxo^ 

Nympharum domus 

May we not say in like manner, ‘The Nymphs must be the Waters and 
the Stones, or the Waters and the Stones must be the houses of the 
Nymphs ?’ Insulse f The second line, Intus aquce, is m a parenthesis 
(as are the two lines of our Author, Keen hollow Winds, ) and it is the 
Antrum, and the yawning Rum, m the line before that parenthesis, which 
are the Domus, and the Cave 

Let me again, I beseech thee Reader, present thee with another 
Conjectural Emendation on Virgilh Scopults pendentibus He is here 
describing a place, whither the weary Mariners of Mneas repaired to dress 
their Dinner — Fessi-^frugesq, receptas Et torrere par ant flammis What 
has Scopults pendentibus here to do ^ Indeed the aquee dulces and sediha are 
something , sweet Waters to drmk, and Seats to rest on The other is surely 
an error of the Copyists Restore it, without the least scruple, Popults 
prandentibus 

But for this and a thousand more, expect our Edition of Virgil, a 
Specimen whereof see in the Appendix <IV> Scriblerus 

32 The cave of Poverty <In 1714 Theobald had published The Cave 
of Poverty, A Poem Written in Imitation of Shakespeare > 

33 Thu the Great Mother Mn i<i2, is-i8> 

TJrbs antiquafuit — 

Quam Juno fertur ierru magu omnibus unam 
Posthabita coluisse Samo hic illius arma, 

Hic currusfuit hoc regnum Dea gentibm esse 
(Siqua fata sinant) jam turn tenditq, fovetq, 

33 The Great Mother] Magna mater, here applyed to Dulness The 
Qmdnunds was a name given to the ancient Members of certain political 
Clubs, who were constantly enquiring. Quid nunc? what news? 

38 Curl’s chaste press, and Lintot’s rubric post] Two Booksellers, of 
whom see Book z <49^) The former was fined by the Court of 
King’s-Bench for publishing obscene books, the latter usually adorn’d 
his shop With Titles in red letters 
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Hence h3mimng Tyburn’s elegiac lay. 

Hence the soft sing-song on Cecilia’s day, 40 

Sepulchral lyes our holy walls to grace. 

And New-year Odes, and all the Grubstreet race 
’Twas here in clouded majesty she shone. 

Four guardian Virtues, round, support her Throne, 
Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears 45 
Of hisses, blows, or want, or loss of ears 
Calm Temperance, whose blessmgs those partake 
Who hunger, and who thirst, for scribhng sake 

39 Hence hymning Tyhurn— Hence, &c ] 

— Genus unde Latinum 
Albamq, patres, atq, altee moenia Roma 
Virg iAen 1 6-7) 

39 Hence hymning Tvburn’s elegiac lay] It is an ancient English 
custom for the Malefactors to sing a Psalm at their Execution at Tyburn, 
and no less customary to print Elegies on their deaths, at the same time, 
or before 

Verse 40 and 4a, Allude to the annual Songs composed to Musick on 
St Cecilia! s Feast, and those made by the Poet-Laureat for the time being 
to be sung at Court, on every New-Years-Day, the words of which are 
happily drown’d in the voices and Instruments 

Verse 41 Is a just Satyr on the Flatteries and Falsehoods admitted to 
be inscribed on the walls of Churches m Epitaphs 

I must not here omit a Reflection, which will occur perpetually through 
this Poem, and cannot but greatl> endear the Author to every attentive 
Observer of it I mean that Candour and Humanity which every where 
appears in him, to those unhappy Objects of the Ridicule of all mankind, 
the bad Poets He here imputes all scandalous rhimes, scurrilous weeklv 
papers, lying news, base flatteries, wretched elegies, songs, and verses 
(even from those sung at Court, to ballads in the streets) not so much to 
Malice or Servility as to Dulness, and not so much to Dulness as to 
Necessity , And thus at the very commencement of his Satyr, makes an 
Apology for all that are to be satyrized 

43 In clouded Majesty she shone] Milton, <Par Lost, iv 606-7) 

The Moon 

Rising m clouded Majesty 

44 Four guardian Virtues <The four Cardinal Virtues were a recurring 
feature of the pageantry on a Lord Mayor’s Day > 

45-6 That knows no fears] Horat iLih ii. Sat vii 84) 

Quern neq, paupenes, neq, mors, neq, vincula terrent 

48 Who hunger, and who thirst] ‘This is an infamous Burlesque on a 
Text in Scripture, which shews the Author’s delight in Prophaneness,’ 
(said Curl upon this place ) But ’tis very familiar with Shakespeare to 
allude to Passages of Scripture Out of a great number I’ll select a few, in 
which he both alludes to, and quotes the very Texts from holv Writ In 
All’s well that ends well, 1 am no great Nebucadnezzar, 1 have not much 
Skill in Grass Ibid Th^ are for the flowry Way that leads to the broad 
Gate, and the great Fire Mat 7 13 Much ado about nothing All, all, 
and moreover God saw him when he was hid in the Garden, Gen 3 8 (in 
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Prudence, whose glass presents th’ approaching jayl 
Poetic Justice, with her hfted scale, 50 

Where m nice balance, truth with gold she weighs. 

And solid pudding against empty praise 
Here she beholds the Chaos dark and deep. 

Where nameless somethmgs in their causes sleep, 

’Till gemal Jacob, or a warm Third-day 55 

Call forth each mass, a poem or a play 

How Hmts, like spawn, scarce quick in embryo he. 

How new-bom Nonsense first is taught to cry. 

Maggots half-form’d, m rhyme exactly meet. 

And learn to crawl upon poetic feet 60 

Here one poor Word a hundred clenches makes. 

And ductile dulness new meanders takes. 


a very jocose Scene ) In Love’s Labour lost, he talks of Sampson* s carrying 
the Gates on his Back, in the Merry Wives of Windsor of Gohah and the 
Weaver’s Beam, and in Henry 4 Falstaff*s Soldiers are compared to 
Lazarus and the Prodigal Son, &c The first part of this Note ts Mr 
Curl’s The rest is Mr Theobald’s Shakespear Restor’d Appendix, 
P 144 

49 glass <The perspective glass through which Prudence was repre- 
sented in art as gazing > 

S3 Here she beholds, &c ] That is to say, unformed things, which are 
either made into Poems or Plays, as the Booksellers or the Players bid 
most These lines allude to the following in Garth* s Dispensary, Cant 6 
< 44 ” 7 > 

Within the chambers of the Globe they spy 
The beds where sleeping Vegetables he 
Till the glad summons of a genial ray 
Unbinds the Glebe, and calls them out to day 

55 ^Till genial Jacob <Jacob Tonson (1656^-1736), the leading 
publisher of his generation The third day of a play’s run was regularly 
set apart for the author’s benefit > 

59-60 Maggots <Maggot has two senses in this context (a) grub, 
(b) ‘a whimsici or perverse fancy’ > 

61 Here one poor Word a hundred clenches makes\ It may not be amiss 
to give an instance or two of these Operations of Dulness out of the 
Authors celebrated in the Poem A great Cntick formerly held these 
Clenches <pims> in such abhorrence, that he declared, ‘He that would 
Pun, would pick a Pocket * Yet Mr Dennis*s Works afford us notable 
Examples in this kind * Alexander Pope hath sent abroad into the world 
as many Bulls as his Namesake Pope Alexander ’ — ‘Let us take the initial 

and final letters of his Surname, viz , A P E, and they give you the 

Idea of an Ape Pope comes from the Latin word Popa, w£ch signifies 

a httle Wart, or from Poppy sma, because he was continually poppir^ out 
sqmbs of wit, or rather Po-pysmata, or Po-pisms* Dennis Daily ^ 
Journal 11 1728 

62 And ductile dulness] A Parody on another in Garth Cant i <a6> 

How ductile matter new meeanders takes 
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There irotley Images her fancy strike, 

Figures iirpair’d, and Similes unlike 

She sees a Mob of Metaphors advance, 65 

Pleas’d with the Madness of the mazy dance 

How Tragedy and Comedy embrace, 

How Farce and Epic get a jumbled race, 

How Time himsetf stands still at her command. 

Realms shift their place, and Ocean turns to land 70 
Here gay Description iEgypt glads with showers , 

Or gives to Zembla fruits, to Barca flowers, 

Ghtt’nng with ice here hoary hills are seen. 

There painted valhes of eternal green. 

On cold December fragrant chaplets blow, 75 

And heavy harvests nod beneath the snow 
All these and more, the cloud-compelhng Queen 
Beholds thro’ fogs that magmfy the scene 
She, tmsel’d o’er in robes of varymg hues. 

With self-applause her wild creation views, 80 

Sees momentary monsters rise and fall, 

And with her own fool’s colours gilds them all 
’Twas on the day, when Thorold, nch and grave. 

Like Cimon triumph’d, both on land and wave 


68 How Farce and Epic, &,c ] Allude to the Transgressions of the 
Unities, in the Plays of such Poets For the Miracles wrought upon Ttme 
and Place, and the mixture of Tragedy, Comedy, Farce and Epic, See 
Pluto and Proseipine, Penelope, &c as yet extant (Theobald wrote A 
Dramatic Entertainment, CalVd Harlequin a Sorcerer With the Loves of 
Pluto and Proserpine (1725) Penelope An English Opera, by John Mottley, 
assisted by Thomas Cooke, was acted at the Haymarket m May, 1728 
For Cooke, see 11 i sow > 

71 /Egypt glads with Showers\ In the lower Mgvpt Ram is of no use, 
the overflowing of the Nyle being sufficient to impregnate the sml —These 
SIX verses represent the inconsistencies in the description of Poets, who 
heap together all glittering and gawdy Images, tho’ mcompatible m one 
season, or in one scene — See the Guardian N° 40 printed tn Appendix 
<V>, Parag 6 See also Eusden’5 whole Works (if to he found ) It would 
not have been unpleasant, to have given Examples of all these Secies or 
bad writing, from these Authors, but that it is already done in our Treatise 

oi the Bathos Scribl , « k * 

77 The Cloud'-compelling Queen] From Horner^ s Epithet of Jupiter, 

^3 ^’*Twas on the Day when Thorold] Sir George Thorold Lord Mayor of 
London, m the Year 1720 The Procession of a Lord Mayor is made partly 
by land, and partly by water ^Thorold, Lord Mayor in 1719, died on 
Oct 20, 1722 y— Cimon the famous Athenian General obtained a Victory 
by sea, and another by land, on the same day, over the Persians and 
Bai bartons 

P AP— N 
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(Pomps without gmit, of bloodless swords and maces, 85 
Glad chams, warm furs, broad banners, and broad faces) 
Now Night descending, the proud scene was o’er. 

But liv’d, in Settle’s numbers, one day more 
Now May’rs and Shrieves all hush’d and satiate lay. 

Yet eat in dreams the custard of the day, 90 

While pensive Poets painful vigils keep, 

Sleepless themselves to give their readers sleep 
Much to the mindful Queen the feast recalls. 

What City-Swans once stmg withm the walls. 

Much she revolves their arts, their ancient praise, 95 

And sure succession down from Heywood’s days 

85 Pomps <In the sense of a procession > 

86 Glad Chains'] The Ignorance of these Moderns I This was altered 
m one Edition to Gold Chains, shewing more regard to the metal of which 
the chains of Aldermen are made, than to the beauty of the Latmism and 
Grecism, nay of figurative speech itself — Leetas segetes, glad, for making 
glad &c ScR 

88 But liv'd in Settle’^ Numbersi A beautiful mannei of speaking, 
usual with the Poets m praise of Poetry, in which kind nothing is finer 
than those lines of Mr Addison <,A Letter from Italy, 31-6) 

Sometimes misguided by the tuneful throng, 

I look for sti earns immortaliz'd in song, 

That lost in silence and oblivion lye, 

Dumb are their fountains, and their channels dry. 

Yet run for ever, by the Muses skill. 

And in the smooth description murmur still 
Settle was alive at this time, and Poet to the City of London His office 
was to compose yearly panegyncks upon the Lord Mayors, and Verses to 
be spoken in the Pageants But that part of the shows being by the 
fru^alitv of some Lord Mayors at length abolished, the employment of 
City Poet ceased, so that upon Settle's demise, there was no successor to 
that place <He died in 1724 > This important point of time our Poet 
has chosen, as the Cnsis of the Kingdom of Dulness, who thereupon 
decrees to remove her imperial seat from the City, and over-spread the 
other parts of the Town To which great Enterprize all things being now 
ripe, she calls the Hero of this Poem 

Mr Settle was once a writer in some vogue, particularly with his Party, 
for he was the author or publisher of many noted Pamphlets m the time 
of King Charles the second He answered all Dryden's political Poems, 
and being cry’d up on one side, succeeded not a little in his Tragedy of 
the Empress of Morocco (the first that was ever printed with Cuts ) 
‘Upon this he grew insolent, the Wits writ against his Play, he replied, and 
the Town judged he had the better In short Settle was then thought a 
formidable Rival to Mr Dry den, and not only the Town, but the Univer- 
sity of Cambridge, was divided which to prefer, and in both places the 
younger sort inclined to Elkanah ’Dennis Pref to Rem on Horn 
For the latter part of his History, see the third Book, verse <28in> 
96 John Heywood] Whose Enterludes were printed m the time of 
Henry the eighth <Pope seems to be confusing John Heywood with the 
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She saw with )oy the line immortal run. 

Each sire imprest and glaring m his son, 

So watchful Brmn forms with plastic care 

Each growmg lump, and brings it to a Bear loo 

She saw old Pryn m restless Darnel shme. 

And Ensden eke out Blackmore’s endless Ime, 

She saw slow Phihps creep hke Tate’s poor page. 

And all the Mighty Mad m Denms rage 


later dramatist, Thomas Heywood (d 1650?), who, like Settle after him 
composed the Lord Mayor’s pageants for many years > 

loi Old Prynn vn restless Daniel] William Prynn and Darnel de Foe 
were writers of Verses, as well as of Politicks, as appears by the Poem of 
the latter De jure Dvoino, and others, and by these lines in Cowley s 
Miscellanies of the former 

— One lately did not fear 
{Without the Muses leave) to plant Verse here 
But It produced such base, rough, crabbed hedge- 
Rhymes, as e'en set the hearers ears on edge 
Written by William Prvnn Esqui-re, the 
Year of our Lord, six hundred thirty three 
Brave Jersey Muse f and he's for his high stile 
Call'd to this day the Homer of the Isle 

Both these Authors had a resemblance in their fates as well as writings, 
having been a-like sentenc’d to the Pillory < William Prynne (1600-69) 
was pilloried for writing Histno-mastix (1633), and had his ears cut off 
Defoe stood in the pillory in 1703 for writing The Shortest Way with the 
Dissenters > 

Of Eusden and Blackmore, see <111 sipn, 11 258n> And Philips, <see 
111 322n> 

103 like Tate's poor page) Nahum Tate <1652— i7is> was Poet- 
Laureate, a cold writer, of no invention, but sometimes translated tolerably 
when befriended by Mr Dryden In his second part of Absalom and 
Achitophel are above two hundred admirable lines together of that great 
hand, which strongly shine through the insipidity of the rest Something 
parallel may be observed of another Author here mention’d 

104 And all the mighty Mad\ This is by no means to be understood 
literally, as if Mr D were really mad, Not that we are ignorant of the 
Narrative of Dr jR Norris, but it deserveth no more regard than the Pop 
upon P and the like idle Trash, written by James Moor, or other young 
and hght Persons, who themselves better deserve to be blooded, scarified, 
or whipped, for such their ungracious merriment with their Elders No — 
It is spoken of that Excellent and Divine Madness, so often mentioned by 
Plato, that poetical rage and enthusiasm, with which no doubt Mr D 
hath, m his time, been highly possessed , and of those extraordinary hints 
and motions whereof he himself so feelingly treats in the Preface to Pr 
Arth [See Notes on Book 2, verse 256 ] Scribl Narrative of Dr 
Robert Norris (1713), which Pope ironically condemns as *idle trash,’ was 
almost certainly his own A Popp upon Pope (1728) is beheved to be the 
work of Lady Mary Wortley Montagu > 

104 And all the mighty Mad in Dennis rage] This Verse m the sur- 
reptitious Editions stood thus, And furious D—foam, &c which, in that 
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printed in Ireland, was unaccountably filled up with the great name of 
Dryden Mr Theobald tn the Censor, Vol z N® 33 <Jan 5, 1717) also 
calls him by the Name of Funus ‘The modem Furvus is to be look’d on 
as more the object of Pity, than of that which he daily provokes, laughter 
and contempt Did we really know how much this poor Man (/ wish that 
reflection on Poverty had been spar'd) suffers by being contradicted, or 
which IS the same thing in effect, by hearing another praised, we should 
m compassion sometimes attend to him with a silent nod, and let him go 
away with the triumphs of his ill-nature ’ * — Poor Funus {again) when any 
of his cotemporaries are spoken well of, quitting the ground of the present 
dispute steps back a thousand years to call in the succour of the Ancients 
His very Panegynck is spiteful, and he uses it for the same reason as some 
Ladies do their commendations of a dead Beauty, who never would have 
had their good word, but that a hving one happened to be mentioned in 
their company His applause is not the tribute of his Heart, but the 
sacrifice of his Revenge,' &c Indeed his pieces against our Poet are some- 
what of an angry character, and as they are now scarce extant, a taste of 
his stile may be satisfactory to the curious ‘A young squab, short Gentle- 
man, whose outward form though it should be that of downright Monkev, 
w^ould not differ so much from human shape, as his unthinking immaterial 
part does from human understanding — ^He is as stupid and as venemous 
as a hunchbacked Toad — Book through which folly and ignorance, 
those bretheren so lame and impotent, do ridiculously look very big, and 
very dull, and strut, and hobble cheek by jowl, with their arms on kimbo, 
being led, and supported, and bully-backed by that blind Hector, 
Impudence ’ Reflect on the Essay on Crit Page 26 29 30 
It would be unjust not to add his Reasons for this Fury, they are so 
strong and so coercive ‘I regard him (saith he) as an Enemy, not so much 
to me, as to my King, to my Country, to my Religion, and to that Liberty 
which has been the sole felicity of my life A vagary of fortune, who is 
sometimes pleased to be frolicksome, and the epidemick Madness of the 
times, have given him Reputation, and Reputation (as Hobbs says) is 
Power, and that has made him dangerous Therefore I look on it as my duty 
to King George, whose faithful subject I am, to my Country, of which I 
have appeared a constant lover, to the Laws, under whose protection I 
have so long lived, and to the Liberty of my Country, more dear than life 
to me, of which I have now for forty years been a constant asserter, 

I look upon It as my duty, I say, to do — you shall see what — to pull the 
Lion’s skin from this little Ass, which popular error has thrown round 
him, and to show, that this Author who has been lately so much in vogue, 
has neither sense in his thoughts, nor english in his expressions Dennis, 
Rem on Horn Pref p 2 and p 91 ^0 ) <Quoted mainly from the 
Preface The words *you shall see what' are Pope’s own > 

Besides these publick-spinted reasons, Mr D had z private one, which 
by his manner of expressing it in page 92, appears to have been equally 
strong He was even in bodily fear of his Life, from the machinations of 
the said Mr P ‘The story (says he) is too long to be told, but who would 
be acquainted with it, may bear it from Mr Curll my Bookseller — 
However, what mv reason has suggested to me, that I have with a just 
confidence said, m defiance of his two clandestine weapons, his Slander and 
his Poyson' Which last words of his Book plainly discover, Mr D — ^his 
suspicion was that of being poysoned, m like manner as Mr Curl had 
been before him Of which fact see A full and true account of a horrid and 
barbarous revenge by Poyson on the body 0/ Edmund Curl, printed in 1716, 
the year antecedent to that wherem these Remarks of Mr Dermis were 
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In each she marks her image full exprest, 105 

But chief, m Tibbald’s monster-breedmg breast, 


pubbshed But what puts it beyond all question, is a passage in a \ery 
warm treatise in which Mr D was also concerned, price two pence, called, 
A true character of Mr Pope and hts tvntings, printed for S Popping ^ 1716 
m the tenth page whereof he is said *to have insulted people on those 
calamities and diseases, which he himself gave them by administrmg 
Poyson to them* , and is called (p a lurking waylaying coward^ and a 
stabber in the dark Which (with many other things most lively set forth 
m that piece) must have render’d him a terror, not to Mr Dennis only, 
but to all Christian People 

For the rest, Mr John Dennis was the Son of a Sadler in Dondon^ born 
in 1657 He paid court to Mr Dry den y and having obtamed some corres- 
pondence with Mr Wycherly and Mr Congrevcy he immediately obhged 
the publick with their Letters He made himself known to the Govern- 
ment by many admirable Schemes and Projects, which the Ministry, for 
reasons best Imown to themselves, constantly kept private For his char- 
acter as a writer, it is given us as follows 'Mr Dennis is excellent at 
pmdanck writings, perfectly regular in all his performances, and a person 
of sound Learning That he is master of a great deal of Penetration and 
Judgment^ his criticisms (particularly on Prince Arthur) do sufficiently 
demonstrate ’ From the same account it also appears, that he writ Plays 
'more to get Reputation than Money * Dennis of himself See Jacob* s 
Lives of Dram Poets, page 68 69 compared with page a86 

106 But chief in Tibbald] Lewis Tibbald (as pronounced) or Theobald 
(as written) was bred an Attorney, and Son to an Attorney (says Mr Jacob} 
of Sittenbum in Kent He was Author of many forgotten Plays, Poems, and 
other pieces, and of several anonymous Letters in praise of them in Mist's 
Journal He was concerned in a Paper call’d the Censor y and a translation 
of Ovtdy as we find from Mr Dennis's Remarks on Pope's Homer y p 9 
10 ‘There is a notorious Ideot, one hight Whachumy who from an under- 
spur-leather to the Law, is become an under-strapper to the Play-house, 
who has lately burlesqu’d the Metamorphoses of Ovid by a vile Transla- 
tion, ^c This Fellow is concerned in an impertinent Paper called the 
Censor' But notwithstanding this severe character, another Critick says 
of him 'That he has given us some Pieces which met with approbation , 
and that the Cave of Poverty is an excellent Poem * Giles Jacob's Lives of 
the Poets y vol 2 p 211 He had once a mind to translate the Odyssey y the 
first Book whereof was printed in 1717 by J 5 Lintotty and probably may 
yet be seen at his Shop What is still in memory, is a piece now about a 
year old, it had the arrogant Title of Shakespear Restored Of this he was 
so proud himself, as to say in one of Mist's Joumalsy June 8 ‘That to 
expose any Errors in it was impracticable ’ And in another, April 27 
'That whatever care for the future might be taken either by Mr P or anv 
other assistants, he would still give above 500 Emendations that shall 
escape them all ' Durmg the space of two years, while Mr Pope was 
preparing his Edition of ShakespeoTy and pubbshed Advertisements, 
requesting all lovers of the Author to contribute to a more perfect one, 
this Restorer (who had then some correspondence with him, and was 
solbcitmg favours by Letters) did wholly conceal his design, ’till after its 
publication (which he was since not asham’d to own, m a Daily Journal 
of Nov 26, 1728 ) And then an outcry was made in the Prints, that our 
Author had joined with the Bookseller to raise an extravagant subscription y 
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Sees Gods witli Daemons m strange league mgage^ 

And earth, and heav’n, and hell her battles wage 
She ey’d the Bard, where supperless he sate. 

And pm’d, unconscious of his rising fate, no 

Studious he sate, with all his books around, 

Sinkmg from thought to thought, a vast profound* 
Plung’d for his sense, but found no bottom there. 

Then writ, and flounder’d on, in mere despair 
He roll’d ^s eyes that witness’d huge dismay, 115 

Where yet unpawn’d, much learned lumber lay. 

Volumes, whose size the space exactly fill’d. 

Or which fond authors were so good to gild. 

Or where, by sculpture made for ever known. 

The page admires new beauties, not its own 120 


in which he had no share, of which he had no knowledge, and against 
which he had publickly advertised in his own Proposals for Homer Prob- 
ably that proceeding elevated him to the Dignity he holds in this Poem, 
which he seems to deserve no other way better than his brethren, unless 
we impute it to the share he had in the Journals, cited among the Testt- 
monies of Authors prefixed to this work 

106 Tibbald’^ monster^hreeding hr east y Sees Gods with DcemonSy &c] 
This alludes to the extravagancies of the Farces of that author, in which 
he alone could properly be represented as successor to Settle, who had 
written Pope Joan, St George for England, and other pieces for Bartlemew-> 
Pair <See A 111 28 in > See book 3 vers 229, 

109 — Supper-less he sate\ It is amazing how the sense of this line hath 
been mistaken by all the former Commentators, who most idly suppose 
It to imply, that the Piero of the Poem wanted a supper In truth a great 
absurdity * Not that we are ignorant that the Hero of Homer* s Odyssey is 
frequently in that circumstance, and therefore it can no way derogate 
from the grandeur of Epic Poem to represent such Hero under a Calamity, 
to which the greatest not only of Cnticks and Poets, but of Kings and 
Warriors, have been subject But much more refin’d, I will venture to say, 
IS the meaning of our author It was to give us obliquely a curious precept, 
or what Bossu calls a disguised sentence, that ‘Temperance is the life of 
Study ’ The language of Poesy brings all into Action, and to represent a 
Cntic encompast with books, but without a supper, is a picture which 
lively expresseth how much the true Critic prefers the diet of the mind to 
that of the body, one of which he always castigates and often tolally 
neglects, for the greater improvement of the other Scriblerus 

1 15 He roird his eyes that witnessed huge dismay} Milt <P<zr Lost, 1 
56-7) — Round he throws his eyes That witnessed huge cffliction and dismay 
The progress of a bad Poet in his thoughts being (hke the progress of the 
Devil m Milton) thro* a Chaos, might probably suggest this imitation 
120 — Admires new beauties not its own Virg Geo 2 <82) 

Miraturq, novas frondes, & non suapoma 
Verse id This hbrary is divided into two parts, the one (his 
pohte learmng) consists of those books which seem’d to be the models of 
his poetry, and are preferr’d for one of these three reasons (usual with 
collectors of Libraries) that they fitted the shelves, or were gilded for 
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Here swells the shelf with Ogilby the great 

There^ stamp’d with arms, Newcastle shmes compleat, 

Here all his stiff ’rmg brotherhood retire. 

And ’scape the martyrdom of jakes and fire, 

A Gothic Vatican* of Greece and Rome 125 

Well-purg’d, and worthy Withers, Quarles, and Blome 
But high above, more sohd Learning shone. 

The Classicks of an Age that heard of none. 

There Caxton slept, with W3mkin at his side. 

One clasp’d in wood, and one m strong cow-hide 130 


shew, or adorned with pictures The other class our author calls sohd 
Learning, old bodies of Philosophy, old Commentators, old Enghsh 
Printers, or old English Translations , all very voluminous, and fit to erect 
Altars to Dulness 

121 — Ogilby the great\ John Ogtlby <i6oo-76> was one, who from a 
late initiation into literature, made such a progress as might well stile him 
the Prodigy of his time * sending into the world so many large Volumes f 
His translations of Homer and Virgil, done to the life, and with such 
excellent Sculptures f and (what added great grace to his works) he printed 
them all on special good Paper, and in a very good Letter Winstanly, 
Lives of Poets 

122 There, stamp* d mth arms, Newcastle shines complect] The Dutchess 

of Newcastle was one who busied herself in the ravishing delights of 
Poetry, leaving to posterity in print three ample Volumes of her studious 
endeavours Winstanly, Lowgiaine reckons up eight Foho’s of her 

Grace’s, which were usually adorn’d with gilded Covers, and had her 
Coat of Arms upon them 

125 Vatican <The word was frequently used for the Vatican Library > 

126 — Worthy Withers, Quarles, and Blome] It was printed in the 
surreptitious Editions, W — ly, W — s, who were Persons eminent for good 
life, the one writ the Life of Christ in verse, the other some valuable 
pieces in the lyrick kind on pious subjects The line is here restor’d 
according to its Original <^W—y is the Rev Samuel Wesley, 1662-1735 
Pope had probably no grievance against him, and introduced him only as 
a poetaster W — ^ is Isaac Watts (1674-1748), one of the most popular 
poets of his day It was probably his popularity with humble readers that 
landed him in the Dunciad > 

George Withers was a great pretender to poetical zeal against the vices 
of the times, and abused the greatest Personages in power, which brought 
upon him frequent correction The Marshalsea and Newgate were no 
strangers to him Winstanly Quarles was as dull a wnter, but an 
honester man Blome*s books are remarkable for their cuts <In writing 
contemptuously of Withers (1588-1667), Pope was following a tradition 
already well-established He was not making an individual or peculiar 
judgment Francis Quarles (1592-1644), the author of Emblemes (1635) 
was popular with the lower orders, but generally despised by the cultured 
reader Richard Blome (d 1705) was the publisher, and possibly the com- 
piler, of numerous folios on heraldry, genealogy, geography, etc > 

129 Caxton] A Printer in the time of Edw 4 Rich 3 and Henry 7 
Wynkm de Word, his successor in that of Henry 7 and 8 The former 
translated into prose Virgil* s Mneis as a History, of which he speaks in his 
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There sav’d by spice, like mummies, many a year. 

Old Bodies of Philosophy appear 
De Lyra here a dreadful front extends. 

And there, the groamng shelves Philemon bends 
Of these twelve volumes, twelve of amplest size, 135 
Redeem’d from tapers and defrauded pyes. 

Inspir’d he seizes These an altar raise 
An hecatomb of pure, tmsuHy’d lays 
That altar crowns A foho Common-place 
Founds the whole pyle, of all his works the base, 140 
Quarto’s, Octavo’s, shape the less’mng pyre, 

And last, a little Ajax tips the spire 
Then he ‘Great Tamer of all human art* 

First m my care, and nearest at my heart 
Dulness* whose good old cause I yet defend, 145 

With whom my Muse began, with whom shall end * 

O thou, of busmess the directmg soul. 

To human heads like byass to the bowl. 

Which as more pond’rous makes their aim more true. 
Obliquely wadlmg to the mark in view 150 

O ever gracious to perplex’d mankind * 

Who spread a healmg mist before the mind, 

Proeme in a very singular mannei, as of a book hardly known Kiif 
Append Tibbald quotes a rare passage from him in ikfwi’s Journal of 
March 16, 1728 concerning a straunge and mervayllouse heaste called 
SagittaryCy which he would have Shakespear to mean rather than Teucer, 
the Archer celebrated by Homer <See Appendix 111, p 43871 > 

133 Ntch de Lyra, or Harpsfeld, a very voluminous Commentator, 
whose works in five vast Folio’s were printed m 1472 <Pope has con- 
fused Nicholas de Lvra (d 1340), the author of the ‘five vast Follows’ with 
Nicholas Harpsfield (1519 ^-75), theologian, who wrote Htstona Anghcana 
Ecclesiasttca > 

134 Philemon Holland^ Dr in Physick He translated so many hooks, 
that a man would think he had done nothing else, insomuch that he might 
be call’d Translator General of his age The books alone of his turning into 
English, are sufiicient to make a Country Gentleman a compleat Ld)rary 
WiNSTANLY 

138 hecatomb <The epithet ‘unsully’d’ is probably intended to refer to 
the sacrifices in classical epic the purity of the heifers offered on the altar 
IS often stressed But Theobald’s poems were also ‘imsully’d’ m the sense 
that they had never been thumbed by any reader > 

142 A little Ajax] In duodecimo translated from Sophocles by Ttbbald 
<It is doubtful if this translation (1714) was by Theobald > 

146 With whom my Muse began with whom shall end\ Virg Eel 8 
<ii> A te prinapium, tibi desinet — ^from Theoc <Id xvii i > 

*Ek Ai 6 s ical cs Ala Moiaat 

So Horace <Ep i i, i>, 

Pntna dicte mint, summa dtcende cameena 
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And, lest we err by Wit’s wild, dancing light. 

Secure us kindly in our nauve night 

Ah* still o’er Britain stretch that peaceful wand, 155 

Which lulls th’ Helvetian and Batavian land 

Where rebel to thy throne if Science rise. 

She does but shew her coward face and dies 
There, thy good Scholiasts with unweary’d pains 
Make Horace fiat, and humble Maro’s strains, 160 
Here studious I unlucky moderns save. 

Nor sleeps one error m its father’s grave. 

Old puns restore, lost blunders mcely seek, 

And crucify poor Shakespear once a week 

For thee I dim these eyes, and stuff this head, 165 

With all such readmg as was never read, 

162-3 Nor sleeps one error — Old puns restore^ lost blunders, &c ] As 
where he laboured to prove Shakespear guilty of terrible Anacromsnis, or 
low Conundrums, which Time had cover’d , and conversant in such authors 
as Caxton and Wynktn, rather than in Homer or Chaucer Nay so far had 
he lost his reverence to this incomparable author, as to say in print, He 
deserved to be whtpt An insolence which nothmg sure can parallel! but 
that of Dennis, who can be proved to have declared before Company, that 
Shakespear was a Rascal O temporal 0 mores ^ Scriblerus 

164 And crucify poor Shakespear once a weeK\ For some time, once a 
week or fortnight, he printed m iWwt’s Journal a single remark or poor 
conjecture on some word or pointing of Shakespear, either in his own name, 
or in letters to himself as from others without name Upon these somebody 
made this Epigram, 

*Tis generous Tibald* in thee and thy brothers, 

To help us thus to read the works of others 
Never for this can just returns be shown, 

For who will help us e*er to read thy own^ 

He since publish’d an Edition of Shakespeare with numerous alterations 
of the Text, upon bare Conjectures, either of his own, or of any others who 
sent them to him To which Mr M <Mallet> alludes in those Verses of 
his very fine poem on that occasion < 0 « Verbal Cnticismy 
He with low Industry goes gleaning on. 

From good, from bad, from mean, neglecting none 
His brother Bookworm so, on shelf or stall. 

Will feed alike on Woolston or on Paid 

Such the grave Bird in Northern Seas is found 

(Whose name a Dutchman only knows to sound) 

Where’er the King of fish moves on before. 

This humble friend attends from shore to shore. 

With eye still earnest, and with bill declin’d. 

He picks up what his Patron drops behind , 

With such choice cates his palate to regale. 

And IS the careful Tibbald of a Whale 
166 With all such reading as was never read] Such as Caxton above 
mentioned, the three destructions of Trov by Wynkin, and other like 
classicks 
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For thee supplying^ m the worst of days. 

Notes to dull books, and prologues to dull plays, 

For thee explain a thing till all men doubt it. 

And write about it. Goddess, and about it, 170 

So spins the silkworm small its slender store. 

And labours, ’till it clouds itself all o’er 
Not that my quill to Cntiques was confin’d. 

My Verse gave ampler lessons to mankmd. 

So gravest precepts may successless prove, 175 

But sad examples never fail to move 
As forc’d from wmd-guns, lead itself can fly^ 

And pond’rous slugs cut swiftly thro’ the s^. 

As clocks to weight their mmble motion owe. 

The wheels above urg’d by the load below, 180 

Me, Emptmess and Dulness could mspire, 

And were my Elastiaty and Fire 
Had heav’n decreed such works a longer date, 

Heav’n had decreed to spare the Grubstreet-state, 

But see great Settie to the dust descend, 185 

And all thy cause and empire at an end* 

Cou’d Troy be sav’d hy any single hand. 

His gray-goose-weapon must have made her stand 
But what can I ? my Flaccus cast aside, 

168 Notes to dull hooks f and prologues to dull plays'] As to Cook*s Hesiod^ 
wherejsometimes a note, and sometimes even half a note, are carefully 
owned by him And to Moore’s Comedy of the Rival ModeSy and other 
authors of the same rank These were people who writ about the year 
1726 <James Moore Smythe’s comedy, The Rival Modes, was first 
performed on Jan 27, 1727 Thomas Cooke’s translation of Hesiod was 
published in 1728 > 

177 As forc’d from zoind-guns] The Thought of these four verses is 
found in a poem of our author’s of a very early date (namely writ at 
Fourteen Years old and soon after printed, mtitled, To the Author of a 
Poem call’d Successio,) where they stand thus. 

The heaviest Muse the swiftest course has gone, 

As Clocks run fastest when most Lead is on 
So forc’d from Engines Lead itself can fly, 

And pond’rous Slugs move nimbly thro* the Sky <p 8 > 

183 Had heav’n decreed such works a longer date, &<c] Virg iEn 2 
<64 i ~2> 

Me St coehcolce voluissent ducere vitam 
Has mtht servassent sedes — 

187 Could Tioy be saved — His gray^goose^weapon] Virg ibid <291- 
292> 

— St Pergama dextra 
Defendt possent, etiam hac defensa fuissent 
189 My Flaccus] A familiar manner of speaking used by modern 
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Take up th’ Attorney’s (once my better) Guide ^ 190 

Or rob the Roman geese of all their glories. 

And save the state by cackhng to the Tories ? 

Yes, to my Coimtry I my pen consign. 

Yes, from this moment, mighty Mist* am thme, 

And rival, Curtius * of thy fame and zeal, 195 

O’er head and ears plunge for the pubh<i v^eal 
Adieu my children* better thus esqiire 
Un-stall’d, unsold, thus glorious mount m fire 
Fair without spot, than greas’d by grocer’s hands. 

Or shipp’d with Ward to ape and monkey lands, 200 

Cnticks of a favourite Author Mr T might as justly speak thus of 
Horace^ as a French wit did of Tully seeing his works in a library, Ah f 
mon cher Ctceron f Je U connou hten c^est le meme que Marc Tulle 

190 Take up jA* A ttorney’s Guide] In allusion to his first profession of 
an Attorney 

19 1 Or rob the Roman geese ©*<: ] Relates to the well-known story of 
the geese that saved the Capitol, of which Vtrgtl, Mn 8 <6s5-6> Atq, 
hic auratis vohtans argenteus amer Porticibus^ Gallos in limine adesse 
canehat A passage I have always suspected V^o sees not the Antithesis 
of auratis and argenteus to be unworthy the Virgilian Majesty^ and what 
absurdity to say, a Goose sings^ canehat^ Virgil gives a contrary character 
of the voice of this silly Bird, in Eel 9 {36} — argutos interstrepere 
anser olores Read it therefore adesse strepebat And why auratis porticibus^ 
Does not the very verse preceding this inform us, Romuleo recens horrebat 
regia culmo^ Is this Thatch m one line, and Gold m another, consistent? 
I scruple not (repugnantibus omnibus manuscriptis) to correct it, aurttis 
Horace uses the same epithet in the same sense <Od 1 xii ii-i2>, 

— ^Auritas fidtbus canons 
Ducere quercus 

And to say, that Walls have EarSy is common even to proverb Scribl 

194 Mighty Mist*] Nathaniel Mist was publisher of a famous Tory 
Paper (see notes on 1 <lib > 3 ) in which this Author was sometimes 
permitted to have a part <See A 111 aSn , zyzn , 28671 > 

195 Curtius <M Curtius, the Roman youth who leapt, armed and 
mounted, into the gulf which had opened in the Forum, circa 360 b c > 

197 Adieu my Children (] This is a tender and passionate Apostrophe 
to his own Works which he is going to sacrifice, agreeable to the nature 
of man in great affhction, and reflecting like a parent, on the many miser- 
able fates to which they would otherwise be subject 
— Felix Pnameta virgo ^ 

Jussa mon qua sortitus non pertulit ullos, 

Nec victons hen tetigit captiva cubile ' 

Nos patrid incensdy diversa per cequora vecta^ See 

Virg ^n 3, <321, 323“S> 

200 Ward] Edward Wordy a very voluminous Poet in Hudibrastick 
Verse, but best known by the London Spy, in Prose He has of late Years 
kept a publick house in the City (but in a genteel way) and with his wit, 
humour, and good liquor (Ale) afforded his guests a pleasurable entertain- 
ment, especially those of the High-Church party Jacob Lives of Poets 
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Or wafting ginger, round the streets to go, 

And visit alehouse where ye first did grow ’ 

With that, he lifted thnce the sparkling brand. 

And thnce he dropt it from his qmv’rmg hand 
Then hghts the structure, with averted eyes, 205 

The rowlmg smokes involve the sacrifice 
The openmg clouds disclose each work by turns. 

Now flames old Memnon, now Rodrigo burns, 

In one quick flash see Proserpme expire. 

And last, his own cold iEschylus took fire 210 


vol 2 p 225 Great numbers of his works are yearly sold into the 
Plantations He wrote a wretched thing against our Author, call’d Durgen 
— ^Ward in a Book call’d Apollo’s Maggot, declar’d this account to be a 
great Falsity, protesting that his publi( 5 : house was not in the City, but in 
Moorfields <see p 428) 

202 And vtstt Alehotise] Waller on the Navy <To the King on hu Navy, 
25-26) 

Those towers of Oak o* er fertile plains may go^ 

And vmt Mountains where they once did grow 

203 He lifted thnce the sparkling brandy And thnce he dropt Ovid of 
Althea on the like occasion, burning her Offspring, Met 8 <462-3) 

Turn conata quater ftammis imponere torreniy 
Capta quater tenuit — 

208 Now flames old Memnoriy ^c]Virg ^n 2 <310-12'^ 

— Jam Deiphobi dedit ampla ruvnam 

Vidcano superante, domus, jam proxtmus ardet 

Ucalegon 

208-9 Memnon Rodrigo Proserpine^ Memnon, a Hero m the 
Persian Princess, very apt to take fire, as appears by these lines with which 
he begins the Play 

By heav'n it fires my frozen blood with rage, 

And makes it scald my aged Trunk — 

<frhe Persian Princess (1717), by Theobald ) Rodrigo, the chief person- 
age of the Perfidious Brother, a play written between T and a Watch- 
maker <This tragedy was published in 1715 as being ‘by Mr Theobald * 
The foUowmg year Henry Meystayer, a watchmaker, published a different 
version of the play with a dedication to Theobald, in which he claimed 
that the play was substantially his ) The Rape of Proserpme, one of the 
Farces of this Author, in which Ceres sets fire to a Corn-field, which 
endangered the burning of the Play-house <At the close of Scene V, the 
following stage-direction occurs ‘Ceres here snatches flaming Branches 
from her Tram, and sets the Com etc on Fire ’ — ^This pantomime was 
acted at Covent Garden in 1725 > 

210 Hts own cold ^schylus] He had been (to use an expression of our 
Poet), about Mschylus for ten years, and had received Subscriptions for 
the same, but then went about other Books The character of this tragic 
Poet IS Fire and Boldness m a high degree, but our Author supposes it 
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Then gush’d the tears^ as from the Trojan’s eyes 
When the last blaze sent Ikon to the skies 
Rowz’d by the hght^ old Dulness heav’d the head, 
Then snatch’d a sheet of Thule from her bed. 

Sudden she flies, and whelms it o’er the p3^e 215 

Down sink the flames, and with a hiss expire 
Her ample presence fills up all the place, 

A veil of fogs dilates her awful face. 

Great in her charms ^ as when on Shrieves and May’rs 


to be very much cooled by the translation , Upon sight of a specimen of it, 
was made this Epigram, 

Alas! poor Mschylus^ unlucky Dog* 

Whom once a Lobster killed, and now a Log 
But this IS a grievous error, for Mschylus was not slam by the fall of 
a Lobster on his head, but of a Tortoise, teste Max 1 9 cap 
12 ScRiBL <Theobald contracted with Lmtot in 1713 to translate 
Aeschylus for ten guineas It never appeared See also A 111 31 in > 

212 When the last blaze ] See Virgil, Aen 2, where I would advise 
the reader to peruse the story of Troy's destruction, rather than in Wynktn 
But I caution him alike in both, to beware of a most grievous error, that 
of thinking it was brought about by I know not what Trojan Horse ^ there 
never having been any such thing For first it was not Trojan, being made 
by the Greeks, and secondly it was not a Horse, but a Mare This is clear 
from many verses m Virgil, 

Uterum armato mihte complent — 

Inclusos Utero Danaos — 

Can a horse be said Utero gerere^ Again, 

Uteroq, recusso Insonuere cavce — 

Atq, utero somtum quater arma dedere 
Nay IS it not expressly said, 

Scandit fatahs machina muros 
Foeta armu — 

How IS It possible the word foeta can agree with a horse ^ and indeed can 
It be conceived, that the chaste and Virgin Goddess Pallas would employ 
her self in forming and fashioning the Male of that species^ But this shall 
be proved to a Demonstration in our Virgil Restored Scribler 

214 Thule\ An unfinished Poem of that name, of which one sheet was 
printed fifteen Years ago , by ^ Ph a Northern Author It is an usual 
method of putting out a fire, to cast wet sheets upon it Some Cnticks 
have been of opinion, that this sheet was of the nature of the Asbestos, 
which cannot be consumed by fire , but I rather think it only an allegorical 
allusion to the coldness and heaviness of the wntmg < Thule, by Ambrose 
Philips, was published in the Freethinker, No IX (1718) Philips is called 
a Northern Author* because Pope wishes to suggest that he is a cold 
wnter Cf A 1 103W But the phrase makes a punning allusion to TkuU, 
and perhaps to his well-known ‘wmter-piece,* An Epistle to the Earl 
of Dorset > 

219 Great in her charms ' as when on Shrieves and May'rs 
She looks, and breathes herself into their atrs'\ 
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She looksa and breathes her self into their airs 220 

She bids him wait her to the sacred Dome, 

Well-pleas’d he enter’d, and confess’d his Home 
So spirits endmg their terrestrial race, 

Ascend, and recognize their native place 
Raptur’d, he gazes roimd the dear retreat, 225 

And m sweet numbers celebrates the seat 
Here to her Chosen all her works she shows, 

Prose swell’d to verse. Verse loitrmg into prose. 

How random Thoughts now meanmg chance to find 
Now leave all memory of sense behmd 230 

How Prologues mto Prefaces decay. 

And these to Notes are fritter’d quite away 
How Index-learmng turns no student pale, 

Yet holds the Eel of science by the Tail 

How, with less reading than makes felons ’scape, 235 

Less human gemus than God gives an ape. 

Small thanks to France and none to Rome or Greece, 

A past, vamp’d, future, old, reviv’d, new piece, 

’Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Congreve, and Corneille, 

Can make a Cibber, Johnson, or Ozell 240 


Alma parens confessa Deam, quahsq, viden 
Coehcoks ^ quanta solet — ^Virg 2 

— Et Icetos ocuhs afflarat honor es — Id i <591) 

221 — The sacred Dome] The Cave of Poverty above mentioned, 
where he no sooner enters, but he Reconnoitres the place of his original 
as Plato says the Spirits shall do, at their entrance into the celestial 
Regions His Dialogue of the Immortality of the Soul was translated by 
T in the familiar modem stile of Prithee Pheedo, and For God*s sake 
Socrates printed for B Lintot, 1713 

226 And in sweet nund>ers celebrates the seai\ He writ a Poem call’d the 
Cave of Poverty y which concludes with a very extraordinary Wish, ‘That 
some great Genius, or man of distinguished merit may be starved, m order 
to celebrate her power, and describe her Cave ’ It was printed m octavo, 

171S 

23 s makes felons * scape < ‘Benefit of clergy’ was still available for 
criminals By an act of 5 Anne c 6, it was allowed without the traditional 
reading test > 

240 Can make a Cibber] Mr Colly Cibber, an Author and Actor, of a 
good share of wit, and uncommon vivacity, which are much improved by 
the conversation he enjoys, which is of the best Jacob Lives of Dram 
Poets p 8 Besides 2 Volumes of Plays in 4®, he has made up and trans- 
lated several others Mr Jacob omitted to remark, that he is particularly 
admirable in Tragedy 

240 — Johnson^ Charles Johnson <i679-i748>, famous for writing a 
Play every season, and for being at Button^ every day He had probablv 
thriven better in his Vocation had he been a small matter leaner He may 
justly be called a Martyr to obesity, and to have fallen a victim to the 
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The Goddess then o’er his anointed head. 

With mystic words^ the sacred Opium shed, 

And lo’ her Bird (a monster of a fowl* 

Somethmg betwixt a and Owl) 

Perch’d on his crown ‘All bail * and hail agam, 245 
My son* the promis’d land expects thy reign 
Know, Setde, cloy’d with custard and with praise. 

Is gather’d to the Dull of antient days. 

Safe, where no criucks damn, no duns molest. 

Where Gildon, Banks, and high-born Howard rest 250 
I see a King* who leads my chosen sons 
To lands, that flow with clenches and with puns 
’Till each fam’d Theatre my empire own, 

’Till Albion, as Hiberma, bless my throne * 


rotundity of his parts Cha of the Times, printed by Curl, pag 19 
Some of his Plays are Love in a Forest {Shakespear's As you like it) Wife’s 
Relief (Shtrley*$ Gamester) The Victim (Ractne*s Iphigenia) The Sulta- 
ness (Ractne*s Bajazet, the prologue of which abused Dr Arbuthnoty Mr 
Pqpey and Mr Gay ) The Cobler of Preston^ his own 

240 — And Ozell] Mr John Ozell, if we credit Mr Jacoby did go to 
School in * Leicester shre, where somebody left him something tp live on, 
when he shall letire from business He was designed to be sent to Cam- 
bridge m order for Priesthood, but he chose rather to be placed in an 
Office of accounts in the City, being qualified for the same by his skiU in 
Anthmeticky and writing the necessary hands He has oblig’d the world 
with many translations of Fiench Plays * Jacob Lwes^qfOr^ Poets, 
p 198 <See Pope’s ‘Errata,* p 428 > 

244 A H — r] A strange Bird from Suntzerland <John James 
Heidegger, a Swiss who became manager of the opera-house at Hay- 
market > Here, in the Dublin edition, was absurdly mserted the name of 
an eminent Lawyer and Member of Parliament, who was a man of wit, 
and a friend of the author <1 e John Hungerford (d 1729), who unsuc- 
cessfully defended Christopher Layer, the Jacobite, in 1722 > 

250 Where Gildon, Banks, and high-born Howard rest\ Charles Gildon 
<i665--i724>, a writer of criticisms and libels of the last age He 
published Blounis blasphemous books against the Divinity of Christ, the 
Oracles of reason, ^c <1693) He signalized himself as a Critic, having 
written some very bad plays, abused Mr P very scandalously in an 
anonymous Pamphlet of the Life of Mr Wycherly printed by Curly in 
another called the New Rehearsal printed in 1714, in a third entitled the 
compleat Art of English Poetry, in 2 Volumes, and others > 

250 — Banks’l Was author of the play of the Earl of Essex, Ann 
Boleyn, &c He followed the law as a solhcitor, like Tibbald <John 
Banks wrote seven plays between 1677 and 1696 > 

250 — Hon Edward Howard, Author of the British Princes, and a 
great number of wonderful pieces, celebrated by the late Earls of Dorset 
and Rochester y Duke of Bucktnghamy Mr Waller , ^c <Howard, who 
was known as ‘foolish Ned,’ was the author of six plays The Bnttish 
Princes An Heroick Poeniy published in 1669, was much ridiculed by the 
wits > 
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I see J I see* — ’ Then rapt, she spoke no more 255 
‘God save King Tibbald*’ Gmbstreet alleys roar 
So when Jove’s block descended from on high, 

(As smgs thy great fore-father, Ogilby,) 

Loud thunder to its bottom shook the bog, 

And the hoarse nation croak’d, God save King Log ^ 260 

258 As sings thy great fore-father Msop 'Fsh <i6si> 

where this excellent hemystic is to be found Our author shows here and 
elsewhere, a prodigious Tenderness for a bad miter We see he selects the 
only good passage perhaps in all that ever Ogilby writ, which shows how 
candid and patient a reader he must have been What can be more kind 
and affectionate than these words in the preface to his Poems, 4° 1717 
where he labours to call up all our humanity and forgiveness toward 
them, by the most moderate representation of their case that has ever 
been given by any Author ? ‘Much may be said to extenuate the fault of 
bad Poets "^^at we call a Genius is hard to be distinguished, by a man 
himself, from a prevalent inclination And if it be never so great, he can 
at first discover it no other way, than by that strong propensity, which 
renders him the more liable to be imstaken He has no other method but 
to make the experiment by writing, and so appealing to the judgment of 
others And if he happens to wnte ill (which is certainly no sin in itself) 
he is immediately made the Object of Ridicule I I wish we had the 
humanity to reflect, that even the worst Authors might endeavour to 
please us, and in that endeavour, deserve something at our hands We 
have no cause to quarrel with them, but for their obstinacy in persisting, 
and even that may admit of alleviatmg circumstances For their par- 
ticular friends may be either ignorant, or unsincere, and the rest of the 
world too well-bred, to shock them with a truth, which generally their 
Booksellers are the first that mform them of’ 

But how much all Indulgence is lost upon these people may appear from 
the just Reflection made on their constant Conduct and constant Fate in 
the following Epigram 

Ye little vntSy that glearrid a^while^ 

When P-pe vouSisafd a ray^ 

Alas f deprived of his hind smile. 

How soon ye fade away ' 

To compass Phoebus Car about 
Thus empty Vapours rise, 

Each lends his Cloud, to put Him out 
That reaid him to the Skies 
Alas f those Skies are not your Sphere 
There, He shall ever hum 
Weep, weep and fall ' for Earth ye were. 

And must to Earth return 


End of the First Book 
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BOOK THE SECOND 


High on a gorgeous seat, that far outshone 
Henley’s gilt Tub, or Fleckno’s Insh Throne, 

Or that, where on her Curlls, the Pubhc pours 
All-bounteous, fragrant grains, and golden show’rs. 
Great Tibbald sate The proud Parnassian sneer, 5 


Two things there are, upon which the very Basis of all verbal Criticism 
IS founded and supported The first, that the Author could never fail to 
use the very best word, on every occasion The second, that the Cntick 
cannot chuse but know, which it is This being granted, whenever any 
doth not fully content us, we take upon us to conclude, first that the 
author could never have us’d it, And secondly, that he must have used 
That very one which we conjecture in its stead 

We cannot therefore enough admire the learned ScnbleruSf for his 
alteration of the Text in the two last verses of the preceding book, which 
in all the former editions stood thus 


Hoarse Thunder to its bottom shook the bog, 

And the loud nation croaked, God save K Log! 

He has with great judgment transposed these two epithets, putting hoarse 
to the Nation, and loud to the Thunder And this being evidently the true 
reaing, he vouchsafed not so much as to mention the former. For which 
assertion of the just right of a Cntick, he merits the acknowledgement of 
all sound Commentators 

I High on a gorgeous seat] Parody of Milton K^Par Lost, 11 i-5^» 

High on a throne of royal state, that far 
Outshone the wealth of Ormus and of Ind, 

Or where he gorgeous East with richest hand 
ShowWs on her Kings barbaric pearl and gold, 

Satan exalted sate, 


2 Henley’^ gilt Tub] The pulpit of a Dissenter is usually called a Tub 
but that of Mr Orator Henley was covered with velvet, and adorned with 
gold He had also a fair altar, and over it this extraordinary inscription. 
The Primitive Eucharist See the history of this person, book 3 verse 195 

2 Or Fleckno’s Iruh Throne] Richard Flecknoe <d 1678?) was an 
Irish Priest, but had laid aside (as himself expressed it) the M^hanick 
part of Pnesthood He pnnted some Plays, Poems, Letters and Travels 
I doubt not our Author took occasion to mention him in respect to the 
Poem of Mr Dry den, to which this bears some resemblance, tho’ of a 
character more different from it than that of the AEneid from the Iliad, or 
the Lutnn of Boileau from the Defaite des Bouts nmehs of Sarcuari 

3 Or that, where on her Curls etc ] Edm Curl stood in the Pillory at 

Channg-Cross, in March, 1727-8 , tt ^ ^1- * 4. 

N B Mr Curl loudly complain’d of this Note as an Untruth, protesting 
‘that he stood in the Pillory not in March but in February , And of 
another on Verse 144 Saying, ‘he was not tost in a Blanket, but a Rug 
Curhad iniz'' 1729 P^S 19 and 25 <See p 4^9 > ^ , , , 

4 grains <The refuse malt left after brewmg By golden show rs 
Pope no doubt intends to suggest the yolk of rotten eggs > 
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The conscious simper, and the jealous leer. 

Mix on his look All eyes direct their rays 
On him, and crowds grow foohsh as they gaxe 
Not with more glee, by hands Pontific crowned, 

With scarlet hats, wide wavmg, circled round, 10 

Rome in her Capitol saw Querno sit, 

Thron’d on sev’n hills, the Antichrist of Wit 
To grace this honour’d day, the Queen proclaims 
By herald hawkers, high, heroic Games 
She summons all her sons An endless band 15 

Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the land, 

A motley mixture* m long wigs, in bags. 

In silks, m crapes, m garters, and m rags. 

From drawing rooms, from colleges, from garrets. 

On horse, on foot, m hacks, and gilded chariots, 20 
All who true dunces in her cause appear’d, 

And all who knew those dunces to reward 
Amid that Area wide she took her stand. 

Where the tall May-pole once o’erlook’d the Strand, 

But now, so Anne and Piety ordain, 25 

A Church collects the saints of Drury-lane 
With Authors, Stationers obey’d the caU, 

The field of glory is a field for il, 

Glory, and gam, th’ industrious tribe provoke, 

And gentle Dulness ever loves a joke 30 

A Poet’s form she plac’d before their eyes, 

n Querno] Camillo Quemo was of Apulia, who hearing the great 
encouragement which Leo the tenth gave to Poets, travelled to Rome with 
a Hatp m his hand, and sung to it twenty thousand verses of a Poem called 
Alexias He was introduced as a Buffoon to Leo, and promoted to the 
honour of the Laurel, a jest, which the Court of jRome and the Pope 
himself entred into so far, as to hold a solemn Festival on his Coronation, 
at which It IS recorded the Poet himself was so transported, as to weep for 
joy He was ever after a constant frequenter of the Pope’s Table, drank 
abundantly, and poured forth verses without number Paulus Jovius, 
Ehg Vir doct ch 7a Some idea of his Poetry is given us by Fam Strada 
in his Prolusions <For furthei details about Camillo Querno, see ‘Of the 
Poet Laureate,’ p 802 f > 

14 hawkers <The ‘hawker* frequently cried newspapers and news m 
the streets > 

17 bags <1 e bag-wigs, in which the hair was enclosed m an orna- 
mental l^g > 

27 Stationers <1 e booksellers > 

31 A Poefs Form fefc ] This is what Jfuno does to deceive Tumus, Mn 
10 <636-40) 

Turn dea md>e cava, tenuem sine viribus umbram, 

Infaaem Mnece {vtsu mvrabtle monstnim) 
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And bad the nimblest racer seize the prize. 

No meagre, muse-rid mope, adust and thm. 

In a dun night-gown of his own loose skin. 

But such a bulk as no twelve bards could raise, 35 
Twelve starvelmg bards of these degen’rate days 
All as a partridge plump, full-fed, and fair. 

She form’d this image of well-bodied air, 

With pert fiat eyes she wmdow’d well its head, 

A bram of feathers, and a heart of lead, 

And empty words she gave, and soimdmg strain. 

But senseless, lifeless* Idol void and vain* 

Never was dash’d out, at one lucky hit, 

A Fool, so )ust a copy of a Wit, 

So like, that criticks said and courtiers swore, 45 

A wit It was, and call’d the phantom. More 


Dardamts omat tehsy clypeumque jubasque 

Dtmm assvmilat capiUs Dat mania verba. 

Dot sine mente sonum 

The Reader will observe how exactly some of these verses suit with their 
allegorical application here to a Plagiary There seems to me a great 
propriety in this Episode, where such an one is imag’d by a phantom that 
deludes the grasp of the expecting Bookseller 
33-42 adtisf\ <1 e atrabilious, sallow > 

35 But such a bulk etc ] Vtrg iAen xii, 899-900) 

Vtx illud lecti bts sex — 

Quaha nunc homtnum producit corpora tellus 
43 Never was daskd out, ^c ] Our author here seems wilhng to give 
some account of the possibility of Dulness making a Wtt, (which could be 
done no other way than by chance ) The fiction is the more reconcile to 
probability by the known story of Apelles, who being at a loss to express 
the foam of Alexander* % horse, dash’d his pencil in despair at the picture, 
and happen’d to do it by that fortunate stroke 

46 And calVd the phantom, More] Curl in his Key to the Dunciad, 
affirm’d this to he James Moore Smyth, Esq, and it is probable (consider- 
ing what is said of him in the Testimonies) that some might fancy our 
author obliged to represent this gentleman as a Plagiary, or to pass for one 
himself His case indeed was like that of a man I have heard of, who as he 
was sitting in company, perceived his next neighbour had stollen his 
handkerchief ‘Sir’ (said the Thief, finding himself detected) ‘do not 
expose me, I did it for mere want be so good but to take it privately out 
of my pocket again, and say nothing ’ The honest man did so, but the 
other cry’d out, ‘See Gentlemen * what a Thief we have among usl look, 
he is stealing my handkerchief’ , ^ , ii,j 

Some time before, he had borrowed of Dr Arbuthnot a paper caU d an 
Historico-physical account of the South- Sea, and of Mr P<^e the 
Memoirs of a Parish Clark, which for two years he kept, and read to the 
Rev Dr Young, — Bdlers, Esq, and many others, as his own Being 
apply’d to for them, he pretended they were lost, but there happenmg to 
be another copy of the latter, it came out in Smft and Pope*z Miscellames 
Upon this, It seems he was so far mistaken as to confess his proceedmg by 
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All gaze with ardour somej, a Poet’s name. 
Others, a sword-knot and lac’d suit mfiame 
But lofty Lmtot m the circle rose. 


an endeavour to hide it unguardedly printing (in the Daily Journal of 
Apr 3 1728 ) ‘That the contempt which he and others had for those 
pieces’ (which only himself had shown, and handed about as his own) 
‘occasion’d their being lost, and for that cause only, not return’d ’ A fact, 
of which as none but he could be conscious, none but he could be the 
publisher of it The Plagiarisms of this person gave occasion to the 
following Epigram 

M — ^re always smiles whenever he recites 
He smiles (you think) approving what he writes, 

And yet in this no Vanity is shown, 

A modest man may like whafs not his own 

This young Gentleman’s whole misfortune was too inordinate a passion 
to be thought a Wit Here is a very strong instance, attested by Mr 
Savage son of the late Earl Rivers, who having shown some verses of his 
in manuscript to Mr Moore, wherein Mr Pope was call’d first of the 
tuneful tram, Mr Moore the next morning sent to Mr Savage to desire 
him to give those verses another turn, to wit, ‘That Pope might now be the 
first, because Moore had left him unrival’d in turning his style to Comedy ’ 
This was during the rehearsal of the Rival Modes, his first and onlv work, 
the Town condemn’d it in the action, but he printed it in 1726-7 with this 
modest Motto, 

Hic ccestus, artemque repono 

The smaller pieces which we have heard attributed to this author, are. 
An Epigram on the Bridge at Blenheim, by Dr Evans, Cosmelia, by Mr 
Pit, Mr Jones, &c The Mock-marriage of a mad Divine, v ith a Cl — for 
a Parson, by Dr W <1 e Dr Wagstaff?) The Saw-pit, a Simile, by a 
Friend <The italics here possibly indicate that Dr Robert Freind (1667- 
1751) is intended > Certain Physical works on Sir James Baker, and 
some unown’d Letters, Advertisements and Epigrams against our author 
m the Daily Journal <See *A List of Books, Papers ’ P 43 For Sir 
James Baker, see below, 11 279^ > 

Nothwithstanding wW is here collected of the Person imagin’d by 
Curl to be meant in this place, we cannot be of that opinion, since our 
Poet had certainly no need of vindicating half a dozen verses to himself 
which every reader had done for him, since the name itself is not spell’d 
Moore but More, and lastly, smce the learned Scnblerus has so well 
prov’d the contrary 

46 The Phantom, More] It appears from hence that this is not the 
name of a real person, but fictitious, More from fiwpos, stultus, fjuapia, 
stulutia, to represent the folly of a Plagiary Thus Erasmus Admonuit me 
Mon cognomen tibi, quod tarn ad Monae vocabulum accedit quam es ipse a 
re alienus Dedication of Monce Encomion to Sir Tho More, the Farewell 
of which may be our Author’s to his Plagiary Vale More^ & Monam 
tuam gnamter defends Adieu More, and be sure strongly to defend thy ozm 
folly SCRIBLERUS 

48 sword-knot <A foppish adornment, such as a ribbon or tassel, to 
the sword > 

49 Bui lofty Lmtot] We enter here upon the episode of the Booksellers 
persons, whose names being more known and famous in the learned 
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‘This prize is mine, who tempt it, are my foes 50 

With me began this gemus, and shall end ’ 

He spoke, and who with Lmtot shall contend ^ 

Fear held them mute Alone untaught to fear, 

Stood dauntless Curl, ‘Behold that rival here* 


world than those of the authors in this Poem, do therefore need less 
explanation The action of Mr Lmtot here imitates that of Dares in Vzrgtl 
(^Aen , V 381 ff>, rising just in this manner to lay hold on a Bull This 
eminent Bookseller printed the Ihval Modes above-mentioned 

54, ] Something hke this is in Homer, II 10 ver 220 of Dtomed 

Two different manners of the same author in his Similes, are also 
imitated in the two following, the first of the Bailiff, is short, unadorned, 
and (as the Critics well know) horn familiar life, the second of the Water- 
fowl more extended, picturesque, and from rural life The 55 th verse is 
likewise a literal translation of one in Homer 

54 Stood dauntless Curl, ] We come now to a character of much 
respect, that of Mr Edmond Curl As a plain repetition of great actions is 
the best praise of them, we shall only say of this eminent man, that he 
earned the Trade many lengths beyond what it ever before had arrived at, 
and that he was the envy and admiration of all his profession He possest 
himself of a command over all authors whatever, he caus’d them to wnte 
what he pleas’d, they could not call their very names their own He was 
not only famous among these, he was taken notice of by the State, the 
Church, and the Law, and received particular marks of distinction from 


each 

It will be own’d that he is here introduc’d with all possible dignity he 
speaks like the intrepid Diomed, he runs like the swift-footed Achilles, if 
he falls, ’tis like the beloved Nisus, and (what Homer makes to be the 
chief of all praises) he is favour'd of the Gods He says but three words, and 
his pra>er is heard, «a Goddess conveys it to the seat oi Jupiter Tho’ he 
loses the prize, he gains the victory, the great Mother her self comforts 
him, she inspires him with expedients, she honours him with an immortal 
present (such as Achilles receives from Thetis and JEneas from Venus) 
at once instructive and prophetical After this, he is unrival’d and 

triumphant r t r 1 

The tribute our author here pays him, is a grateful return for sever^ 
unmented obligations Many weighty animadversions on the Publick 
affairs, and many excellent and diverting pieces on Private persons, has he 
given to his name If ever he ow’d two verses to any other, he ow d Mi 
Curl some thousands He was every day extending his fame, and inlarging 
his writings witness innumerable instances * but it shall suffice only to 
mention the Court-Poems, which he meant to publish as the work of the 
true writer, a Lady of quality, but being first threaten d, and afterwards 
punish’d, for it by Mr Pope, he generously transferr’d it from her to km, 
and has now printed it twelve years in his name The single tinie that ever 
he spoke to C was on that affair, and to that happy incident he owes all 
the favours since received from him So true is the saying of Dr Sydenham, 
that ‘any one shall be, at some time or other, the better or the worse, for 
havmg but seen or spoken to a good, or a bad man <CurU published 
Court Poems on March 23, 1716 In the Advertisement the reader given 
to understand that they may be the work either of a Lajo y of Quahty 
(1 e Lady Mary Wortley Montagu), or of ‘Mr Gay,’ or of ‘the Judiaous 
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The race by vigor, not by vaunts is won, 55 

So take the hindmost Hell ’ — ^He said, and nm 
Swift as a bard the bailiff leaves behind. 

He left huge Lmtot, and out-stript the wmd 
As when a dab-chick waddles thro’ the copse. 

On feet and wmgs, and flies, and wades, and hops, 60 
So lab’nng on, with shoulders, hands, and head. 

Wide as a wmdmiU all his figure spread, 

With legs expanded Bernard urg’d the race. 

And seem’d to emulate great Jacob’s pace 

Full m the middle way there stood a lake, 65 

Which Curl’s Comma chanc’d that mom to make, 

(Such was her wont, at early dawn to drop 
Her evenmg cates before his neighbour’s shop,) 

Here fortim’d Curl to shde, loud shout the band. 

And Bernard ^ Bernard^ rmgs thro’ all the Strand 70 


Translator of Homer* (1 e Pope) The publication was unauthorized 
Pope’s reply was the famous emetic administered to Curll > 

56 So take the hindmost Hell\ Horace de Art <417) 

Occupet extremum scabies, mihi turpe rehnqui est 
60 On feet, and wings, &c ] Milton <P<a!r Lost, 11 947-50), 

So eagerly the fiend 

O^er bog, o*er steep, thro* strait, rough, dense, or rare. 

With head, hands, wings, or feet, pursues his way. 

And swims, or sinks, or wades, or creeps, or flies 

66 Curl’^ Corinna] This name it seems was taken by one Mrs T 

<1 e Thomas), who procured some private Letters of Mr Pope*s, while 
almost a boy, to Mr Cromwell, and sold them without the consent of 
either of those gentlemen to Curl, who printed them in 12° 1727 He has 
discover’d her to be the publisher in his Key, p 1 1 But our Poet had no 
thought of reflecting on her in this passage , on the contrary, he has been 
inform’d she is a decent woman and in misfortunes We only take this 
opportunity of mentioning the manner in which those Letters got abroad, 
which the author was asham’d of as very trivial things, full not only of 
levities, but of wrong judgments of men and books, and only excusable 
from the youth and inexperience of the writer <Curll justified his publica- 
tion of the letters on the grounds that ‘Mr Cromwell made a free present 
of them to the Gentlewoman and when she had an Inclination to 
dispose of them otherwise, I see no reason she had to ask either Mr 
CromwelPs or Mr Pope’s leave for so doing *) 

69 Herefortun*d Curl to slide] Virg Mn 5 <329-30, 333) of Nisus 

Ldbitur tnfelix, ccesis ut forte juvencis 

Fusus humum vtndesq, super madefecerat herhas — 

Concidit, immundoque fimo, sacroque cruore 

70 And Bernard, Bernard] Virg Ed 6 <44) 

— Ut littus, Hyla, Hyla, omne sonaret 
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Obscene with filth the Miscreant hes bewray’da 
Fal’n m the plash his wickedness had lay’dj 
Then first (if Poets aught of truth declare) 

The caitiff Vaticide conceiv’d a prayer 

‘Hear Jove> whose name my bards and I adore, 75 
As much at least as any God’s, or more, 

And him and his if more devotion warms, 

Down with the Bible, up with the Pope’s Arms ’ 

A place there is, betwixt earth, air and seas, 

Where from Ambrosia, Jove retires for ease 80 

There m his seat two spaaous Vents appear. 

On this he sits, to that he leans his ear. 

And hears the various Vows of fond mankmd. 

Some beg an eastern, some a western wind 

All vam petitions, mountmg to the sky, 85 

With reams abundant this abode supply, 


71 Obscene with filthy &c ] Tho* this incident may seem too low and 
base for the dignity of an Epic Poem, the learned very well know it to be 
but a copy of Homer and Virgil, the very words ovdos and Fittius are used 
by them, tho’ our Poet (in compliance to modem nicety) has remarkably 
enrich’d and colour’d his language, as well as rais’d the versification, in 
these two Episodes Mr Dryden in Mac^Fleckno has not scrupled to 
mention the Morning Toast at which the fishes bite in the Thames y Fusing 

Allyy Rehques of the JBnm, Whipstichy Kiss my y See but our author 

is more grave, and (as a fine writer <Addison> says of Virgil in his 
Georgies) tosses about his Dung with an air of Majesty If we consider that 
the Exercises of his Authors could with justice be no higher than Tickling^ 
Chatfringy Braying y or Divingy it was no easy matter to invent such Games 
as were proportion’d to the meaner degree of Booksellers In Homer and 
Virgil, Ajax and Nisus, the persons drawn in this phght are Heroes y 
whereas here they are such, with whom it had been great impropriety to 
have join’d any but vile ideas , besides the natural connection there is, 
between Libellers and common Nusances Nevertheless I have often 
heard our author own, that this part of his Poem was (as it frequently 
happens) what cost him most trouble, and pleas’d him least but that he 
hoped ’twas excusable, since levell’d at such as understand no delicate 
satire Thus the politest men are sometimes obliged to swear, when they 
happen to have to do with Porters and Oyster-wenches 

74 Vaticide <The poet was often called votes Curll was a vaticide 
because he was a murderer of poets, either by paying them too little, or 
by producing inaccurate editions of their works > 

78 the Bible, the Pope’s Arms] The Bible, CurVs sign, the Cross-ke>s, 
I intofs 

79 See Lucianos Icaro-Menippus where this Fiction is more extended 
A place there is, betwixt ecurlk, atr and seas'\ Ovid Met 12 <39“4<^> 

Orbe locus medio est, inter terrasq, fretumq 
Ccelestesq, plagas 
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Amus’d he reads, and then returns the bills 
Sign’d with that Ichor which from Gods disulls 
In office here fair Cloacma stands, 

And ministers to Jove with purest hands, 90 

Forth from the heap she pick’d her Vot’ry’s pray’r. 

And plac’d it next him, a distmction rare* 

Oft, as he fish’d her nether realms for wit, 

The Goddess favour’d him, and favours yet 
Renew’d by ordure’s sympathetic force, 95 

As oil’d with magic juices for the course, 

Vig’rous he rises, from th’ effiuvia strong 
Imbibes new life, and scours and stinks along. 

Re-passes Lmtot, vmdicates the race. 

Nor heeds the brown dishonours of lus face 100 

And now the Victor stretch’d his eager hand 
Where the tall Nothmg stood, or seem’d to stand, 

A shapeless shade* it melted from his sight. 

Like forms m clouds, or visions of the mght * 

To seize his papers, Curl, was next thy care, 105 

His papers hght, fly diverse, tost m air 
Songs, sonnets, epigrams the winds uphft. 


88 Alludes to Homer ^ Ihad 5 ^ ^ 

— pie 8* dfMpporov alp^a dioio^ 

*1x^9 OIOS Trip T€ piet, fj-oKapecrai Beo tow 
A stream of nectarom humour issuing flowed, 

SangutUy such as celestial Spirits may Meed 

Milton <JPar Lost, vi 332-3^ 

89 Cloacind\ The Roman Goddess of the Common-shores 

93 Oft as he fish'd, See ] See the Preface to Smft and Pope's Miscel- 
lanies <Tt has been humourously said, that some have fished the very 
Jakes, for Papers left there by Men of Wit ' Miscellanies tn Prose and 
Verse, 1727, 1 12 > 

96 As ofiVd with magic juices] Alluding to the opinion that there are 
Ointments us’d by Witches to enable them to fly in the air, &c 

100 the brown dishonours] Virg AEn 5 <357-8> 

faciem ostentabat, & udo 

Turpia membra firno 

103 A shapeless shade, Sec ] Virg Mn 6 <701-2) 

Effugjt imago 

Par levthus ventis, voluenque simdhma somno 

105 To seisse his papers <Cf Pope’s note to 11 66 > 

106 Hu papers light, Virg ^Aen , vi 74-5) of the Sybil’s leases, 

Carmina — turbata volent rapidu Ludibrta Ventis 
The persons mentioned m the next line are some of those, whose Writ- 
ings, Epigrams or Jests, he had own’d 

107 sonnets <i e short poems > 
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And whisk ’em back to Evans, Young, and Swift 
Th’ embroider’d Suit, at least, he deem’d his prey. 

That smt, an impaid Taylor snatch’d away^ iro 

No rag, no scrap, of all the beau, or wit. 

That once so flutter’d, and that once so writ 
Heav’n rmgs with laughter Of the laughter vam, 
Dulness, good Queen, repeats the jest agam 
Three wicked imps of her own Grubstreet Choir 115 
She deck’d like Congreve, Addison, and Prior, 

Mears, Warner, Wflkms run Delusive thought* 

Breval, Besaleel, Bond, the Varlets caught 


108 Evans <Abel Evans (1679--1737) clergyman and minor poet > 

no An unpaid Taylor\ This hne has been loudly complain’d of (in 
Misty June 8 <i738> Dedic to Sawney <by James Ralph), and others) 
as a most inhuman satire on the Poverty of Poets but it is thought our 
author would be acquitted by a Jury of Taylors To me this mstance seems 
unluckily chosen, if it be a satire on any body, it must be on a bad 
Paymaster, since the person they have here apply’d it to was a man of 
Fortune <Moore Smythe had run through his fortune by 1727, and was 
unable to meet his creditors Pope tSy m fact, sneering at his poverty The 
printing of ‘Paymaster’ m capitals is accounted for by the fact that his 
grandfather, William Smythe, paymaster of the band of Gentlemen- 
Pensioners, had obtained for him the reversion to this place on condition 
that he assumed the additional name of Smythe > Not but Poets mav 
well be jealous of so great a prerogative as Non-payment which Mr 
Dennis so far asserts as boldly to pronoimce, that *if Homer himself was not 
m debt, it was because no body would trust him ’ {Pref to Rem on the 
Rape of the Locky p 15 ) 

1 16 Like Congreve, Addison, and Prior] These Authors being such 
whose names will reach postenty, we shall not give any account of them, 

but proceed to those of whom it is necessary Besaleel Morns was 

author of some Satyrs on the Translators of Homei (Mr Ticket and our 
author) with many other things printed m News-papers — Bond wnt a 
Satyr agamst Mr P — Capt Breval was author of The Confederatesy an 
ingenious dramatic performance, to expose Mr P Mr Gay, Dr Arb and 
some Ladies of quality Curl, iCey, p ii 

1 17 MearSy Warner , Wilkins'\ Booksellers and Printers of much 
anonymous stuff 

1 18 Brevaly Besaleely Bond] I foresee it will be objected from this line, 
that we were in an error in our assertion on verse 46 of this Book, that 
More was a fictitious name, since these persons are equally represented by 
the Poet as phantoms So at first sight it may seem, but be not deceived, 
Reader! these also are not real persons ’Tis true Curl declares Breval a 
Captain, author of a Libel call’d The Confederates But the same Curl first 
said It was written by Joseph Gay Is his second assertion to be credited 
anv more than his first? He likewise affirms Bond to be one who wnt a 
Satire on our Poet, but where is such a Satire to be found? where was such 
a Writer ever heard of? As for Besaleely it carries Forgery m the very name, 
nor IS It, as the others are, a surname Thou may’st depend on it no such 
authors ever lived All phantoms ! S CR i b leru s 
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Curl stretches after Gay, but Gay is gone. 

He grasps an empty Joseph for a John! 120 

So Proteus, hunted m a nobler shape. 

Became when seiz’d, a Puppy, or an Ape 
To him the Goddess ‘Son* thy gnef lay down. 

And turn this whole illusion on the town 
As the sage dame, experienc’d m her trade, 125 

By names of Toasts retails each batter’d jade, 

(Whence hapless Monsieur much complams at Pans 
Of wrongs from Duchesses and Lady Mary’s) 

Be thme, my stationer ^ this magic gift, 

Cook shsll be Prior, and Concanen, Swift, 130 

120 Joseph Gay, a fictitious name put by Curl before several pamphlets, 
which made them pass with many for Mr Gay*s <‘Joseph Gay* first 
appeared m 1716, when the name was used to conceal the authorship of a 
poem, The Hoop-Petticoat, by Francis Chute Later, J D BrevaPs The 
Confederates (1717) was said to be by Joseph Gay, and several other 
compositions published in 1718-19 were attributed to diis imagmary 
author > 

124 turn this whole tUuston Sfc ] It was a common practice of this 
Bookseller, to publish vile pieces of obscure hands under the names of 
eminent authors 

127-8 hapless Monsieur Lady Mary^s <See Sober Advice, I 53^, 
p 669 > 

130 Cook shall be Prior] The man here specify’d was the son of a 
Muggletonian, who kept a Publick-house at Braintree in Essex He writ a 
thing call’d The Battle of Poets <i72S>, of which Philips and Welsted 
were the heroes, and wherein our author was attack’d in his moral char- 
acter, m relation to his Homer and Shakespear He writ moreover a Farce 
of Penelope, in the preface of which also he was squinted at (fPenelope, A 
Dramatic Opera (1728) was the joint work of Cooke and John Mottley 
(1 692-1 75o)> and some malevolent things in the British, London and 
Daily Journals At the same time the honest Gentleman wrote Letters to 
Mr P m the strongest terms protesting his innocence His chief work was 
a translation of Hesiod, to which Theobald writ notes, and half-notes, as 
hath already been said 

And Concanen, Swift] Matthew Concanen, an Irishman, an anonymous 
slanderer, and publisher of other men’s slanders, particularly on Dr 
Swift to whom he had obligations, and from whom he had received both 
m a collection of Poems for his benefit and otherwise, no small assistance. 
To which Smedley (one of his brethren in enmity to Swift) alludes in his 
Metam of Scnblerus,p 7 accusmg him of having ‘boasted of what he had 
not written, but others had revis’d and done for him * He was also author 
of several scurrilities in the British and London Journals , and of a pamphlet 
call’d a Supplement to the Profund, wherein he deals very unfairly with our 
Poet, not only frequently blaming Mr Broome^s verses as his, (for which 
he might indeed seem in some degree accountable, having corrected what 
that gentleman did) but those of the Duke of Buckingham, and others To 
this rare piece, some-body humorously caus’d him to take for his motto, 
De profundis clamavt 

He was since a hired Scribler in the Daily Courant, where he pour’d 
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So shall each hostile name become our own^ 

And we too boast our Garth and Addison ’ 

With that she gave him (piteous of his case^ 

Yet smilmg at his ruful length of face) 

forth much Billingsgate against the Lord Bolingbroke and others, after 
which this man was surpnzmgly promoted to administer Justice and Law 
in Jamaica 

132 And we too boast our Garth and Addison] Nothing is more remark- 
able than our author*s love of praising good writers He has celebrated Sir 
Isaac Newton, Mr Dryden, Mr Congreve, Mr Wycherley, Dr Garth, Mr 
Walsh, Duke of Buckingham, Mr Addison, Lord Lansdown , in a word, 
almost every man of his time that deserved it It was very difficult to have 
that pleasure in a poem on This subject, yet he foimd means to insert their 
panegyrick, and here has made even Dulness out of her own mouth 
pronounce it It must have been particularly agreeable to him to celebrate 
Dr Garth, both as his constant friend thro* life, and as he was his pre- 
decessor in this kind of Satire The Dispensary attack’d the whole Body 
of Apothecaries, a much more useful one imdoubtedly than that of the 
bad Poets (if in truth this can be call’d a Body, of which no two members 
ever agreed) It also did what Tihhald says is unpardonable, drew in parts 
of private character, and introduced persons independent of his Subject 
Much more would Boileau have mcurr’d his censure, who left all subjects 
whatever on all occasions, to fall upon the bad Poets , which it is to be 
fear’d wou’d have been more immediately His concern 

But certainly next to commending good Writers, the greatest service to 
learning is to expose the bad, who can only that one way be made of any 
use to It This truth is very well set forth in these lines, addrest to our 
Author 

The craven Rook, and pert Jackdaw, 

{Tho' neither Birds of moral kind) 

Yet serve, if hang'd, or stuff d with straw. 

To show us, which way blows the wind 
Thus dirty Knaves or chattering Fools, 

Strung up by dozens in thy Lay, 

Teach more by half than Dennis’ rules 
And point Instruction evWy way 
With Egypt’i art thy pen may strive 
One potent drop let this but shed, 

And ev^ry Rogue that stunk alive 
Becomes a precious Mummy dead 

133 piteous of hts case, 

Yet smiling at his ruful length of face'} 

Virg Mn 5 <358, 350-i> 

Risit pater optimus illi 

Me liceat casum miseran msontis amici 

Sic fatus, ter gum Gcetuh irrmane leonis, &c 

134 Ruful length efface} ‘The decrepid person or figure of a man are no 
reflections upon his Genius An honest mmd will love and esteem a man 
of worth, tho’ he be deform’d or poor Yet the author of the Dunciad hath 
libeirdapersonforhisni/w/Zengt/io//(flc«'’MiST’sJouRN JuneZ This 
Genius and man of worth whom an honest mind should love, is Mr Curl 
True It is, he stood in the Pillory , an accident which will len^hcn the facd 
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of any man tho’ it were e\er so comely, therefore is no reflection on the 
natuial beauty of Mr Curl But as to reflections on any man’s Face, or 
Figure, Mr Denms saith es^-cellently , ‘Natural deformity comes not by our 
fault, ’tis often occasioned by calamities and diseases, which a man can no 
more help, than a monster can his deformity There is no one misfortune, 

and no one disease, but what all the rest of men are subject to 

But the deformity of this Author <viz Pope) is visible, present, lasting, 
unalterable, and peculiar to himself it is the mark of God and Nature 
upon him, to give us warning that we should hold no society with him, as 
a creature not of our original, nor of our species And they who have 
refused to take this warning which God and Nature have given them, and 
have in spite of it by a senseless presumption, ventur’d to be familiar with 
him, have severely suffer’d, fife *Tis certain his original is not from 
Adam, but from the Devil,’ fife Dennis and Giedon Char act of Mr 
P 8® 1716 

It is admirably observ’d by Mr Dennis against Mr Law ^ The Stage 
Defended, 1726), p 33 ‘That the language of Billingsgate can never be 
the language of Charity, nor consequently of Christianity * I should else be 
tempted to use the language of a Critick For what is moie provoking to a 
Commentator, than to behold his author thus pourtrayed? Yet I consider 
It really hurts not Him , whereas maliciously to call some others dull, might 
do them prejudice with a world too apt to believe it Therefore tho’ Mr D 
may call another a little ass or a young toad, far be it from us to call him a 
toothless Iton, or an old serpent Indeed, had I written these notes (as was 
once my intent) in the learned language, I might have given him the 
appellations of Balatro, Calceatum caput, or Scurra tn tnvns, being phrases 
m good esteem, and frequent usage among the best learned But m our 
mother-tongue were I to tax any Gentleman of the Dunciad, surely it 
should be in words not to the vulgar intelligible, whereby Christian 
charity, decency, and good accord among authors, might be preserved 
SCRIBLERtJS 

The good Scnblerus here, as on all occasions, eminent^ shows his 
Humamty But it was far otherwise with the Gentlemen of the Dunciad, 
whose scurrilities were always Personal They went so far as to libel an 
eminent Sculptor for making our author’s Busto in marble, at the request 
of Mr Gibbs the Architect which Rhimes had the undeserv’d honour to 

be answer’d in an Impromptu by the Earl of B 

Well, Sir, suppose, the Busto’5 a damned head, 

Suppose, that Pope’^ an Elf, 

All he can say for^t is, he neither made 
The Busto nor Himself 
And by another Person of Quality, 

Rvsbrake, to make a Pope of Stone, 

Must labour hard and sore. 

But It would cost him Idbour none. 

To make a Stone of Moor 

<John Michael Rysbrack (1693-1770) came to England in 1720 from 
Holland, and soon established himself as a favounte sculptor — The 
‘Moor* of the second epigram is James Moore Smythe > Their Scurrili- 
ties were of that nature as provoked every honest man but Mr Pope, yet 
never to be lamented, since they occasion’d the following amiable Verses 
<by D Lewis (1683^-1760) > 

While Malice, Pope, denies thy page 
Ifs ovm celestial Fire, 
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A shaggy Tap’stry, worthy to be spread 
On Codrus’ old^ or Dimton’s modem bed, 
Instructive work^ whose wry-mouth’d portraiture 
Display’d the fates her confessors endure 


While CnticSy and while Bards tn rage 
Admiring won't admire. 

While wayward Pens thy worth assail^ 

And envious Tongues decry, 

These Times tho' many a Friend bewail. 

These Times bewail not I 

But when the World's loud Preuse is thine, 

And Spleen no more shall blame. 

When with thy Homer Thou shah shine 
In one establish'd Fame, 

When none shall rail, and eo'ry Lay 
Devote a Wreath to Thee, 

That Day {for come it will) that Day 
Shall I lament to see 

135 A shaggy Tap'stryl A sorry kind of Tapestry frequent in old Inns, 
made of worsted or some coarser stuff like that which is spoken of 
by Doctor Donne <Satire iv, 225-6 Cf also E on C , 587 (p i62)> — 
Faces as frightful as theirs who whip Chrut in old hangings The imagery 
■w oven in it alludes to the mantle of Cloanthus in JEn 5 <250-7 > 

136 On Codrus* old, or Dunton’^ modern hed\ Of Codrus the Poet’s bed 
see Juvenal, describing his poverty very copiously Sat 3 v 203, 

Lectus erat Codro, &c 
Codrus had but one bed, so short to boot, 

That his short Wife's short legs hung dangling out 
His cupboard's head six earthen pitchers grac'd. 

Beneath them was his trusty tankard plac'd 
And to support this noble Plate, there lay 
A bending Chiron, cast from honest clay 
His few Greek hooks a rotten chest contain'd. 

Whose covers much of mouldiness complain'd. 

Where mice and rats devour'd poetic bread. 

And on Heroic Verse luxuriously were fed 
'Tis true, poor Codrus nothing had to boast. 

And yet poor Codrus all that nothing lost 

Dryd 

But Mr C<fincanerC) in his dedication of the Letters Advertisements 
^c to the Author of the Dunciad, assures us, that Juvenal never satyrized 
the poverty of Codrus ' 

John Dunton was a broken Bookseller and abusive scribler he writ Neck 
or Nothing <1713), a violent satyr on some Ministers of State, The 
darker of a death-bed repentance, a libel on the late Duke of Devonshire and 
on the Rt Rev Bishop of Peterborough &:c 

138 confessors <Accented by Pope, as by Shakespeare, on the first 
syllable > 
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Earless on high^ stood un-abash’d Defoe, 

And Tutchm flagrant from the scourge, below 140 
There Ridpath, Roper, cudgell’d might >e view, 

The very worsted still look’d black and blue 
Himself among the storied Chiefs he spies. 

As from the blanket high in air he flies, 

‘And oh’ (he cry’d,) what street, what lane, but knows 
Our purgmgs, pumpmgs, blanketmgs and blows > 146 

In ev’ry loom our labours shall be seen 
And the fresh vomit rim for ever green ’’ 

See m the circle next, Ehza plac’d, 

140 Tutchm] John Tutchm^ author of some vile verses, and of a weekly 
paper call’d the Observator He was sentenc’d to be whipp’d thro’ several 
towns m the west of England, upon which he petition’d King James 11 to 
be hanged When that Prince died in exile, he wrote an invective against 
his memory, occasioned by some humane Elegies on his death He liv’d to 
the time of Queen Anne <Tutchin, a stubborn Whig, died m 1707, after 
being attacked in the street by ruffians He published in 1685 Poems on 
several Occasions (the Vile verses’), and 1701 the invective to which Pope 
alludes The British Muse or Tyranny exposed A Satire, occasioned by all 
the fulsome and lying Poems and Elegies that have been written on the Death 
of the late King James > 

141 Ridpath, Roper] Authors of the Flying Post and Post-Boy, two 
scandalous papers on different sides, for which they equally and alter- 
nately were cudgell’d, and deserv’d it <They died within one day of 
each other on Feb 5 and Feb 6, 1726 George Ridpath was proprietor of 
the Whig Flying Post, Abel Roper of the Tory Post-Boy} 

143 Himself among the stoned chiefs he spies, &c ] Virg ^n 1 <488 , 

459“bo> 

Se quoq pnnctpibus permixtum agnovit Achvms — 

Constitit & lacrymans Qtiis jam locus, inquit, Achate ' 

Quce regio in terns nostri non plena laboris^ 

143 Himself he spies, &c ] The history of C«r/’s being toss’d in a 
blanket, and whipp’d by the scholars of Westminster, is ingeniously and 
pathetically related m a poem entituled Neck or Nothing <By Samuel 
Wesley the Younger, then head usher of Westminster School In 1716 
Curl had published, without authority, a volume which he called The 
Posthumous Works of Dr South, and had included in it a funeral oration 
in Latin, spoken by John Barber, Captain of the School, and son of the 
famous Alderman Barber, the printer For this offence he was tossed in a 
blanket by the Westminster boys, made to apologize to young Barber, and 
finally kidced out of the School Yard amid ‘the Huzza’s of the Rabble *> 
Of his purging and vomiting, see A full and true account of a horrid 
revenge on the body of Edm Curl, ^c <in the 3d vol of Swift and Pope’s 
Miscellanies > 

148 And the fresh vomit Sfc ] A parody on these of a late noble author 
<Lord Halifax, Epistle to Lord Dorset}, 

His bleeding arm had fumtsKd all their rooms. 

And run for ever purple tn the looms 

149 See tn the circle next, Eliza plaPd\ In this game is expos’d in the 
most contemptuous manner, the profligate licenciousness of those shame- 
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Two babes of love close clinging to her waste. 

Fair as before her works she stands confess’d, 

In flow’rs and pearls by bounteous Kirkall dress’d 
The Goddess then ‘Who best can send on high 
The salient spout, far-streaming to the sky. 

His be yon Juno of majestic size, 155 

With cow-hke-udders, and with ox-hke eyes 
This Chma- Jordan, let the chief o’ercome 
Replemsh, not ingloriously, at home ’ 

Chetwood and Curl accept the glorious strife, 

(Tho’ one his son dissuades, and one his wife) 160 

less scriblers (for the most part of That sex, which ought least to be cap- 
able to such malice or impudence) who in libellous Memoirs and Novels, 
reveal the faults and misfortunes of both sexes, to the rum or disturbance, 
of publick fame or private happiness Our good Poet, (by the whole cast of 
his work being obliged not to take off the Irony) where he cou’d not show 
his Indignation, hath shewn his -Contempt as much as possible having 
here drawn as vile a picture, as could be represented in the colours of Epic 
poesy SCRIBLERUS 

149 Eltza Haywood] This woman was authoress of those most 
scandalous books, call’d The Court of Canmama <i727>, and The new 
Utopia <1725 > For the two Babes of Love, See Curl, Key, p 12 
But whatever reflection he is pleas’d to throw upon this Lady, surely ’twas 
what from him she little deserv’d, who had celebrated his undertakings for 
Reformation of Manners, and declared her self ‘to be so perfectly acquainted 
with the sweetness of his disposition, and that tenderness with which he 
consider"* d the errors of his fellow-creatures , that tho* she should find the 
little inadvertencies of her own life recorded in his papers, she was certain 
it would be done m such a manner as she could not but approve,’ Mrs 
Haywood, Hist of Clar Kpidy printed m the Female Dunciad, p 18 

150 Two hdbes of love Virg ^n 5 <285) 

Cressa genus, Pholoe, geminique sub ubere nati 
152 Kirkall, the Name of a Graver This Lady’s Works were printed 
in four Volumes duod with her picture thus dress’d up, before them 
<'Elisha Kirkall (1682 ^-1742) He introduced a new method of chiaro- 
scuro engraving in 1722 > 

155 Thu Juno 

With cow-like udders, and with ox-hke eyes] 

In allusion to Homer* s Bowms norvia "'Hpi} 

157 Thu ChineLfordan, &c] Virg ^n 5 <3i4> 

Tertius, Argolica hoc galea contentus abito 
Thu Chxneiyordari] In the games of Homer II 23 <262“5>, there are 
set together as prizes, a Lady and a Kettle, as in this place Mrs Haywood 
and a Jordan But there the preference in value is given to the Kettle, at 
which Mad Dacier is justly displeas’d Mrs H here is tieated with 
distinction, and admowledg’d to be the more valuable of the two 

159 Chetwood the name of a Bookseller, whose Wife was said to have 
as great an influence over her husband, as Boileads Perruquiere See 
Lutnn Cant 2 — Henry Curl, the worthy son of his father Edmund 



386 


POEMS 1718-1729 

This on his manly confidence relies. 

That on his vigor and superior size 
First Chetwood lean’d agamst his letter’d post. 

It rose, and labour’d to a curve at most 
So Jove’s bright bow displays its watry round, 165 
(Sure sign, that no spectator shall be drown’d) 

A second effort brought but new disgrace. 

For strainmg more, it flies m his own face. 

Thus the small )ett which hasty hands unlock. 

Spirts in the gard’ner’s eyes who turns the cock 170 
Not so from shameless Curl Impetuous spread 
The stream, and smoakmg, flourish’d o’er his head 
So, (fam’d like thee for turbulence and horns,) 

Eridanus his humble fountam scorns. 

Thro’ half the heav’ns he pours th’ exalted urn, 175 
His rapid waters m their passage bum 

161 This on his manly confidence relies, That on his vigor] Virg iEn 5 
<430-1 > 

Ille melior motu, fretusque juvenia, 

Hic membns & mole valens 

165 So Jove’s bright bow — Sure sign ] The -words of Homer of the 

Rainbow, in Iliad xi <27-8) 

d$ T€ Kponojv 

’jBv v€€^t cnfiptle, repas pepoircov avOpconcov 
Which Mad Dacter thus renders, Arcs merveilleux, que le fils de Satwn a 
fondez dans les nues, pour etre dans torn les dges un signe a tons les mortels 
173 So {fam'd like thee for turbulence and horns) Eridanus] Virgil men- 
tions these two qualifications of Eridanus, Geor 4 <37i-3> 

Et gemma auratus taunno cornua vultu, 

Eridanus, quo non alius per p^ng^^a culta 
In mare purpureum violentior efiiuit amnis 
The Poets fabled of this River Eridanus, that it flow’d thro* the skies 
Denham, Cooper's Hill <11 193-4) 

Heav'n her Eridanus no more shall boast. 

Whose Fame like thine in lesser currents lost. 

Thy nobler stream shall visit Jove*^ abodes. 

To shine among the stars, and bathe the Gods, 

175 Thro* half the heavens he pours th* exalted urri] In a manuscript 
Dunciad (where are some marginal corrections of some gentlemen some 
time deceas’d) I have found another reading of these lines, thus. 

And lifts his urn thro* half the heav'ns to flow, 

His rapid waters m then passage glow 
This I cannot but think the right For first, tho’ the diflference between 
burn and glow may seem not very material to others, to me I confess the 
latter has an elegance, a Jenespay quoy, which is much easier to be con- 
ceiv’d than explain’d Secondly, every reader of our Poet must have 
observ’d how frequently he uses this word glow in other parts of his 
works To instance only m his Homer 
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Swift as It mounts, all follow with their eyes. 

Still happy Impudence obtains the prize 
Thou triumph’st, victor of the high-wrought day. 

And the pleas’d dame soft-smihng leads away i8o 

Chetwood, thro’ perfect modesty o’ercome, 

Crown’d with the Jordan, walks contented home 
But now for Authors nobler palms remam 
Room for my Lord’ three Jockeys m his train. 

Six himtsmen with a shout precede his chair, 185 

He grms, and looks broad nonsense with a stare 
His honour’d meamng, Dulness thus eicprest, 

‘He wms this Patron who can tickle best ’ 

He chinks his purse, and takes his seat of state, 

With ready qmlls the dedicators wait, 190 

Now at his head the dext’rous task commence. 


(i ) Iliad 9 V 726 — With one resentment glows 
(2 ) Ihad II V 626 — There the battle glows 
(3 ) Ibid 985 — The closing flesh that instant ceased to glow 
(4)11 12 V 55 — Encompass'd Elector glows 
(5 ) Ibid 475 — His beating breast with gen'rous ardour glows 
(6 ) Iliad 18 V 591 — Another part glow'd with refulgent arms 
(7 ) Ibid V 654 — And curl'd on silver props m order glow 
I am afiaid of growing too luxuriant in examples, or I could stretch this 
catalogue to a great extent, but these are enough to prove his fondness for 
this beautiful word, which therefore let all future Editions re-place here 
I am aware after all, that hum is the proper word to convey an idea of 
what was said to be Mr Curl's condition at that time But from that very 
reason I infer the direct contrary For surely every lover of our author will 
conclude he had more humanity, than to insult a man on such a mis- 
fortune or calamity, which could never befal him purely by his ozrni fault, 
but from an unhappy communication with another This Note is partly 
Mr Theobald, ScRiBLERus 

179 The high-wrought day\ Some affirm, this was originally — the well- 
p — St day but the Poet’s decency would not suffer it 

Here the learned Scriblerus manifests great anger he exclaims against 
all such Conjectural Emendations in this manner ‘Let it suffice, O Pallas ’ 
that every noble anaent, Greek or Roman, hath suffer’d the impertinent 
correction of every Dutch, German, and Switz Schoolmaster ’ Let our 
Enghsh at least escape, whose intrinsic is scarce of Marble so solid, as not 
to be impair’d or soil’d by such rude and dirty hands Suffer them to call 
their Works their own, and after death at least to find rest and sanctuary 
from Critics ’ When these men have ceas’d to rail, let them not begin to do 
worse, to comment! let them not conjecture mto nonsense, correct out of 
all correctness, and restore mto obscurity and confusion Miserable fate ’ 
which can befall only the sprightiiest Wits that have ’svritten, and befall 
them only from such dull ones as could never wntel’ Scriblerus 
188 tickle <Tickling with a feather seems to ha^ e been a well-under- 
stood synonym for flattery > 

PAP — 0 
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And instant^ fancy feels th’ imputed sense. 

Now gentle touches wanton o’er his face, 

He struts Adonis, and aJffects grimace 

Rolh the feather to his ear conveys, 195 

Then his nice taste directs our Operas 

Welsted his mouth with Classic flatt’ry opes, 

And the puff’d Orator bursts out m tropes 
But Oldmixon the Poet’s healing balm 
Strives to extract from his soft, givmg palm, 200 

Unlucky Oldimxon* thy lordly master 
The more thou ticklest, gripes his fist the faster 
While thus each hand promotes the pleasing pain, 

And quick sensations skip from vein to vein, 

195 Paolo Antomo Rolh, an Itahan Poet, and writer of many Operas in 
that language, which, partly by the help of his genius, prevail’d in 
England near ten years He taught Italian to some fine Gentlemen who 
affected to direct the Opera’s 

197 Wehted\ See Note on verse 293 of this Book 

199 But Oldmixon, ] Mr John Oldnmon (next to Mr Dennis the 
most ancient Cntick of our Nation) not $0 happy as laborious in Poetry, 
and therefore perhaps characteriz’d by the Tatler, N° 6z by the name of 
Omta on the unborn Poet Curl , Key to the D p 13 An unjust censurer 
of Mr Addison, whom in his imitation of Bouhours (call’d the Arts of 
Logic and Rhetoric) he misrepresents in plain matter of fact In p 45 he 
cites the Spectator as abusmg Dr Smft by name, where there is not the 
least hmt of it And in p 304 is so injurious as to suggest, that Mr 
Addison himself wnt that Tatler N° 43 which says of his own Sirrale, that 
‘ ’tis as great as ever enter’d into the mind of man ’ This person wrote 
numbers of books which are not come to our knowledge ‘Dramatick 
works, and a volume of Poetry, consisting of heroic Epistles, some 
whereof are very well done,’ saith that great Judge Mr Jacob Lives of 
Poets, Vol 2 p 303 

I remember a Pastoral of his on the Battle of Blenheim, a Critical 
History of England, Essay on Criticism, in prose, The Arts of Logic and 
Rhetoric, in which he frequently reflects on our Author We find in the 
Flying-Post of Apr X3 I'/zS some very flat verses of his against him and 
Dr Sw and Mr Curl tells us in the Curliad, that he wrote the Ballad 
called The Catholic Poet against the Version of Homer, before it appear*d 
to the public 

But the Top of his Character was a Pervert er of History, m that 
scandalous one of the Stuarts in folio, and his Critical History of England, 
2 vols 8° Bemg imploy’d by Bishop Kennet in pubhshmg the Histonans 
in his Collection, he falsified Darnel’s Chromcle in numberless places 
Yet this very man, in the Preface to the first of these, advanc’d a partic ul ar 
Fact to charge three Eminent Persons of falsifying the Lord Clarendon’s 
History, which Fact has been disprov’d by the Bi 5 iop of Rochester, then 
the only survivor of them, and the particular part produc’d since, after 
almost ninety Years, in that noble Author’s own Hand He was 2^ his life 
a virulent Party-wnter for hire, and received his reward m a small place 
which he yet enjoys 
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A youth unknown to Phoebus, m despair, 205 

Puts his last refuge all m Heav’n and Pray’r 

What force have pious vows * the Queen of Love 

Ebs Sister sends, her vot’ress, from above 

As taught by Venus, Pans learnt the art 

To touch Achilles’ only tender part, 210 

Secure, thro’ her, the noble pnze to carry, 

He marches off, his Grace’s Secretary 

‘Now turn to diff’rent sports (the Goddess cries) 

And learn, my sons, the wond’rous pow’r of Noise 
To move, to raise, to ravish ev’ry heart, 215 

With Shakespear’s nature, or with Johnson’s art. 

Let others aim ’Tis yours to shake the soul 
With thunder rumblmg from the mustard-bowl, 

With horns and trumpets now to madness swell. 

Now sink m sorrows with a toUmg Bell 220 

Such happy arts attention can command. 

When fancy flags, and sense is at a stand 
Improve we these Three cat-calls be the bnbe 
Of him, whose chatt’rmg shames the Monkey tribe. 

And his this Drum, whose hoarse heroic base 225 
Drowns the loud clarion of the braymg Ass ’ 

20s A youth unknovm to Phcebus, Sfc ] The satire of this Episode being 
levelled at the base flatteries of authors to worthless wealth or greatness, 
concludeth here with an excellent lesson to such men, That altho’ their 
pens and praises were as exquisite as they conceit of themselves, yet (even 
in their own mercenary views) a creature unlettered, who serveth the 
passions, or pimpeth to the pleasures of such vam, braggart, puft Nobility, 
shall with those patrons be much more inward, and of them much higher 
rewarded Scriblerus 

21 5 To movOf to ratsCf &c — Let others mm — ^Tts yours to shake, &c — ] 
Virgil, ^n 6 <847-8, 85 i-2> 

Excudent alit spirantia mollms cera. 

Credo equtdem, vivos ducent de marmore vultus, &c 
Tu, regere imperio populos, Romane, memento, 

Hee tibi erunt artes 

218 With Thunder ] The old way of making Thunder and Mustard 
were the same, but since it is more advantagiously perform’d by troughs 
of wood with stops in them Whether Mr Dennis was the inventor of that 
improvement, I know not, but it is certain, that being once at a Tragedy 
of a new Author with a friend of his, he fell into a great passion at hearing 
some, and cry’d, ‘S’death! that is my Thunder * 

220 Wilk a tolling Bell\ A mechamcal help to the Pathetic, not unuseful 
to the modem writers of Tragedy 

223 Three Catcalls^ Certain musical instruments used by one sort of 
Cnticks to confound the Poets of the Theatre They are of great antiquity, 
if we may credit Florent Chnst on Aristophanes TirneXs, Act i Parabasis 
Chon 
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Now thousand tongues are heard in one loud din 
The Monkey-mmucks rush discordant in 
•Twas chatt’ring, grinning, mouthing, jabb^rmg all. 

And Noise, and Norton, Branglmg, and Breval, 230 
Denms and Dissonance, and captious Art, 

And Snip-snap short, and Interruption smart 
‘Hold (cry’d the Queen) A Catcall each shall win, 

Equal your merits* equal is your dm* 

But that thisVell-disputed game may end, 235 

Sound forth, my Brayers, and the welkin rend ’ 

As when the long-ear’d milky mothers wait 
At some sick miser’s tnple-bolted gate. 

For their defrauded, absent foals they make 
A moan so loud, that all the Gmld awake, 240 

Sore sighs Sir G * starting at the bray 
From dreams of milhons, and three groats to pay* 

So swells each Wmdpipe, Ass intones to Ass, 

Harmomc twang* of leather, horn, and brass 
Such, as from lab’rmg lungs th’ Enthusiast blows, 245 
High sounds, attempred to the vocal nose 
But far o’er all, sonorous Blackmore’s stram, 

Walls, steeples, skies, bray back to him agam 
In Tot’nam fields, the brethren with amaze 
Prick all their ears up, and forget to graze, 250 

230 Norton [See verse 383 ] J Durant BrevaU Author of a very extra- 
ordinary Book of Travels, and some Poems See before, V 1x8 

233 A Catcall each shall winy &c ] Virg Eel 3 <io8-9> 

Non inter nos est tantas componere htes, 

<iVb« nostrum inter vos tantas componere lites'y 

Et vttula tu dtgnusy & hic 

237 milky mothers <See Ep to Arbuthnot, 30671 (p 608) > 

237 ff ] A Simile with a long tail, m the manner of Homer 
241 Sir <Sir Gilbert Heathcote, who died Jan 25, 1732-3, was 
reputed to be ‘worth 700,000 1 very honourably acquired* (see p 576) > 
245 Enthusiast <1 e a man labounng under rehgious excitement, a 
fanatical preacher > 

248 — bray back to km agazrii A figure of speech taken from Virgil 
Et vox assensu nemorum mgeminata remugit Geor 3 <45) 

He hears his numerous herds low o'er the plainy 
While neighb'nng hills low back to them again Cowley 
The poet here celebrated, Sir R B delighted much in the word Bray^ 
which he endeavour’d to ennoble by applying it to the sound of Armour, 
War, &c In mutation of him and strengthen’d by his authority, out 
author has here admitted it into Heroic poetry 

250 Prick all their ears up, and forget to graze} Virg Eel 8 <2> 
Immemor herbarum guos est mirata juvenca 
The progress of the sound from place to place, and the scenary here of the 
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Long Chanc’ry-lane retentive rolls the sounds 
And courts to courts return it round and round 
Thames wafts it thence to Rufus’ roarmg hall. 

And Hungerford re-ecchoes, bawl for bawl 

All hail him victor in both gifts of Song, 255 

Who smgs so loudly, and who smgs so long 

This labour past, by Bridewell all descend, 

bordering regions, Tot^nam fields, Chancery 4 ane, the Thames, West- 
mmster-hall, and Hungerford-statrs, are imitated from Virg Mn 7 
<516 ff> on the sounding the horn of Alecto 

Audiit ^ Tnvtce longe locus, audiit amnis 
Sulphurea Nar albus aqua, fontesgue Vehni, &c 

251 Long Chanc’ry-lane] The place where the Courts of Chancery are 
kept The long detention of Clients in those Courts, and the difficulty of 
gettmg out of them, is humorously allegoriz’d in these hnes 

253 Rufus* roaring hall <Westminster Hall It was made noisy partly 
by the lawyers who disputed there, but even more by the owners of 
stalls) 

254 Hungerford <Hungerford Market It was built m 1680 on the site 
of what IS now Charing Cross Station > 

256 Who sings so loudly, and who sings so lor^] A just character of Sir 
Richard Blackmore, Kt who (as Mr Dryden express’d it) Writ to the 
rumbling of his Coach* s wheels, and whose indefatigable Muse produced no 
less than six Epic poems Prince and King Arthur, 20 Books, Elvsa, 10, 
Alfred, iz, The Redeemer, 6 besides Job in foho, the whole Book of 
Psalms, The Creation, 7 Books, Nature of Man, 3 Books, and many more 
’Tis in this sense he is stiled afterwards, the Everlasting Blackmore Not- 
withstanding all which, Mr Gildon seems assured, that ‘this admirable 
author did not think himself upon the same foot with Homer * Comp Art 
of Poetry, Vol 1 p 108 

But how different is the judgment of the author of Characters of the 
Times ' p 25 who says, ‘Sir Richard is unfortunate in happening to mis- 
take his proper talents, and that he has not for many years been so much 
as named, or even thought of among writers * Even Mr Dermis differs 
greatly from his friend Mr Gildon *Blackmore*s Action (saith he) has 
neither imity, nor integrity, nor morality, nor umversahty, and con- 
sequently he can have no Fable, and no Heroic Poem His Narration is 
neither probable, delightful, nor wonderful His Characters have none of 

the necessary quahfications ^The things contam’d in his narration are 

neither in their own nature dehghtful, nor numerous enough, nor rightly 

disposed, nor surprising, nor pathetic ^Nay he proceeds so far as to 

say Sir Richard has no Genius, first laying down that Genius is caused by 
z furious 'foy and pride of soul, on the conception of an extraordinary Hint 
Many men (says he) have their Hints, without these motions offury and 
pnde of soul, because they want fire enough to agitate their spirits , and 
these we call cold writers Others who have a great deal of fire, but have 
not excellent organs, feel the foremention’d motions, without the extra- 
ordinary hints. And these we call fustian writers ’ But he declares, that 
‘Sir Richard had neither the Hints, nor the Motions * Remarks on Pr 
Arth 8° 1696 Preface 

This gentleman in his first works abused the character of Mr Dryden, 
and in his last of Mr Pope, accusing him in very high and sober terms of 
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(As moming-pray’r and flagellation end ) 

To where Fleet-itch with disemboguing streams 
Rolls the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames, 260 
The King of Dykes * than whom, no sluice of mud 

prophaneness and immorality {Essay on polite writing, Vol 2 p 270 ) on 
a meer report from Edm Curl, that he was author of a Travestie on the 
first Psalm <See p 300 > Mr Dennu took up the same report, but with 
the addition of what Sir Richard had neglected, an Argument to prove it,, 
which being very curious, we shall here transcribe {Remarks on Homer 
8® p 27 ) ‘It was he who burlesqu’d the Psalm of David It is apparent to 
me that Psalm was burlesqu’d by a Popish rhymester Let rhymmg per- 
sons who have been brought up Protestants be otherwise what they w ill, 
let them be Rakes, let ’em be Scoimdrels, let ’em be Atheists, yet educa- 
tion has made an invincible impression on them in behalf of the sacred 
wntmgs But a Popish rhymester has been brought up with a contempt for 
those sacred writings Now show me another Popish rhymester but he ’ 

^This manner of argumentation is usual with Mr Dennis, he has 

employ’d the same against Sir Richard himself m a like charge of Impiety 
and Irrehgion ‘All Mr Blackmore^s celestial Machines, as they cannot be 
defended so much as by common receiv’d opinion, so are directly contrary 
to the doctrine of the Church of England For the visible descent of an 
Angel must be a miracle Now it is the doctrine of the Church of England 
that miracles had ceas’d a long time before Prince Arthur came into the 
world Now if the doctrine of the Church of England be true, as we are 
oblig’d to believe, then are all the celestial machines in Prince Arthur 
uns&erable, as wanting not only human but divine probabihty But if tibe 
machines are sufferable, that is if they have so much as divine probabihty, 
then It follows of necessity that the doctrine of the Church is false So I 
leave it to every imparti^ Clergyman to consider, &c ’ Preface to the 
Remarks on Prince Arthur 

It has been suggested in the Character of Mr P that he had Obliga- 
tions to Sir jR jB He never had any, and never saw him but twice in 
his Life 

258 As morning prayW and flagellation end] It is between eleven and 
twelve in the mormng, after church service, that the criminals are whipp’d 
m Bridewell <the House of Correction for women) — ^This is to mark 
pimctually the Time of the day Homer does it by the circumstance of the 
Judges nsmgfrom court, or of the Labourer’s dinner, our author by one 
very proper both to thePmon^ and the Scene of his Poem, which we may 
remember commenc’d in the evening of the Lord-mayor’s day The first 
book passed m that night, the next morning the games begin m the 
Strand, thence along Fleetstreet (places inhabited by Booksellers) then 
they proceed by Bridewell toward Fleetditch, and lastly thro* Ludgate to 
the City and the Temple of the Goddess 

259 The Diving] This I fancy (says a great Enemy to the Poem) is a 
Game which no body could ever think of but the Author however it is 
work’d up admirably well, especially in those lines where he descnbes 
Eusden (he should say Smedley) rismg up again Essay on the Dunci ad, 
P 19 

261 The King 0/ Dykes, ^c] Virg (fleorg 1 482, iv 372-3) 

Endanus, rex fluviorum 

quo non alius, per pingma cidta. 

In mare purpureum violentior ^ffluit amms <Cf A 11 173?? > 
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With deeper sable blots the silver flood 
‘Here strip my children* here at once leap in* 

Here prove who best can dash thro* thick and thm, 

And who the most m love of dirt excels 265 

Or dark dexterity of gropmg well 
Who fimgs most filth, and wide pollutes around 
The stream, be his the Weekly Journals, bound 
A pig of lead to him who dives the best 
A peck of coals a-piece shall glad the rest * 270 

In naked majesty great Denms stands, 

And, Milo-like, surveys his arms and hands. 

Then sighmg, thus ‘And I am now threescore ? 

Ah why, ye Gods* should two and two make four^* 

264, 265, 266] The three chief qualifications of Party-writers , to stick 
at nothing, to delight in flinging dirt, and to slander in the dark by guess 
268 The Weekly Journals] Papers of news and scandal intermix'd, on 
different sides and parties and frequently shifting from one side to the 
other, call'd the London Journal, ikfwt's Journal, British Journal, Daily 
Journal, &c the writers of which for some tune were WeUted, Roome, 
MoUoy, Concanen, and others, persons never seen by our auAor 

270 A peck of coals a-piece] Our indulgent Poet, whenever he has 
spoken of any dirty or low work, constantly puts us in mind of the 
Poverty of the offenders, as the only extenuation of such practices Let any 
one but remark, when a Thief, a Pickpocket, a Highwayman or a Knight 
of the Post 18 spoken of, how much our hatred to those characters is 
lessen’d, if they add, a needy Thief, a poor Pickpocket, a hungry Highway- 
man, a starving Knight of the Post, 

271 In naked majesty great Dennis stands\ The reader, who hath seen 
in the course of these notes, what a constant attendance Mr Denms paid 
to our author, might here expect a particular regard to be shewn him, 
and consequently may be surprized at his sinking at once, in so few lines, 
never to rise again! But in truth he looked upon him with some esteem, 
for having, more generously than the rest, set his name to such works He 
was not only a formidable Cntick who for many years had written against 
every thing that had success, (the Antagonist of Sir Richard Blackmore, 
Sir Richard Steele, Mr Addison, and Mr Pope) but a zealous Pohtician 
(not only appearing in his works, where Poetry and the State are always 
equally concerned, but in many secret Hints and sage advices given to the 
Ministers of all reigns ) He is here likened to Milo, in allusion to that verse 
of Ovid ^Met XV 228-30) 

— Fletgue Milon senior, cum spectat manes 
Herculeis similes, fluidos pendere lacertos, 
either with regard to his great Age, or because he was undone by trying 
to pull to pieces an Oak that was too strong for him 

Remember Milo’s End, 

Wedged in that Umber which he strove to rend 
Lord Rose <Lord Roscommon, An Essay on Translated Verse, 87-8) 
273 — And am I now threescore^ I shall here, to prove my impartiality, 
remark a great oversight m our author as to the age of Mr Dermis He must 
have been some years above threescore in the Mayoralty of Sir George 
Thorold, which was m 1720, and Mr Denms was born (as he himself 
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He saida and climb’d a stranded Lighter’s height, 275 
Shot to the black abyss, and plung’d down-right 
The Semor’s judgment all the crowd admire. 

Who but to sink the deeper, rose the higher 
Next Smedley div’d, slow circles dimpled o’er 
The quakmg mud, that clos’d, and ope’d no more 280 
All look, all sigh, and call on Smedley lost, 

Smedley in vam resounds thro’ all the coast 
Then * * try’d, but hardly snatch’d from sight. 

Instant buoys up, and nses mto hght. 

He bears no token of the sabler streams, 285 

And mounts far off, among the swans of Thames 
True to the bottom, see Concanen creep, 

A cold, long-wmded, native of the deep* 

If perseverance gam the Diver’s pnze. 


inform’d us m Mr Jacob* & Lives before-mentioned) m 1657, since when 
he has happily liv’d eight years more, and is already senior to Mr Durfey, 
who hitherto of all our Poets, enjoy’d the longest, bodily, Life <D*Urfey 
had died in 1723, aged seventy The commas emphasize that D’Urfey’s 
long hfe was bodily only, and did not extend to his poetic reputation > 
279 Smedley] In the surreptitious editions this whole Episode was 
apply’d to an initial letter E — , by whom if they meant the Laureate, 
nothing was more absurd, no part agreemg with his character The 
Allegory evidently demands a person dipp’d in scandal, and deeply 
immers’d in dirty work whereas Mr Eusden*s writings rarely offended 
but by their len^h and multitude, and accordingly are tax’d of nothing 
else in book i verse 102 But the person here mention’d, an Inshnuxn, 
was author and publisher of many scurrilous pieces, a weekly Whitehall 
Journal in the year 1722, in the name of Sir James Bakery and particularly 
whole Volumes of Billingsgate against Dr Swift and Mr Pope, call’d 
Gulltvertana and Alexand(jeynanaf punted in 8° 1728 

281 and call on Smedley losty &c ] Lord Roscommon* s translation 

of VirgtVs 6th Eclog <43-4) 

Alcides wept in vain for Hylas losty 
Hylas in vain resounds thro* all the coast 
283 Then * try*d\ This is an instance of the Tenderness of our author 
The person here intended wnt an angry preface agamst ham, grounded on 
a Mistake, which he afterwards honourably acknowledg’d in another 
prmted preface Since when, he fell under a second mistake, and abus’d 
both him and his Friend 

He IS a wnter of Genius and Spirit, tho’ in his youth he was guilty of 
some pieces bordering upon bombast Our Poet here gives him a Pane- 
gyric instead of a Satire, being edify’d beyond measure, at this only 
mstance he ever met with m his hfe, of one who was much a Poet, con- 
fessmg himself m an Error And has supprest his name, as thinking 
him capable of a second repentance <1 e Aaron Hill > 

287 Concanen\ In the former editions there were only Asterisks in this 
place, this name was smce inserted merely to fill up the verse, and give 
ease to the ear of the reader 
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Not everlasting Blackmore this denies 290 

No noise, no stir, no motion can’st thou make, 

Th’ imconscious hood sleeps o’er thee like a lake 
Not Welsted so drawn endlong by his scull. 

Furious he sinks , precipitately dull 

Whirlpools and storms his circhng arm invest, 295 

With all the Might of gravitation blest 

No crab more active m the dirty dance. 

Downward to chmb, and backward to advance, 

He bungs up half the bottom on his head. 

And boldly claims the Journals and the Lead 300 

Sudden, a burst of thunder shook the flood 
Lo Smedley rose, m majesty of mud* 

Shakmg the horrors of his ample brows. 

And each ferocious feature grim with ooze 
Greater he looks, and more than mortal stares, 305 
290 Not everlasting Blackmore] Virg Mn 5 <541 > 

Nec bonus Eurytion pralato invtdit honoris &c 
293 WeUted\ Leonard Welsted^ author of the Triumvirate, or a Letter 
in verse from Palamon to Celia at Bath, which was meant for a Satire on 
Mr P and some of his friends about the year 1718 <i e 1717 It satirized 
Pope, Gay, and Arbuthnot for their farce, Three Hours after Marnagey 
The strength of the metaphors in this passage is to express the great 
scurrility and furv of this writer, which may be seen. One day, in a Piece 
of his, call’d (as I think) Labeo He writ other thmgs which we cannot 
remember Smedley in his Metam of Scrih mentions one, the Hymn of a 
Gentleman to the Creator and there was another in praise either of a 
Cellar or a Garret L W characteris’d m the treatise irepi paBovs 01 the 
Art of sinking as a Didapper, and after as an Eel, is said to be this person, 
by Dennis Daily Journal of May u, 1728 He is mentioned again in 
book 3 <i 63> The foresaid dark anonymous Writers are characterized 
also under another animal, a Mole, by the author of the ensuing Simile, 
which was handed about, at the same time 

Dear W — d, mark, in dirty hole 
That painful animal, a Mole 
Above ground never horn to go 
What mighty stir it keeps beloio ^ 

To make a Molehill, all this strife ' 

It digs, pokes, undermines, for life 
How proud, a little Dirt to spread f 
Conscious of nothing o'er its head 
Till, Idb'nng on for want of eyes. 

It blunders into Light — and dies 

302 in Majesty of mud] Milton <Pa»* Lost, 11 266), 

in majesty of darkness round 

Circled (ff overs his throney 

305 Greater he looks, and more than mortal stares'] Virg ^Aen \i 49- 
50> of the Sybil 

majorgue viden 

Nec mortals sonans 
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Then thus the wonders of the Deep declares 
First he relates^ how sinking to the chin, 

Smit with his mien, the Mud-nymphs suck’d him in 
How young Luteua, softer than the down, 

Nigrma black, and Merdamante brown, 310 

Vy’d for his love m jetty bow’rs below. 

As Hylas fair was ravish’d long ago 
Then sung, how shown him by the nutbrown maids, 

A branch of Styx here rises from the Shades, 

That tmctur’d as it runs, with Lethe’s streams, 315 
And wafting vapours from the Land of Dreams, 

(As under seas Alphaeus’ secret sluice 
Bears Pisa’s offerings to his Arethuse) 

Pours into Thames Each city-bowl is full 
Of the mixt wave, and all who drink grow duU 320 
How to the banks where bards departed doze. 

They led hun soft, how all the bards arose, 

309 f <*Lutetia* IS the classical name for the modem Pans The name 
was thought to be derived from ^its dirty situation ^ Lutum =« clay, mud 
'Merdamante’ = filth-loving > 

312 As Hylas /air] Who was ravish’d by the water-nymphs and drawn 
into the river The story is told at large by Valerius Flaccus, Lib 3 Argon 
See Virg Eel 6 <43-8) 

314 &c A branch o/Styx, Homer, II 2, Catal <751-5) 

'Ot T ayixp* lyLeprov TirapTfacrdv epy* evifiovro, 

*Os p es n'r]V€iov irpotei KoXMppoov vbcap, 

OvS 0 ye IlTjveicb cvp^playerai apyvpoBivrj, 

^AAa re jAtv KadvrrepBev emppiei tjvt eAatov 
*OpKov yap Beevov ErvyBs vBaros eartv anoppa)^ 

Of the land of Dreams in the same region, he makes mention, Odyss 
24 <ia> See also Lucum*s true History Lethe and the Land of Dreams 
allegorically represent the Stupefaction and visionary Madness of Poets 
equally dull and extravagant Of Alphaus his waters gliding secretly under 
the sea of Pisa, to mix with those of Arethuse in Sicily, vid Moschus Idyl 8 
Virg Eel 10 <4-5>, 

Sic tihi, cum fluctus subter Idbere Sicanos, 

Dons amara suam non intermisceat undam 
And again, Mn 3 <694-6) 

— Alpheeum, fama est, hue Elidis amnem 
Occidtas egtsse vias, subter mare, gut nunc 
Ore, Arethusa, tuo Siculis confunditur undts 
321 How to the banks, &c] Virg Eel 6 <64, 66-^0) 

Turn canit enantem Permesst adflumina Galium, 

Utgue vtro Phoebi chorus assurepaerit omnts, 

Ut Lmus heec illi dtmno carmine pastor, 

Flonbus atque apio ennes omatus amaro, 

Dixerit, Hos tibz dant calamos en acape, Musa, 

Aserceo quos ante sent &c 
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Taylor, sweet bird of Thames, majestic bows. 

And Shadwell nods the poppy on his brows, 

While Milbonm there, deputed by the rest, 325 

Gave him the cassock, surcmgle, and vest. 

And ‘Take (he said) these robes which once were mme, 
Dulness is sacred m a sound Divme * 

He ceas’d, and show’d the robe, the crowd confess 
The rev’rend Flamen m his lengthen’d dress 330 

Slow moves the Goddess from the sable flood, 

(Her Priest precedmg) thro’ the gates of Lud 

Her Criticks there she summons, and proclaims 

A gentler exercise to close the games 

‘Hear you* m whose grave heads, as equal scales, 335 

I wei^ what author’s heavmess prevails. 

Which most conduce to sooth the soul m slumbers. 

My Henley’s penods, or my Blackmore’s numbers ? 

Attend the tnal we propose to make 

If there be man who o’er such works can wake, 340 

323 Taylor, sweet bird of Thames] John Taylor the Water Poet, an 
honest man, who owns he learned not so much as his Acadence a rare 
example of modesty in a Poet* 

J must confess I do want eloquence^ 

And never scarce did learn my Accidence^ 

For having got from Possum to Posset, 

I there was graveWd, could no farther get 
He wrote fourscore books in the reign oi James I and Charles I and after- 
wards (like Mr Ward) kept a Publick-house in Long Acre He died in 

^^324 And Shadwell nods the poppy) Shadwell took Opium for many 
years, and died of too large a dose of it, in the year 1692 

325 Milbourn] Luke Milbourn <1649-1720) a Clergyman, the forest 
of Cnticks, who when he wrote against Mr Dryden^s Virgil <1698), 
did justice, m printing at the same time his own translations of him, 
which were intolerable His manner of wntmg has a great resemblance 
with that of the Gentlemen of the Dunctad against our author, as will be 
seen m the Parallel of Mr Dry den arid hxai Append <vi> 

326 surcmgle <a girdle or belt which confines the cassock > 

332 Gates of Lud] ‘King Lud repairing the City, call’d it after his own 
name, Lwd’s Town, the strong gate which he built in the West part, he 
likewise for his own honour named Ludgate In the year 1260, this g^e 
was beautified with images of Lud and other Kmgs Those images m the 
reign of Edward VI had their heads smitten 0% and were otherwise 
defaced by unadvised folks Queen Mary did set new heads on their old 
bodies again The 28th of Q Eltz the same gate was clean t^en down, 
and newly and beautifully budded with images of Lud and others as 

afore ’ Stow’s Survey of London n r u 

338 My Henley*s periods <1 e John (‘Orator ) Henley, for whom see 

111 195W > 
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Sleep’s all-subdmng charm who dares defy. 

And boasts Ulysses’ ear with Argus’ eye. 

To him we grant our amplest pow’rs to sit 
Judge of all present, past, and future wit. 

To cavil, censure, dictate, right or wrong, 345 

Full, and eternal privilege of tongue ’ 

Three Cambridge Sophs and three pert Templars came. 
The same their talents, and their tastes the same. 

Each prompt to query, answer, and debate. 

And simt with love of Poesy and Prate 350 

The pond’rous books two gentle readers bring. 

The heroes sit, the vulgar form a rmg 
The clam’rous crowd is hush’d with mugs of Mum, 

’Till all tun’d equal, send a gen’ral hum 
Then mount the clerks, and in one lazy tone, 355 

Thro’ the long, heavy, painful page, drawl on. 

Soft, creepmg, words on words, the sense compose. 

At ev’ry hne, they stretch, they yawn, they doze 
As to soft gales top-heavy pmes bow low 
Their heads, and hft them as they cease to blow, 360 
Thus oft they rear, and oft the head declme. 

As breathe, or pause, by fits, the airs divine 
And now to this side, now to that, they nod. 

As verse, or prose, infuse the drowzy God 
Thnce Budgel aim’d to speak, but lirice supprest 365 

342] See Horn Odyss iz <192) Omd, Met i <625) 

347 Sophs <students in their second or third year > 

348 The same their talents Each prompt j &c ] Virg Eel 7 <4-5 > 

Amho florentes eetatihuSy Arcades anibOy 
Et cantare pares, Sf respondere paratt 
350 ] Smit with the love of sacred song — ^Milton <Par Lost, 111 29) 

352 The heroes sit. See ] Ovid, M<et > 13 <i> 

Consedere duces, & vulgi stante corona 

353 Mum <A kind of beer originally brewed in Brunswick > 

356 Thro* the long, heavy, painful page, See ] All these lines very well 
mutate the slow drowziness with which they proceed It is impossible for 
any one who has a poetical ear to read them, without perceiving the 
heaviness that lags in the verse to imitate the action it describes The 
Simile of the Pines is very just and weU adapted to the subject Essay on 
the Dunc p 21 

365 Thnce Budgel atm*d to speak] Famous for his speeches on many 
occasions about the South Sea Scheme, &c *He is a very ingenious 
gentleman, and hath wntten some excellent Epilogues to Plays, and one 
small piece on Love, which is very pretty * Jacob Lives of Poets, vol 2 
p 289 But this Gentleman has since made himself much more enunent, 
and personally well-known to the greatest statesmen of all parties in this 
nation 
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By potent Arthur^ knock’d his chin and breast 
Toland and Tmdal^ prompt at Pnests to jeer. 

Yet silent bow’d to Christ’s No kingdom here 
Who sate the nearest, by the words o’ercome 
Slept first, the distant nodded to the hum 370 

Then down are roll’d the books, stretch’d o’er ’em hes 
Each gentle clerk, and mutt’rmg seals his eyes 
As what a Dutchman plumps mto the lakes, 

One circle first, and then a second makes. 

What Dulness dropt among her sons imprest 375 

Like motion, from one circle to the rest. 

So from the mid-most the nutation spreads 
Round, and more round, o’er all the sea of heads 
At last Centhvre felt her voice to fail. 

Old James himself unfimsh’d left his tale, 380 

Boyer the State, and Law the Stage gave o’er, 

366 Arthur <Blackmore s Prince Arthur, an heroick poeitij appeared in 
169s, and was followed in 1697 by his Kir^ Arthur An Heroick Poem 
Both were ‘ponderous books* in foho 

367 Toland and Tindal] Two persons not so happy as to be obscure, 
who writ against the Religion of their Country The surreptitious editions 
placed here the name of a Gentleman, who, tho* no great friend to the 
Clergy is a person of Morals and Ingenuity <1 e , Anthony Collins, the 
deist (1676-1729) > Tindal was Author of the Rights of the Christian 
Church <1706) He also wrote an abusive pamphlet against Earl iStan- 
hopCf which was suppress’d while yet in manuscript by an eminent Person 
then out of the Ministry, to whom he show’d it expecting his approbation 
This Doctor afterwards publish’d the same piece, mutatis mutandis^ 
against that very Person when he came into the Administration 

368 Christ* s No kingdom 6ec ] This is scandalously said by Curl, Key 
to Dune to allude to a Sermon of a reverend Bishop <Bishop Hoadly’s 
famous discourse on The Nature of the Kingdom or Church of Christ’, 
which occasioned the Bangonan controversy (lyiy)) 

378 o*e) all the sea of heads] Blackm Job 

A waving sea of heads was round me spread^ 

And still fresh streams the gazing deluge fed 

379 Centhvr^ Mrs Susanna Centhvre <1667 ^-1723), wife to Mr 
Centhvre^ Yeoman of the Mouth to his Majesty She writ many Plays, 
and a song (says Mr Jacob ^ vol i p 32 ) before she was seven years old 
She also writ a Ballad against Mr Pope’s Homer before he begun it 
<See 11 199W > 

380 Old James <Perhaps James Pitt, who was already wnting as 
‘Pubhcola* in The London Journal^ and who was later characterized by 
Pope as ‘the eldest and gra\ est’ of the newspaper writers See Dunciad B, 
11 312 (p 747) > 

381 Boyer the State^ and Law the Stage gave o*er] A Boyer ^ a volumin- 
ous compiler of Annals, Pohtical Collections, Sfc <Abel Boyer 

(1667—1729) wrote and compiled The Political State of Great Britain from 
17H till his death He had been forced by the hostility of booksellers to 
give up his monthly account of Parliamentary Proceedings > William 
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Nor Motteux talk’d, nor Naso whisper’d more, 

Norton, from Darnel and Ostroea spnmg. 

Blest with his father’s front, and mother’s tongue. 

Hung silent down his never-blushing head, 385 

And all was hush’d, as Folly’s self lay dead 
Thus the soft gifts of Sleep conclude the day. 

And stretch’d on bulks, as usual, Poets lay 
Why shou’d I smg what bards the mghtly Muse 
Did slumbrmg visit, and convey to stews ? 390 

Who prouder march’d, with magistrates in state. 

To some fam’d round-house, ever open gate* 

How Laurus lay inspir’d beside a sink, 


LaWj A M <1686-1761, author of A Serious Call} wrote with great 
zeal against the Stage, Mr ’Dennis answered with as great Their books 
were printed in 1726 Mr Law affirm’d that ‘the Playhouse is the Temple 
of the Devil, the peculiar pleasure of the Devil, where all they who go, 
yield to the Devil, where all the Laughter is a laughter among Devils, and 
that all who are there are hearing Musick in the very Porch of Hell ’ To 
which Mr Dennis replied, that ‘there is every jot as much difference 
between a true Play, and one made by a Poetaster, as between Two 
religious books, the Bible and the Alcoran * Then he demonstrates that ‘all 
those who had written against the Stage v^erejfacobites and Nonjurors, and 
did It always at a tune when something was to be done for the Pietender 
Mr Collier pubhsh’d his Short 'Ftezo when France declar’d for the 
Chevalier, and his Dissuasive at tht great Storm, when the devastation 
which that Hurricane wrought had amazed and astonished the minds of 
men, and made them obnoxious to melancholy and desponding thoughts 
Mr Law took the opportumty to attack the Stage upon the great prepara- 
tions he heard were making abroad, and which the Jacobites flatter’d 
themselves were design’d in their favour And as for Mr Bedford*s 
Senous Remonstrance, tho’ I know nothing of the time of publishing it, 
yet I dare to lay odds it was either upon the Duke D*Aumont*s being at 
SomerseUhouse, or upon the late Rebellion' Dennis, Stage defended 
agamst Mr Law, pag ult 

382 Motteux Naso <See Imit Donne iv 50, p 681 > 

383 Norton] Norton de Foe, said to be the natural offspring of the 
famous Daniel <Defoe> Fortes creantur fortibus One of the authors of 
the Flying-Post, in whidi well-bred work Mr P had sometime the honour 
to be abus’d with his betters, and of many hired scurrilities and daily 
papers to which he never set his name, in a due fear of Laws and Cudgels 
He is now writing the Life of Colonel Charteris <See p 571 

‘Ostrcea that is, an oyster wench hence, m the next verse, his mother's 
tongue ’> 

386 And all was hush'd, &c ] Alludes to Dry den's verse in the Indian 
Emperor <iii 11 1>, 

All things are hush'd, as Nature's self lay dead 

392 round-house <a lock-up > 

393 <a cess-pool, a conduit for carrying away dirty water or 
sewage Laurus was lying drunk in the street > 

393 Now Laurus Uxy inspir’d, &c ] This line presents us with an excel- 
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And to mere mortals seem’d a Pnest m drmk ^ 

While others timely, to the neighbourmg Fleet 395 
(Haunt of the JVLuses) made their safe retreat 


lent Moral, that we are never to pass judgment merely by appearances ^ a 
Lesson to all men who may happen to see a reverend person in the like 
situation, not to determine too rashly, since not only the Poets frequently 
describe a Bard inspir'd in this posture, 

{On Cam'll fair hank where Chaucer lay inspir'd^ 
and the like) but an eminent Casuist tells us, that if a Pnest be seen in any 
indecent action, we ought to account it a deception of sight, or illusion of 
the Devil, who sometimes takes upon him the shape of Holy men on 
purpose to cause scandal How little the proph^ie author of the Characters 
of the Times printed 8® 1728 regarded this admonition, appears from 
these words pag 26 (speaking of the reverend Mr Laurence Eusden) ‘A 
most worthy successor of Tate in the Laureatship, a man of insuperable 
modesty, since certainly it was not his Ambition that led him to seek this 
illustrious post, but his affection to the Perquisite of Sack * A reflection as 
mean as it is scandalous! Scriblerus <Laurus is Eusden, the poet 
laureate See 111 31 , Bp to Arbuthnot isn, p 598 > 

395 Fleet] A Piison for insolvent Debtors on the bank of the Ditch 

End of the Second Book 


The Dunaad 

BOOK THE THIRD 

But m her Temple’s last recess mdos’d. 

On Dulness lap th’ Anomted head repos’d 
Him close she curtam’d round with vapors blue. 

And soft besprinkled with Cimmerian dew 
Then raptures high the seat of sense o’erflow, 5 

Which only heads, refin’d from reason, know 
Hence, from the straw where Bedlam’s Prophet nods. 

He hears loud Oracles, and talks with Gods 

5, 6, ] Hereby is intimated that the following Vision is no more than 
the Chimera of the Dreamer’s brain, and not a real or intended satire on 
the Present Age, doubtless more learned, more inhghten’d, and more 
aboimdmg with great Genius’s in Divinity, Politics, and whatever Arts 
and Sciences, than all the precedmg For fear of any such mistake of our 
Poet’s honest meanmg, he hath again at the end of this Vision, repeated 
this monition, saying that it all past thro’ the Ivory gate^ which (according 
to the Ancients) denoteth Falsity Scriblerus 

8 He hears loud Oracles^ and talks with Gods 

Virg j®n 7 <90"i> 

Et vanas audit voces^ fruiturque deorum 
Colloquio 
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Hence the Fool’s paradise^ the Statesman’s scheme, 

The air-bnilt Castle, and the golden Dream, 10 

The Maid’s romantic wish, the Chymist’s flame. 

And Poet’s vision of eternal fame 
And now, on Fancy’s easy wmg convey’d. 

The King descended to th’ Elyzian shade 

There, m a dusky vale where Lethe rolls, 15 

Old Bavius sits, to dip poetic souls. 

And blunt the sense, and fit it for a scull 

Of sohd proof, impenetrably dull 

Instant when dipt, away they wmg their flight. 

Where Brown and Mears imbar the gates of Light, 20 

15 There tn a dusky vale^ &c ] Virg 6 <703 ff > 

Vtdet Mneas tn vcdle reducta 

Seclusum ttemus 

Letkaumque domos placidas qm ptanatat amnem 
Hunc circum innumerce genteSf &c 

16 Old Bavms sits, &c ] Alluding to the story of Thetis dipping Achilles 
to render him impenetrable 

At pater Anchises penitus convalle mrentt 
Indttsas animasy superumque ad lumen tturas, 

Lustrabat Virg ^n 6 

1 6 Old Bavius Bavius was an ancient Poet, celebrated by Vtrgtl for 
the like cause as Ttbbald by our author, tho’ in less christian-like manner 
For heathemshly it is declared by Virgil of Bavius, that he ought to be 

hated and detested for his evil works, Qm Bavtum non odit ^Whereas 

we have often had occasion to observe our Poet’s great good nature and 
mercifulness, thro* the whole couise of this Poem 

Mr Dennis warmly contends that Bavius was no inconsiderable author, 
nay, that *he and Mcevius had (even in Augustuses days) a very formidable 
Party at Rome, who thought them much superior to Virgil and Horace 
For (saith he) I cannot believe they would have fix’d that eternal brand 
upon them, if they had not been coxcombs in more than ordinary credit ’ 
An argument which (if this Poem should last) wdl conduce to the honour 
of the Gentlemen of the Dunaad In like manner he tells us of Mr Settle, 
that ‘he was once a formidable Rival to Mr Dry den, and that in the 
University of Cambridge there were those who gave him the preference * 
Mr Welsted goes yet farther m his behalf ‘Poor Settle was formerly the 
Mighty Rival of Dry den nay, for many years, bore his Reputation above 
him ’ [Pref to his Poems, 8® p 51 ] And Mr Milhoum cry’d out, ‘How 
little was Dryden able, even when has blood run high, to defend himself 
against Mr Settle Notes on Diyd Virg p 175 These are comfortable 
opmions’ and no wonder some authors indulge them Scriblerus 
<Bavius was probably intended for Shadwell > 

20 Brown and Mears] Booksellers, Printers for Tibbald, Mrs Hay- 
wood, or any body — ^The Allegory of the souls of the Dull coming forth 
m the form of Books, and being let abroad in vast numbers by Booksellers, 
is sufficiently mtelhgible 

20 Unbar the gates of Lighi\ Milton <Pa? Lost, vi 4> 
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Demand new bodies, and m Calf’s array 
Rush to the world, impatient for the day 
Milhons and miUions on these banks he views, 

Thick as the stars of night, or mormng dews. 

As thick as bees o’er vernal blossoms fly, 25 

As thick as eggs at Ward m Pillory 

Wond’rmg he gaz’d When lo* a Sage appears, 

By his broad shoulders known, and length of ears, 

23-5 Mtlhons and tmlhms — Thick as the Stars, &c ] Virg < 4 en vi 
309 ff> 

Quam multa tn sylvts autumni fngore pnmo 
Lapsa cadunt folia, aut ad terram gurgite ah alto 
Quam multa glomerantur aves, &c 

26 Ward tn Pillory] John Ward of Hackney, Esq , Member of Parlia- 
ment, bemg convicted of Forgery, was first expelled the House, and then 
sentenc’d to the Pillory on the 17th of Febr 1727 Mr Curl looks upon 
the mention of such a Gentleman in a Satire, as a great act of Barbarity 
Key to the Dune zd Fldit p 16 And another Author <Ned Ward> thus 
reasons upon it Durgen, 8® pag ii, 12 ‘Howimworthy is it of Christian 
Chanty to animate the rdbhle to abuse a worthy man in such a situation? 
It was in vain* he had no Eggs thrown at him, his Merit preserv’d him 
V^at cou’d move the Poet thus to mention a brave Sufferer, a gallant 
Prisoner, expos’d to the view of all mankind! It was laying aside his Senses, 
it was committmg a Crime for which the Law is d^cient not to punish 
him! nay a Crime which Man can scarce forgive, nor Time efface ' Nothing 
surely cohld have induced him but bemg bribed to it by a great Lady, 
(to whom this brave, honest, worthy Gentleman was guilty of no offence 
but Forgery proved in open Court, &c) But it is evident this verse 
cou’d not be meant of him, it bemg notorious that no Eggs were 
at that Gentleman Perhaps therefore it might be intended of Mr 
Edward Ward the Poet <For Edward Ward, see 1 200 He had been 
pilloried in 1705 The ‘great Lady’ was Katherme, Duchess of Buckmg- 
hamshire (See Pope’s note to Moral Essays, m 20, p 571 )> 

28 And length of Ears] This is a sophisticated reading I think I may 
venture to affirm all the Copyists are mistaken here I beheve I may say 
the same of the Criticks, Dennis, Oldmixon, Welsted, have pass d it m 
silence I have always stumbled at it, and wonder’d how an error so 
manifest could escape such accurate persons I dare assert it pmceeded 
originally from the inadvertency of some Transcriber whose head run on 
the Pillcyry mention’d two lines before It is therefore amazing that 
Mr Curl himself should overlook it! <Popeis punning on Curll s own 
acquaintance with the pillory In eighteenth-century slang a man in the 
pillory was an ‘overseer ’> Yet that Scholiast talces not the least notice 
hereof That the learned Mist also read it thus, is plain, from his ranging 
this passage among those in which our Author was blamed tor personal 
Satire on a Man^s Face (whereof doubtless he might take to be 

a part,) So likewise Concanen, Ralph, the Flying-Post, and all the Herd ot 
Commentators --Tota armenta seguuntur . jn 11 

A very little Sagacity (which all these Gentlemen therefore wanted) will 
restore to us the true sense of the Poet, thus, 

By hts broad shoulders known, and length of 3 ears 
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Known by the band and suit which Settle wore^ 

(His only suit) for twice three years before 30 

All as the vest, appear’d the wearer’s frame. 

Old in new state, another yet the same 
Bland and famihar as m life, begun 
Thus the great Father to the greater Son 
‘Oh bom to see what none can see awake * 35 

Behold the wonders of th’ Obhvious Lake 
Thou, yet unborn, has touch’d this sacred shore. 

The hand of Bavius drench’d thee o’er and o’er 
But bhnd to former, as to future Fate, 

What mortal knows his pre-existent state "> 40 

Who knows how long thy transmigrating soul 

Did from Boeotian to Boeotian roll 

How many Dutchmen she vouchsaf’d to thrid ^ 

How many stages thro’ old Monks she rid ^ 

And all who smce, in mild bemghted days, 45 

Mix’d the Owl’s ivy with the Poet’s bays 

As man’s maeanders to the vital sprmg 

Roll all their tydes, then back their circles brmg. 

Or whirhgigs, twirl’d round by skilful swam, 

Suck the thread m, then yield it out agam 50 

All nonsense thus, of old or modern date, 

Shall in thee centre, from thee circulate 

For this, our Queen unfolds to vision true 

Thy mental eye, for thou hast much to view 

Old scenes of glory, times long cast behmd, 55 

Shall first recall’d, rush forward to thy nund. 

Then stretch thy sight o’er all her rising reign. 

And let the past and future fire thy bram 


See how easy a change! of one single letter! That Mr Settle was old is 
most certam, but he was (happily) a stranger to the Pillory This Note 
partly Mr Theobald, Scriblerus 
42 Did from Bceotian, &c'\ See the Remark on Book i V 23 
46 Mix^d the OwVs Ivy with the Poefs Bays] Virg Ec 8 <12-13) 

sine tempora circum 

Inter mctnces Hederam tibi serpere launis 
49 whirligigs <The toy was probably one ‘consisting of a small spindle 
turned by means of strmg ’> 

S3 For this, our Queen ] This has a resemblance to that passage m 
Mdton KJPar Lost, xi 411-13), where the Angel, 

To nobler sights from Adam’s eye remov'd 
The film, then pur^d with Euphrasie and Rue 
The visual nerve — For he had much to see 
There is a general allusion m what follows to that whole passage 
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‘Ascend this hill, whose cloudy point commands 
Her boundless Empire over seas and lands 60 

See round the Poles where keener spangles shme. 

Where spices smoke beneath the bu rning Line, 

(Earth’s wide extreams) her sable flag display’d. 

And all the nations cover’d m her shade * 

‘Far Eastward cast thme eye, from whence the Sun 65 
And orient Saence at a birth begun 
One man immortal all that pride confounds. 

He, whose long Wall the wand’rmg Tartar bounds 
Heav’ns’ what a pylel whole ages perish there 
And one bright blaze turns Leammg mto air 70 

Thence to the South extend thy gladden’d eyes , 

There rival flames with equal glory rise. 

From shelves to shelves see greedy Vulcan roll, 

And lick up all their Physick of the Soul 

‘How htde, mark^ that portion of the ball, 75 

Where, famt at best, the beams of Science fall 
Soon as they dawn, from Hyperborean skies, 

Embody’d dark, what clouds of Vandals rise’ 

Lo where Mceotis sleeps, and hardly flows 

The freezmg Tanais thro’ a waste of Snows, 80 

The North by myriads pours her mighty sons. 

Great nurse of Goths, of Alans, and of Huns 
See Alaric’s stem port, the martial frame 
Of Genseric^ and Attila’s dread name* 

See, the bold Ostrogoths on Latium fall, 85 

See, the fierce Visigoths on Spam and Gaul 
See, where the Mommg gilds the palmy shore, 

(The soil that arts and infant letters bore) 

His conqu’rmg tribes th’ Arabian prophet draws, 

And savmg Ignorance enthrones by Laws 90 

61, 62 See rowtd the Poles ^ &c] \lmost the whole Southern and 
Norlhern Continent wrapt m Ignorance 

65 ] Our Author favours the opinion that all Sciences came from the 
Eastern nations 

66 Science <In its earlier sense of knowledge acquired by study > 

69 ] Cht Ho-am-ttf Emperor of China, the same who built the great wall 
between China and Tartary, destroyed all the books and learned men of 
fliat empire 

73, 74 ] The Cahpk, Omar I having conquer’d Mgypt, caus’d his 
General to bum the Ptohmcean library, on the gates of which was this 
mscnption, Medicma Antmce, The Physick of the Soul 

88 The Soil that arts and infant letters bore} Phoenicia, Syria, &c where 
Letters are said to have been invented In these Countries Mahomet began 
his Conquests 
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See Christians, Jews, one heavy sabbath keep, 

And all the Western World beheve and sleep 
‘Lo Rome herself, proud mistress now no moie 
Of arts, but thund’rmg agamst Heathen lore. 

Her gray-hair’d Synods danming books unread, 95 

And Bacon tremblmg for his brazen head 
Padua with sighs beholds her Livy burn, 

And ev’n th’ Antipodes Vigihus mourn 

See, the Cirque falls* th’ unpillar’d Temple nods* 

Streets pav’d with Heroes, Tyber choak’d with Gods * 100 
Till Peter’s Keys some christen’d Jove adorn. 

And Pan to Moses lends his Pagan horn, 

94 Thundering against Heathen /ore] A strong instance of this pious rage 
IS plac’d to Pope ^egory's account John of Salisbury gives a very odd 
Encomium to this Pope, at the same time that he mentions one of the 
strangest effects of this excess of zeal in him Doctor sanctissimus tile 
Gregorius^ qut melleo preedicationu tnibre totam rigamt tnehnamt 
ecclesxam^ non modo Mathesm jusstt ab auld, sedy ut tradztur a majonbus 
tncendio dedit probatae lectionis scripts, Palatinus quescungue tenehat 
Apollo And in another place Fertur beatus Gregorius bibhothecam com^ 
hussisse gentilem, quo divirue pagince gi atior esset locus, t2f major authontas, 
^ diligentia studiosior Desiderius Archbishop of Vienna was sharply 
reproved by him for teaching Grammar and Literature, and explaining 
the Poets , Because (says this Pope) in uno se ore cumjovts laudibus, Christi 
laudes non capiunt Et quam grave nefandumque sit, Episcopis canere quod 
nec Latco rehgioso conveniat, ipse considera He is said, among the rest, to 
have bum’d Livy, Quia in superstitionibus Sf sacris Romanorum perpetuo 
versatur The same Pope is accused by Vossius and others of having 
caus’d the noble monuments of the old Roman magnificence to be 
destroyed, lest those who came to Rome shou’d give more attention to 
Triumphal Arches, ^c than to Holy Things Bayle, Diet 

96 And Bacon, <Roger Bacon (i2i4?-94), the medieval philo- 
sopher who was vulgarly supposed to have constructed a brazen head that 
could speak He is represented as trembling because he had made it, 1 e 
he was likely to incur the displeasure of the Church > 

98 Vtgilius <Vigilius, or Virgdius, an eighth-century Bishop of Salz- 
burg, was pubhely censured by the Archbishop of Mainz for professing 
his belief m the existence of the Antipodes > 

99 Cirque <probably the Coliseum at Rome > 

10 1 *TiU Peter’r Keys, &c] After the Government of Rome devolved 
to the Popes, their zeal was for some time exerted in demolishing the 
Heathen Temples and Statues, so that the Goths scarce destroyed more 
Monuments of Antiquity out of Rage, tlian these out of Devotion At 
length they spar’d some of the Temples by converting them to Churches, 
and some of the Statues, by modifying them into Images of Saints In 
much later times, it was thought necessary to change the Statues of Apollo 
and Pallas on the tomb of Sarmassanus, into David oxid Judith, the Lyre 
easily became a Harp, and the Gorgon’s Head turn’d to that of Holof ernes 

102 Moses <*The medieval belief was that Moses, after descending 
from Sinai, had horns on his head ’> 
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See graceless Venus to a Virgin turn’d. 

Or Phidias broken, and Apelles burn’d 
‘Behold yon’ Isle, by Palmers, Pilgrims trod, 105 

Men bearded, bald, cowl’d, uncowl’d, shod, unshod. 

Peel’d, patch’d, and pyebald, Imsey-woolsey brothers. 
Grave mummers^ sleeveless some, and shirtless others 
That once was Britam — ^Happy* had she seen 
No fiercer sons, had Easter never been no 

In peace, great Goddess^ ever be ador’d. 

How keen the war, if Dulness draw the sword* 

Thus visit not thy own* on this blest age 
Oh spread thy Influence, but restram thy Rage* 

‘And see* my son, the hour is on its way, 115 

That lifts our Goddess to imperial sway 
This fav’rite Isle, long sever’d from her reign. 

Dove-like, she gatheis to her wmgs again 
Now look thro’ Fate* behold the scene she draws* 

What aids, what armies, to assert her cause* 120 

See all her progeny, illustrious sight* 

Behold, and count them, as they nse to light 
As Berecynthia, while her ofifsprmg vye 
In homage, to the mother of the sky. 

Surveys around her m the blest abode 125 

A hundred sons, and ev’ry son a God 

Not with less glory mighty Dulness crown’d, 

Shall take thro’ Grubstreet her triumphant round. 

And Her Parnassus glancmg o’er at once. 

Behold a hundred sons, and each a dunce 130 

107 hnsey-woohey 

<‘Lmsey-Woolsey a textile material, woven from a mixture of wool and 
flax Hence, adjectivally, ‘being neither one thing nor the other *> 

1 10 Happy — had Easter never beeii\ Virg Eel 6 <4S> 

Et fortunatam, si nunquam armenta fmssent 
no Happy — had Easter never heeri\ Wais m England anciently, about 
the right time of celebrating Easter 

1 1 9, 121 Now look thro' Fate &c] Virg ^n 6 <756 ff > 

Nunc agey Dardantam prolem qiue demde sequatiir 
GlonUy qm maneant Itala de genie nepotesy 
Illustres ammaSy nostrumque in nonien ituraSy 
Expediam 

1 19 draws <1 e discloses, as when a stage-curtain is ‘drawn ’> 

123 Berecynthia, ^^4:]Virg ib <784 ff> 

Felix prole mrumy quahs Berecynthia mater 
Invehitur curru Phrygias tumta per urheSy 
Lceta deum partu, centum complexa nepoteSy 
Omnes coeltcolas, omnes supera aha tenentes 
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‘Mark first the youth who takes the foremost place. 

And thrusts his person full mto your face 
With all thy Father’s virtues blest, be born^ 

And a new Cibber shall the Stage adorn 

‘A second see, by meeker manners known, 135 

And modest as the maid that sips alone 
From the strong fate of drams if thou get free. 

Another Durfey, Ward* shall smg m thee 
Thee shall each Ale-house, thee each GiU-house mourn. 
And answ’ring Gm-shops sowrer sighs return* 140 

‘Lo next two shp-shod Muses traipse along. 

In lofty madness, meditatmg song. 

With tresses starmg from poetic dreams. 

And never wash’d, but m Castaha’s streams 
Haywood, Centhvre, Glories of their race* 145 

Lo Homeck’s fierce, and Roome’s funereal face, 

13 1 Mark first the youthf Mn 6 <760-1 > 

Ille vtdes, purajuvenis qm mtitur hasta 
Proxma sorts tenet lucis loca — 

133 With all thy Father* s virtues, &c] A manner of expression used by 
Virgil <Ecl viii I7>, 

Nascere f preeque diem vemens, age Lucifer 

As also that of Patriis virtutibus Eel 4 <I7> 

134 a new Cibber <Theophilus Cibber (1703-58), who was followmg 
his father’s profession, and had been appearing on the stage since 1731 > 

137 From the strong fate of drains, &c] Virg ^n 6 <882-3) 

SI qua fata aspera rumpas, 

Tu Marcellus eris f 

138 Ward] Vid Book i Ver 200 

139 Thee shall each Ale-house, See ] Mn 7 <759-60) 

Te nemus Angitiae, vitrea te Fucinus unda, 

Te liguidi flevere locus 
Virgil again, Eel 10 <13) 

Ilium etiam laurt, ilium flevere myncce. Sec 

Gtll-house <Johnson defines gill as ‘a malt liquor medicated with 
ground-ivy ’) 

143 staring <standing up, bristling ) 

145 Haywood, Centhvre] See book 2 <149, 379 ) 

146 Lo Komeck* s fierce and 1X00x00* s flmereal face] This stood in one 
edition And M — *s rufvlface But the person who suppos’d himself meant 
applymg to our author in a modest manner, and with declarations of his 
innocence, he removed the occasion of his uneasmess At the same time 
promismg to ‘do the like to any other who could give lum the same 
assurance, of having never wnt scurrilously against him * 

Homeck and Roome] These two are worthily coupled, being both 
virulent Party-wnters, and one wou’d think prophetically, smee immedi- 
ately after the publishing of this Piece the former dying, the latter sue- 
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Lo sneering G * * de^ half malice and half whim, 

A Fiend in glee, ridiculously grim 

Jacob, the Scourge of Grammar, mark with awe, 

Nor less revere him. Blunderbuss of Law 150 

Lo Bond and Foxton, ev’ry nameless name. 

All crowd, who foremost shall be damn’d to Fame ? 

Some stram m rhyme, the Muses, on their racks. 

Scream,, like the wmdmg of ten thousand Jacks 

Some free from rhyme or reason, rule or check, 155 

Break Priscian’s head, and Pegasus’s neck, 

Down, down they larum, with impetuous whirl. 

The Pmdars, and the Miltons, of a Curl 
"Silence, ye Wolves* while Ralph to Cynthia howls. 

And makes Night hideous — ^Answer him ye Owls I 160 

ceeded him in Honour and Employment <Homeck died Oct 1728, and 
Edward Roome succeeded him as Solicitor to the Treasury > The first 
was Phihp Horneck, Author of a Billingsgate paper calfd The High 
German Doctor ^ in the 2d Vol of which N® 14 you may see the regard 
he had for Mr P — Edward Roome, Son of an Undertaker for Funerals m 
FleeUstreet, writ some of the papers call’d Pasguin, and Mr Ducket others, 
where by malicious Innuendos, it was endeavour’d to represent him guilty 
of malevolent practices with a great man then under prosecution of 
Parliament He since reflected on his, and Dr Swift’s Miscellanies, in his 
paper call’d the Senator Of this Man was made the following Epigram 
You ask why R — diverts you with his jokes, 

Yet, if he writes, is dull as other folks^ 

You wonder at it — Thu Sir u the case. 

The Jest u lost, unless he prints hu Face 

147 G**de\ An ill-natur’d Critick who writ a Satire on our Author, yet 
unpnnted, call’d The mock Msop and many anonymous Libels m News- 
papers for Hire <Bamham Goode (1674-1739), master at Eton College, 
and hack journalist > 

149 Jacob] This Gentleman is Son of a consider able Malster of Romsey 
in Southamptonshire, and bred to the Law under a very eminent Attorney 
who, between his more Idbonous Studies, has diverted himself with Poetry 
He IS a great admirer of Poets and their works, which has occasion’d him 
to try his genius that way — ^He has wnt in prose the Lives of the Poets, 
Essays, and a great many Law-Books, The AccomphsEd Conveyancer, 
Modem J^tice, &c Giles Jacob of himself. Lives of Poets, Vol i He 
very grossly, and unprovok’d, abused in that book the Author’s Friend 
Mr Gay <See p 429 > 

150 ] Virg ^n 6 <842-3) 

duofulmina belli 

Sctptadas, cladem Lybtce ' 

151 Bond and Foxton] Two inoffensive offenders agamst our poet, 
persons unknown, but by being mention’d by Mr Curl 

159 Ralph] A name inserted after the first Editions, not known to our 
Author till he writ a Swearmg-piece call’d Sawney, very abusive of Dr 
Swift, Mr Gay, and himself These lines allude to a thing of his, mtituled 
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^Sense, speech^ and measure, living tongues and dead. 
Let all give way — ^and Durgen may be read 
‘Flow Welsted, flow* like thme mspirer. Beer, 

Tho" stale, not npe, tho’ thm, yet never clear. 

So, sweetly mawkish, and so smoothly dull, 165 

Heady, not strong, and foammg tho" not full 
‘Ah Denms* Gildon ah* what ili-starr’d rage 
Divides a friendship, long confirm’d by age > 


Night a Poem Shakespear, Hamlet <1 iv S3-"4> 

— Visit thus the glimpses of the Moon, 

Making Night hideous — 

This low writer constantly attended his own works with Panegyricks in 
the Journals, and once in particular prais’d himself highly above Mr 
4 .ddtson, in wretched remarks upon that Author’s Account of Enghsh 
Poe^s, pnnted in a London Journal, Sept 1728 He was wholly illiterate, 
and Imew no Language not even French Being advised to read the Rules 
of Dramatick Poetry before he began a Play, he smiled and reply’d, 
Shakespear writ without Rules He ended at last in the common Sink of 
all such writers, a Political News-paper, to which he was recommended 
by his Friend Arnal, and receiv’d a small pittance for pay 

162 Durgen] A ridiculous thing of Ward*s <Durgen is explained m 
Kersey’s Dictionary as ‘a httle thick and short Person a Dwarf ’> 

163 Flow, Welsted, flow ' &c ] Parody on Denham, Cooper* s Hill 
<i88-9i> 

O could I flow like thee, and make thy stream 

My great example, as it is my theme 

Tho* deep, yet clear, tho* gentle, yet not dull, 

Strong, without rage, without overflowing, full 
Of this Author see the Remark on Book 11 v 293 But (to be impartial) 
add to it the following different character of him 
Mr Welsted had, m his Youth, rais’d so great Expectations of his 
future Genius, that there was a kind of struggle between the most eminent 
in the two Universities, which shou’d have the Honour of his Education 
To compound this, he {civilly) became a Member of both, and after having 
pass’d some time at the One, he removed to the Other From thence he 
return’d to Town, where he became the darling Expectation of all the 
polite Writers, whose encouragement he acknowledg’d in his occasional 
Poems, in a manner that will make no small part of the Fame of his Pro- 
tectors It also appears, from his Works, that he was happy in the Patron- 
age of the most illustrious Characters of the present Age — Incourag’d b> 
such a Combmation in his favour, he — ^pubhsh’d a book of Poems, some 
in the Ovidian, some in the Horatian manner, in both which the most 
exquisit Judges pronounce, he even nvaVd his masters — ^His Love verses 
have rescued that way of writmg from Contempt — In his Translations, he 
has given us the very soul and spirit of his author His Ode — ^his Epistle — 
his Verses — ^his Love-tale — all, are the most perfect things in all Poetry, 
etc Welsted of Himself Char of the Times, 8° 1728 pag 23, 24 
167 Ah Dermis, &c ] The reader, who has seen thro’ the course of these 
notes, what a constant attendance Mr Dennis paid to our Author and all 
his vorks may perhaps wonder he should be mention’d but tw ice, and so 
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Blockheads with reason wicked wits abhor. 

But fool with fool IS barbarous civil war 170 

Embrace, embrace my Sons* be foes no more* 

Nor glad vile Poets with true Criticks’ gore 
‘Behold yon pair, m strict embraces jom’d. 

How like their manners, and how l±e their mind* 

Fam’d for good-nature, B * and for truth, 175 


slightly touch’d, in this poem But in truth he look’d upon him with some 
esteem, for having (more generously than all the rest) set hts Name to such 
writings He was also a very old man at this time By his own account of 
himself m Mr Jacoh^s LtveSy he must have been above three score in the 
mayoralty of Sir George Thor old in 1720, and hath since happily lived ten 
years more So that he is already senior to Mr Durfey, who hitherto of all 
our Poets enjoy’d the longest Bodily life <Cf 11 273W > 

17 1 Emhracey embrace my Sons f be foes no more] Virg ^n 6 <832 ff > 

Ne tanta antmts assuescite bellay 

Neu patnee valtdas in viscera vertite vires 
Tuq, priory tu parce sanguis mens ' 

173 Behold yon pair y in strict embraces joined] Virg ^n 6 <826-7) 

nice autem paribus quas fulgere cemis in ai mis, 

Concoides animee 

And in the fifth <1 e Am v 295-6), 

Euryalusy forma insignis vindique juventa, 

Nisus amore pio pueri 

175-6 Earned for good nature B * *, 

D * for pious passion to the youtK] 

The first of these was Son of the late Bishop of jS <1 e Gilbert Burnet, 
Bishop of Salisbury) Author of a weekly paper called The Grumbler, as 
the other was concern’d in another call’d Pasguin, in which Mr Pope was 
abused (particularly with the late Duke of Buckingham and Bishop of 
Rochester ) They also join’d in a piece against his first undertaking to 
translate the Iliad, intituled Homerides, by Sir Iliad Dogrel, printed by 
Wilkins 1715 And Mr D writ an Epilogue for PoweVs Puppet-show, 
reflectmg on the same work Mr Curl gives us this further account of Mr 
B ‘He <hd himself write a Letter to the E of Halifax, informing his Lord'- 
ship (as he tells him) of what he knew much better before And he published 
m his own name several political pamphlets, A certain information of a 
certain discourse, A second Tale of a Tub, ^c All which it is strongly 
affirmed were written by Colonel Ducket ’ Curl, Key, p 17 But the 
author of the Characters of the Times tells us, these political pieces were 
not approv’d of by his own Father, the Reverend Bishop 

Of the other works of these Gentlemen, the world has heard no more, 
than It wou’d of Mr Pope's, had their united laudable endeavours dis- 
courag’d him from his undertalangs How few good works had ever 
appear’d (since men of true merit are always the least presuming) had 
there been always such champions to stifle them m their conception • And 
were it not better for the publick, that a million of monsters came into 
the world, than that the Serpents should have strangled one Hercules in 
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D * * for pious passion to the youth 
Equal in wit, and equally pohte. 

Shall this a Pasquin, that a Grumbler write. 

Like are their merits, like rewards they share. 

That shmes a Consul, this Commissioner 180 

‘But who is he, m closet close y-pent, 

Of sober face, with learned dust besprent ? 

Right well mme eyes arede the myster wight. 


his cradle? The Union of these two Authors gave occasion to this 
Epigram 

Burnet and Duckit, fnends in spite^ 

Came kissing forth in Verse, 

Both were so forward, each wou*d write, 

So dull, each hung an A 

Thus Amphisboena (J have read) 

At either end assails. 

None knows which leads, or which is led. 

For both Heads are hut Tatis — iy2gd-42, J75 j 

1^5 for pious passion to the youth) The verse is a hteral translation 

of Virgd, Nisus amore pio puen (^Aenetd, v 296) and here, as in the 

original, apply’d to Friendship That between Nisus and Euryalus is 
allow’d to make one of the most amiable Episodes in the world, and surely 
was never mteipreted in a perverse sense But it will astonish the Reader 
to hear, that on no other occasion than this line, a Dedication was wntten 
to this Gentleman to mduce him to think something farther ‘Sir, you are 
known to have all that affection for the beautiful part of the creation which 
God and Nature design’d — Sir, you have a very fine Lady — and, Sir, you 
have eight very fine Children ’ — &c [Dedic to Dennis Rem on the Rape 
of the Lock ] The truth is, the poor Dedicator’s brain was turn’d upon this 
article , he had taken into his head that ever since some Boohs were written 
agamst the Stage, and since the Italian Opera had prevail’d, the nation 
was infected with a vice not fit to be nam’d He went so far as to print 
upon this subject, and concludes his argument with this remark, ‘that 
he cannot help thinking the Obscenity of Plays excusable at this juncture, 
since, when that execrable sin is spread so wide, it may be of use to the 
reduang men’s minds to the natural desire of women ’ Dennis, Stage 
cfe/ewded agamst Mr Law, p 20 Our author has solemnly declared to me, 
he never heard any creature but the Dedicator mention that Vice and this 
Gentleman together 

181 But who IS he, &c ] Virg ^n 6 <808 ff > questions and answers 
m this manner, of Numa, 

Quis procul ille autem ramts insignis olivce 
Sacra ferens^ — nosco cnnes, incanaq, menta, &c 
183 Arede] Read ov peruse, tho’ sometimes used for counsel, ‘Reade 
THY READ, take thy counsaile Thomas Sternholde in his translation of the 
first Psalm into English metre, hath wuely made use of this word, 

The man is blest that hath not bent 
To wicked READ his ear 

But in the last spunous editions of the Singing Psalms the word read is 
changed mto men I say spunous editions, because not only here, but qiute 
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On parchment scraps y-fed, and Wonmus hight 
To future ages may thy dulness last, 185 

As thou preserv’st the dulness of the past * 

‘There, dim m clouds, the poremg Schohasts mark, 

Wits, who like Owls see only m the dark. 


throughout the whole book of Psalms, are strange alterations, all for the 
worse I And yet the title-page stands as it us*d to do I and all (which is 
abominable in any book, much more in a sacred work) is ascribed to 
Thomas Sternhold, John HopRins, and others f I am confident, were Stern^ 
hold and Hopkins now living, they would proceed against the innovators 
as cheats liberty which, to say no more of their intolerable altera- 

tions, ought by no means to be permitted or approved of, by such as are 
for Uniformity t and have any regard for the old English Saxon tongue * 
Herne, Gloss owRob o/Gloc Art rede 

I do herein agree with Mr H Little is it of avail to object that such 
words are become unintelligible Since they are Truly English, Men ot^ht 
to understand them, and such as are for Uniformity should think all 
alterations in a Language, strange, abominable, and unwarrantable Rrghtly 
tWefore, I say again, hath our Poet used ancient words, and poured 5 ietn 
forth, as a precious ointment, upon good old Wormius in this place 
SCRIBLERUS 

Myster mght] Uncouth mortal 

184 Wormius hight] Let not this name, purely fictitious, be conceited 
to mean the learned Olaus Wormius, much less (as it was unwarrantably 
foisted into the surreptitious editions) our own Antiquary Mr Thomas 
Heme, who had no way aggrieved our Poet, but on the contrary published 
many curious tracts which he hath to his great contentment perused 

Most rightly are ancient words here imployed m speaking of such who 
so greatly delight in the same We may say not only rightly, but wisely, yea 
excellently, inasmuch as for the like practise the hke praise is given to 
Hopkms and Stemhold by Mr Herne himself Artie Behett , others say 
BEHIGHT, ^promised, and so it is used excellently well by Tho Norton in 
his translation into metre of the ii6th Psalm, verse 14 

I to the Lord mil pay my vows. 

That 1 to him behight 

Where the modern innovators, not understandmg the propnety of the 
word (which is Truly English, from the Saxon) have most unwarrantably 
alter’d it thus, 

I to the Lord mil pay my vows, 

With joy and great delight ’ 

Verse ibid — Hight] *In Cumberland they say to hight, for to promise 
or vow , but HIGHT usually signifies was calVd and so it does in the North 
even to this day, notwithstanding what is done m Cumberland * Herne, 
ibid 

188 Wits, who like Owls, &c ] These few hnes exactly describe the 
right verbal Cntick He is to his Author as a Quack to his Patients, the 
more they suffer and complain, the better he is pleas’d, like the famous 
Doctor of that sort, who put up in his bills. He delighted tn matters of 
difficulty Some-body said well of these men, that their heads were 
Libraries out of order 
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A Lumberhouse of Books in ev’ry head, 

For ever reading, never to be read 190 

‘But, where each Saence hfts its modem Type, 

Hist’ry her Pot, Divimty his Pipe, 

While proud Philosophy repmes to show 
Dishonest sight* his breeches rent below, 

Imbrown’d with native Bronze, lo Henley stands, 195 
Tuning his voice, and balancmg his hands 
How fluent nonsense trickles from his tongue* 

How sweet the periods, neither said nor sung* 

Still break the benches, Henley* with thy stram, 

195 Lo f Henley stands y &c] J Henley y the Orator, he preach’d on 

the Sundays Theological matters, and on the Wednesdays upon all other 
sciences Each Auditor paid one shilhng He declaim’d some years un- 
punish’d against the greatest persons, and occasionally did our author that 
honour Welsted, in Oratory Transactions, N® i publish’d by Henley 
himself, gives the following account of him ‘He was bom at Melton 
Mowbry in Leicestershire From his own Parish school he went to St John*^ 
College in Cambridge He began there to be uneasy, for it shocked him to 
find he was comman^d to believe against his judgment in points of Religion, 
Philosophy, &c for his genius leading him freely to dispute all piopost- 
tionsy and call all points to account, he was impatient under those fetters of 

the free-bom mind ^Being admitted to Priest’s orders, he found the 

examination very short and superficial, and that it was not necessary to 
conform to the Christian Religion in order either to Deaconship or RnesU 
hood ’ He came to Town, and after having for some years been a writer for 
Booksellers he had an ambition to be so for Ministers of State The only 
reason he did not rise in the Church we are told ‘was the envy of others, 
and a disrelish entertain’d of him, because he was not qualify^ d to be a 
compleat Spaniel* However he offer’d the service of his pen, m one 
morning, to two Great men of opinions and interests direcdy opposite , 
by both of whom being rejected, he set up a new Project, and stiled him- 
self the Restorer of ancient Eloquence He thought ‘it as lawful to take a 
licence from the King and Parliament at one place, as another, at Hick s 
Hall, as at Doctors Commons, so set up his Oratory in Newport-Mzxk&t, 
Butcher-Row There (says his friend) he had the assurance to form a Plan 
which no mortal ever thought of, he had success against all opposition , 
challenged his adversanes to fair disputations, and none would dispute with 
him, writ, read and studied twelve hours a day, compos’d three disserta- 
tions a week on all subjects , undertook to teach in one year what Schools 
and Umversities teach mfive, was not terrify’d by menaces, insults or 
satyrs, but still proceeded, matured his boJ d scheme, and put the Church 
and all that, in danger * Welsted, Narratvoe, in Orat Transact N® i 
After having stood some Prosecutions, he turned his Rhetonck to 
Buffoonry upon all publick and private occurrences All this passed m the 
same room, where sometimes he broke Jests, and sometimes that Bread 

which he call’d the Primitive Eucharist ^This wonderful person struck 

Medals, which he dispersed as Tickets to his subscribers The device, a 
Star nsmg to the Meridian, with this Motto, Ad Summa, and below, 
Inveniam Viam aut faciam 
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While K * B * W * preach m vam 
Oh great Restorer of the good old Stage, 

Preacher at once, and Zany of thy Age* 

Oh worthy thou of ^Egypt’s wise abodes, 

A decent Priest, where monkeys were the Gods * 

But Fate with Butchers plac’d thy priestly Stall, 

Meek modern faith to murder, hack, and mawl, 

And bade thee live, to crown Britanma’s praise. 

In Toland’s, Tmdd’s, and m Woolston’s days 
‘Thou too, great Woolston* here exalt thy throne, 

And prove, no Miracles can match thy own 210 

‘Yet oh my sons* a father’s words attend 
(So may the fates preserve the ears you lend) 

’Tis yours, a Bacon, or a Locke to blame, 

A Newton’s Gemus, or a Seraph’s flame 

But O * with one, immortal One dispense, 2ii) 

The source of Newton’s Light, of Bacon’s Sense* 

Content, each Emanation of his fires 
That beams on earth, each Virtue he inspires. 

Each Art he prompts, each Charm he can create, 

What-e’er he gives, are giv’n for You to hate 220 

Persist, by all divme m Man im-aw’d, 

But learn, ye Dunces! not to scorn your God ’ 

Thus he, for then a ray of Reason stole 
Half thro’ the sohd darkness of his soul. 

But soon the Cloud return’d — and thus the Sire 225 

‘See now, what Dulness and her sons admire. 

See* what the charms, that smite the simple heart 
Not touch’d by Nature, and not reach’d by Art ’ 

200 W** <1 e White Kennett (1660-1728), Bishop of 

Peterborough, Rev James Bramston (1694**— 1744), a minor poet of some 
distmction, and possibly Dr Robert Warren, whose sermons m three 
volumes were pubhshed in 1723 It would be rash to assume that Pope 
intends to praise any of them The Ime may be read as an encomium of 
fine preaching thrown away on imappreciative congregations, or a 
criticism of the ineffectiveness of their sermons See Ihmctad R, in 20471 > 
208 Of Toland and Tindall see book 2 <1 367) Tho Woolstotty an 
impious madman, who wrote in a most insolent style against the Miracles 
of the Gospel, in the years 1726, 27, Sfc 

213 blame <perhaps ‘to bring into disrepute, to discredit *> 

216 Newton* s Light <1 e his enlightenment But Pope probably in- 
tended a secondary reference to Newton’s famous researches on Optics 
Cf his epigram on Newton, p 808 > 

222 But learn, ye Dunces ' not to scorn your God] Virg Mn 6 <62o> 
puts this precept into the mouth of a wicked man <Phleg5 as>, as here 
of a stupid one, 

Disctte justitiam moniti, & non temnere dizos ' 


415 

200 


205 
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He look’d, and saw a sable Sorc’rer rise. 

Swift to whose hand a winged volume flies 230 

All sudden, Gorgons hiss, and Dragons glare. 

And ten-horn’d fiends and Giants rush to war 
Hell rises, Heav’n descends, and dance on Earth, 

Gods, imps, and monsters, music, rage, and mirth, 

A fire, a jig, a battle, and a ball, 235 

Till one wide Conflagration swallows all 
Thence a new world, to Nature’s laws unknown. 

Breaks out refulgent, with a heav’n its own 
Another Cynthia her new journey runs. 

And other planets circle other suns 240 

The forests dance, the rivers upward rise. 

Whales sport m woods, and dolphms in the skies. 

And last, to give the whole creation grace, 

Lo* one vast Egg produces human race 
Joy fills his soul, joy innocent of thought 245 

‘'Vl^at pow’r,’ he cries, *what pow’r these wonders 
wrought ?’ 

‘Son’ what thou seek’st is in thee Look, and fund 
Each monster meets his likeness in thy mmd 
Yet would’st thou more? In yonder cloud, behold’ 

Whose sarcenet skirts are edg’d with flamy gold, 250 
A matchless youth His nod these worlds controuls, 

Wmgs the red hghtnmg, and the thunder rolls 

229 a sable Sorcerer} Dr Fatistus, the subject of a set of Farces 

which lasted in vogue two or three seasons, in which both Play-houses 
strove to outdo each other in the years 1726, 27 All the extravagancies in 
the sixteen lines following were introduced on the Stage, and frequented 
by persons of the first quality in England to the twentieth and thirtieth 
time 

233 Hell nseSi &c ] This monstrous absurdity was actually represented 
in Tibbald*s Rape of Proserpine 

240 And other planets] Yirg Mn 6 <641) 

solemque suunif sua sydera norunt 

242 Whales sport in woods, &c ] Hor <De Arte Poetica, 30> 
DelpJunum sylvts appingit, fluctibus aprum 
244 Lo f one vast Egg] In another of these Farces Harlequin is hatch’d 
upon the Stage, out of a large Egg 
247 Son f what thou seek^st is in thee] 

Quod petis in te est 

Ne te qucesiveru extra Pers <^Sat 1 7> 

252 Wvr^s the red lightning, &c] Like Salmoneus in ASn 6 <586, 
590-i> 

Hum flammas fovis, ^ sonitus imitatur Olympi, 

— Nimbos, & non imitabile fulmen, 

Mre ^ comipedum cursu simularat eequorum 
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Angel of Dulness, sent to scatter round 

Her magic charms o’er all unclassic ground 

Yon starsj yon suns^ he rears at pleasure higher, 255 

Illumes their hght, and sets their flames on fire 

Immortal Rich* how calm he sits at ease 

Mid snows of paper, and fierce hail of pease. 

And proud his mistress’ orders to perform, 

Rides m the whurlwmd, and directs the storm 260 

‘But lo * to dark encounter m mid air 
New wizards rise here Booth, and Cibber there 
Booth in his cloudy tabernacle shnn’d. 

On grinnmg dragons Qbber mounts the wind 

Dire is the conflict, dismal is the dm, 265 

Here shouts aU Drury, there all Lmcoln’s-Inn, 

Contendmg Theatres our empire raise. 

Alike their labours, and alike their praise 

‘And are these wonders. Son, to thee unknown ^ 
Unknown to thee ^ These wonders are thy own 270 

For works like these let deathless Journals tell, 

“None but Thy self can be thy parallel ” 

254 6 *er all unclassic ground] alludes to Mr Addison*^ verse in the 

praises of Italy K.ie A Letter from Italy ^ 

Poetic fields tncompass me around^ 

And still I seem to tread on Classic ground 
As verse <259 and> 260 is a Parody on a noble one of the same Author 
in the Campaign <29i-2>, and verse 255, 256, on two sublime verses 
of Dr Y <^An Epistle to the Right Hon George Lord Lansdowne^ by 
Edward Young, 467-8 

Who the Sun’s height can raise at pleasure higher, 

His lamp illumine, set his flames on fire > 

257 Immortal Rich] Mr John Rich, Master of the Theatre in Lincolns 
Inn-Fields, was the first that excelTd this way 

262 Booth and Cibber, two of the managers of the Theatre in Drury- 
Lane 

272 N(me but thy self can be thy parallel] A marvellous line of Theobald, 
unless the Play call’d the Double Falshood be, (as he would have it 
believed) Shakespear*s But whether this line be his or not, he proves 
Shakespear to have written as bad, (which methmks in an author for 
whom he has a Veneration almost rising to idolatry, might have been 
concealed) as for example, 

vfhAt Repentance Q2cn What can it not ^ 

But vhat can it, when one cannot repent^ 

For Cogitation 

Resides not in the Man who does not thrnh &c 

Mist’s Journ 

It is granted they are all of a piece, and no man doubts but herein he is 
able to imitate Shakesttear 

272 The former Annotator seemmg to be of opimon that the Double 
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Fahhood is not Shakespear's, it is but justice to give Mr Theobald*^ 
Arguments to the contrary First that the MS was above sixty years old, 
secondly, that once Mr Betterton had it, or he hath heard so, thirdly, that 
some-body told him the author gave it to a bastard-daughter of his But 
fourthly and above all, ‘that he has a great mind every thing that is good 
m our tongue should he Shakespeare's ' I allow these reasons to be truly 
cntical, but what I am infinitely concern'd at is, that so many Errors have 
escaped the learned Editor a few whereof we shall here amend, out of a 
much greater number, as an instance of our regard to this dear Rehck 

Act I Scene i 

I have his letters of a modern date. 

Wherein by JuhOf good Camillo^s son 
(Who as he says, [ ] shall follow hard upon, 

And whom I with the growing hour [ ] expect) 

He doth sollicit the return of gold. 

To purchase certam horse that hke him well 

This place is corrupted the epithet good is a meer insignificant expletn e, 
but the alteration of that single word restores a clear light to the whole 
context, thus, 

I have his letters of a modem date, 

Wherem, hy July ^ (by CanuUo^s son. 

Who, as he saith^ shall follow hard upon. 

And whom I with the growing hours expect) 

He doth soUiat the return of gold 

Here you have not only the Person specify'd, by whose hands the return 
was to be made, but the most necessary part, the TVwze, by which it was 
required Camtllo's son was to follow hard upon — ^What ? "V^y upon July 
— Horse that hke him well, is very absurd Read it, without contradiction, 

^Horse, that he hkes well 

Act I at the end 

1 must stoop to gam her, 

Throw all my gay Comparisons aside, 

And turn my proud additions out of service 

saith Henrtguez of a maiden of low condition, objecting his high quality 
What have his Comparisons here to do ^ Correct it boldly. 

Throw all my gay Caparisons aside, 

And turn my proud additions out of service 

Act 2 Scene i 

All the verse of this Scene is confoimded with prose 
O that a man 

Could reason down this Feaver of the blood, 

Or sooth with words the tumult in his heart * 

Then Julio, I might be indeed thy friend 

Read ^this fervor of the blood, 

Then Julio I might be in deed thy friend 
marking the just opposition of deeds and words 
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These, Fate reserv’d to grace thy reign divme. 

Foreseen by me, but ah^ with-held from mme 
In Lud’s old walls, tho’ long I rul’d renown’d, 275 
Far, as loud Bow’s stupendous bells resound, 

Tho’ my own Aldermen conferr’d my bays. 

To me committmg their eternal praise, 

Their full-fed Heroes, their pacific Ma/rs, 

Their annual trophies, and their monthly wars 280 
Tho’ long my Party bmlt on me their hopes, 

For writing pamplfiets, and for bummg Popes, 

Act 4 Scene i 

How his eyes shake fire’ — said by Vtolante, 
observing how the lustful shepherd looks at her It must be, as the sense 
plainly demands, ^ . 

^How his eyes take fire » 

And measure every piece of youth about me ’ 

Ibid That, tho* I wore disguises for some ends 

She had but one disguise, and wore it but for one end Restore it, with the 
alteration but of two letters, 

That, tho* I were disguised for some end 


Act 4 Scene 2 

—To oaths no more give credit, 

To tears, to vows, false both ' — 

False Grammar I*m sure Both can relate but to two things And see 1 how 
easy a change sets it right’ 

To tears, to vows, false troth — 

I could shew you that very word troth, m Shakespear a hundred times 
Jb For there is nothing left thee now to look for. 

That can brmg comfort, but a quiet grave 

This I fear is of a piece with None but itself can be tU 

erave puts an end to all sorrow, it can then need no effort Yet let us 

vindicate Shakespear where we can I make no doubt he wrote thus. 

For there is nothing left thee now to look for. 

Nothing that can bring quiet, but the grave 
Which reduplication of the word gives a much stronger emphasis to 
Vtolante s concern T^s figure is 

hundred just such in him, if I had nothmg else to do Scri^erus 
<T he reference to Anadyplosts is a safari^ thrust at Theobald s 
nedantry he had mentioned this figure in Skakep>eare I^ored, p 13 
The whole note is a parody of Theobald’s editorial me&od a^ idiom > 
aSr^^Sl teoplies, on the Lord Day, and monthly wars, ui 

Party-writ^, very 
uncertain in his^olitical prmaples He was employ d to hold the pen m 
rcCucTeTo/a PopI <^68x>, but^^rd^ Pgn^ ^ 

PAP — 
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(Different our parties^ but with equal grace 
The Goddess smiles on Whig and Tory race, 

’Tis the same rope at several ends they twist, 285 

To Dulness, Ridpath is as dear as Mist ) 

Yet lo* m me what authors have to brag on’ 

Reduc’d at last to hiss in my own dragon 

Avert It, heav’n’ that thou or Qbber e’er 

Should wag two serpent tails in Smitlifield fair 290 

Like the vile straw that’s blown about the streets 

The needy Poet sticks to all he meets, 

Coach’d, carted, trod upon, now loose, now fast, 

In the Dog’s tail his progress ends at last 

Happier thy fortunes’ like a rollmg stone, 295 

Thy giddy dulness still shall lumber on. 

Safe m its heavmess, can never stray. 

And licks up every blockhead in the way 
Thy dragons Miagistrates and Peers shall taste. 

And from each show rise duller than the last 300 

Till rais’d from Booths to Theatre, to Court, 

Her seat impenal, Dulness shall transport 
Already, Opera prepares the way, 

The sure fore-iunner of her gentle sway 

To aid her cause, if heav’n thou can’st not bend, 305 


King James^^ army at Hounslow-heath After the Revolution he kept a 
Booth at Bartlemew-fairy where m his Droll calFd St George for England^ 
he acted in his old age in a Dragon of green leather of his own invention 
He was at last taken into the Charterhouse, and there dyed, aged about 
60 years 

283-84 — equal grace 

Our Goddess smdes on Whig and Tory race\ 

Virg Mn io<iq8 , ii2>, 

Tros Rutulmve fuaty nullo discnmine haheho 
— — Re!K yupiter omnibus idem 

286 To Dulness, Ridpath is as dear as Mist] George Ridpath, author for 
several years of the Flying^Fost, a Whig-paper, Nathmml Mtst, publisher 
of the Weekly Journal, a Tory-paper <For Ridpath, see u i4i« , for 
Mist, see 1 194” > 

299 Magistrates md Peers\ It stood in the first edition with blanks. 
Thy dragons ** and *** Concanm was sure, ‘they must needs mean no- 
body but the Kmg and Queen, and said he would insist it was so, till the 
Poet clear’d himself by filling up the blanks otherwise agreeably to the 
context, and consistent with his allegiance * [Pref to a Collection of Verses, 
Rssays, Letters, against Mr P printed foi A Moore, pag 6 ] 

303 Opera <See Dunciad B, iv 45“-79 (p 769) > 

305 — Jf heaven thou const not bend, ] 

\irg Mn 7 <3xa> 

Flectere st nequeo superos, Achei onta moveho 
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Hell t±LOu shalt move, for Faustus is thy friend 
Pluto with Cato thou for her shalt )om. 

And hnk the Mouming-Bnde to Proserpine 
Grubstieet* thy fall should men and Gods conspire. 

Thy stage shall stand, ensure it but from Fire 310 

Another iEschylus appears * prepare 
For new Abortions, all ye pregnant Fair* 

In flames, like Semeles, be brought to bed. 

While opemng Hell spouts wild-fire at your head 

‘Now Bavius, take the poppy from thy brow, 315 

And place it here* here all ye Heroes bow* 

This, this IS He, foretold by ancient rhymes, 

Th* Augustus born to brmg Saturnian times 
Beneath his reign, shall Eusden wear the bays, 

307 — Faustus ts thy fnend, Pluto mth Cato, ] Names of miserable 
Farces of Tihbald and others, which it was their custom to get acted at the 
end of the best Tragedies, to spoil the digestion of the audience <Con- 
greve*s The Mourning Brtde^ 1697, Addison’s Cato^ 1713 See 111 zzgny 
2 10 ensure it but from fir^ In TibbaWs Farce of Proserpine a Corn- 

field was set on fire, whereupon the other Playhouse had a Bam burnt 
down for the recreation of the spectators They also rival’d each other in 
showmg the Burnings of Hell-&:e, in Dr Faustus <Cf 1 zoBn > 

31 1 Another ^schylus appears f &c] It is reported of Mschylus^ that 
when his Tragedy of the Furies was acted, the audience were so temfy’d 
that the children fell into fits, and the big-beUied women miscarried 
Ttbbald is translating this author he prmted a specimen of him many 
years ago, of which I only remember that the first Note contains some 
comparison between Prometheus and Christ crucify d 

313 Like Semeles ] See Omd^ Met 3 

317 This, this ts he, Sfc] Virg ^n 6 <791-4) 

Hic vir, htc est ^ tibi quern promitti scepius audts, 

Augustus Ccesar, dvoum genus, aurea condet 
Scecula gut rursus Latio, regnata per arva 
Saturno quondam 

Saturian here relates to the age of Lead, mention’d book i ver 26 

319 wear the hay s'l Laurence Eusden,Poet-'Lmxcei 2 Xei Mx Jacob 

gives a catalogue of some few only of his works, which were very numer- 
ous Mr Cool in his Battle of Poets saith of him, 

Eusden, a laureVd Bard, by fortune rau*d^ 

By very few was read, by fewer prais'd 
Mr Oldmixon in his Arts of Logic and Rhetoric, p 4i3» 4i4 affirms, 
‘That of all the Galimatia’s he ever met with, none comes up to some 
verses of this Poet, which have as much of the Ridiculum and the Fustian 
in ’em as can well be jumbled together, and are of that sort of nonsense 
which so perfectly confounds all Ideas, that there is no distinct one left 
in the mind Further he says of him, that he hath prophe^ d his own 
poetry shall be sweeter than Catullus, Ovid, and Tibullus, but we have 
little hope of the accomplishment of it from what he hath lately pubhsh d 
Upon which Mr Oldmixon has not spar’d a reflection. That the puttmg 
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Cibber preside Lord-Chancellor of Plays, 320 

B * * sole Judge of Architecture sit, 

And Namby Pamby be prefer’d for Wit* 


the Laurel on the head of one who writ such verses, will give futurit> a 
very lively idea of the Judgment and Justice of those who bestow’d it ’ 
Ibid p 417 But the well-hnown learning of that Noble Person who was 
then Lord Chamberlain, might have screen’d him from this unmannerly 
reflection <Eusden’s appomtment (Dec 24, 1718) was due to the Duke 
of Newcastle, then Lord Chamberlain > Mr Eusden was made Laureate 
for the same reason that Mr Tibhald was made Hero of This Poem, 
because there was no better to be had Nor ought Mr Oldrmxon to com- 
plain, so long after, that the Laurel would better have become his own 
brows, or any other’s It were decent to acquiesce in the opinion of the 
Duke of Buckingham upon this matter 

— In rusEd Eusden, and cry^d^ Who shall have it. 

But I the true Laureate to whom the Kmg gave it^ 

Apollo begg*d pardon, and granted his claim, 

But vow*d, that till then he ne*er heard of his name 

Session of Poets 

I have before observ’d somethmg like Prophesy in our Author Eusden, 
whom he here couples with Cibber, no sooner died but his place of 
Laureate was supply ’d by Cibber, in the year 1730, on which was made 
the ensuing Epigram 

In merry old England it once was a rule. 

The King had his Poet, and also his Fool 
But now we’re so frugal. I’d have you to know it. 

That C**r can serve both for Fool and for Poet 

320 Lord-Chancellor of Plays <As one of the three patentees of Drun 
Lane, Cibber was in a position to accept or refuse new plays submitted 
for performance > 

321 B"^* sole judge of Architecture} W m B — ns — n (late Surveyor of 

the Buildings to his Majesty Kmg George I ) gave in a report to the Lords, 
that Their House and the Pamted Chamber adjoining were in immediate 
danger of falling Whereupon the Lords met in a Committee to appoint 
some other place to sit in, while the House should be taken down But it 
being proposed to cause some other Builders first to inspect it, they found 
It in very good condition The Lords, upon this, were going upon an 
address to the King agamst B — ns — n, for such a misrepresentation, but 
the Earl of Sunderland, then Secretary, gave them an assurance that his 
Majesty would remove him, which was done accordingly In favour of 
this man, the famous Sir Christopher Wren, who had been Architect to 
the Crown for above fifty years, who laid the first stone of St PauVs, and 
lived to finish it, had been displac’d from his employment at the age of 
near ninety years <For Benson, see Dunciad J 5 , iv no (p 772) > 

322 And Namby Pamby] An author <i e Ambrose Phdips> whose 
eminence in the Infantine stile obtain’d him this name He was (saith Mr 
Jacob) *one of the Wits at Button*^, and a Justice of the Peace ’ But smce 
he hath met with higher preferment, in Ireland and a much greater 
character we have of him in Mr Gild on’s Compleat Art of Poetry, 
vol I p 157 ‘Indeed he confesses, he dares not set him quite on the same 
foot with Virgil, lest it should seem Flattery but he is much mistsdken if 
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While naked mourns the Dormitory wall. 

And Jones’ and Boyle’s umted labours fall. 

While Wren with sorrow to the grave descends, 325 
Gay dies un-pension’d with a hundred Friends, 

posterity does not afford him a greater esteem then he at present enjoys ’ 
This IS said of his Pastorals, of which see in the Appendix the Guardian^ 
at large He endeavoured to create some mis-understandmg between our 
author and Mr Addison, whom also soon after he abused as much His 
constant cry was, that Mr P was an Enemy to the government, and in 
particular he was the avowed author of a report very industriously spread, 
that he had a hand in a Party-paper call’d the Examiner A falshood well 
known to those yet living, who had the direction and publication of it 
Qui meprue Cotin, n*estime point son Ro> , 

Et n*a, (selon Cotin,) m Dieu, ni Foy, ni Loy 
333 Dormitory V 3 all\ The Dormitory in Westminster was a building 
intended for the lodging of the King’s Scholars , toward which a sum was 
left by Dr Edw Hannes, the rest was raised by contributions procured 
from several emment persons by the interest of Francis late Bishop of 
Rochester^ and Dean of Westminster He requested the Earl of Burlington 
to be the Architect, who carry’d on the work till the Bill against that 
learned Prelate was brought in, which ended in his banishment The shell 
bemg finished according to his Lordship’s design, the succeeding Dean 
and Chapter employ’d a common builder to do the inside, which is 
perform’d accordingly 

324 Jones* and Boyle’^ united lahours'\ At the time when this Poem was 
written, the Banquetting-house of Whitehall, the Church and Piazza of 
Covent-garden, and the Palace and Chappel of Somerset house, the works 
of the famous Inigo Jones, had been for many years so neglected, as to be 
in danger of ruin The Portico of Covent-garden Church had been just 
then <1727) restored and beautify’d at the expence of Richard <Boyle> 
Earl of Burlington, who, at the same time, by his publication of the 
designs of that great Master and Palladio, as well as by man\ noble 
buildings of his own, revived the true Taste of Architecture in this 
Kingdom <In 1727 William Kent (1684-1748) published, with the assist- 
ance of Burlington, Designs of Inigo Jones This work included one design 
by Palladio, and a few by Burlington In 1730 Burlington brought out an 
edition of Palladio’s Fabbriche Antiche > . „ , , ^ , rr j 

326 Gay dies tm-pension*d, &c ] See Mr Gay s Fable of the Hare and 
Many Friends This gentleman was early m the friendship of our author, 
which has continued many years He wrote several works of humour with 
great success, the Shepherdess Week, Trivia, the What d'ye call it, &c 
(printed together in 4° by J Tonson) Fables, and lastly, the celebrated 
Beggar^s Opera, a piece of Satire which hit all tastes and degrees of men, 
from those of the highest Quahty to the very Rabble That verse of 
Horace <Sat ii 1 69> 

Primores populi ampuit, populumque tnbutim, 
could never be so justly apphed as to this The vast success of it was 
unprecedented, and almost incredible What is related of the vwn^rml 
effects of the ancient Music or Tragedy hardly came up to it Sophocles 
and Euripides were less follow’d and famous It was acted in London sixty- 
three days, unmterrupted, and renew’d the next season with equal 
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Hibernian Politicks, O Swift, thy doom. 

And Pope’s, translatmg three whole years with Broome 
‘Proceed great days* till Leammg fly the shore. 

Till Birch shall blush with noble blood no more, 330 
Till Thames see Eton’s sons for ever play. 

Till Westmmster’s whole year be hohday. 

Till Isis’ Elders reel, their Pupils’ sport, 

And Alma Mater lye dissolv’d m Port* 

‘Signs foUowmg signs lead on the Mighty Year, 335 
See* the dull stars roll round and re-appear 
She comes* the Cloud-compelhng Pow’r, behold* 

With Night Pnmaeval, and with Chaos old 


applauses It spread into all the great towns of England, was play’d in 
many places to the 30th, and 40th time, at Bath and Bristol 50, iSc It 
made its progress into Wales, Scotland, and Ireland, where it was per- 
formed 24 days together It was lastly acted in Minorca The fame of it 
was not confin’d to the author only , the Ladies carry’d about with ’em the 
favourite songs of it in Fans , and houses were furnish’d with it in Screens 
The person who acted Polly, till then obscure, became all at once the 
favourite of the town, her Pictures were mgraved and sold in great 
numbers, her Lije wntten, books of Letters and Verses to her publish’d, 
and pamphlets made even of her Sayings and Jests <Lavinia Fenton 
(1708-60), the actress who played the part of Polly, became the mistress, 
and, in 1751, the wife, of Charles Paulet, third Duke of Bolton > 

Furthermore, it drove out of England the Italian Opera, which had 
carry’d all before it for ten years That Idol of the Nobility and the people, 
which the greit Critick Mr Dermis by the labours and outcries of a whole 
life could not overthrow, was demolish’d in one winter by a single stroke 
of this gentleman’s pen This remarkable period happen’d in the year 
1728 Yet so great was his modesty, that he constantly prefixed to all the 
editions of it this Motto, Nos hcec novimus esse nihil 

327 Hibernian polttich$'\ The Politicks of England and Ireland at this 
time were thought by some to be opposite or interfering with each other 
Dr Smft of course was in the interests of the latter <The ‘Drapier 
Letters’ were published in 1724 Cf 1 2471 > 

328 And Pope’f, translating] He concludes his Irony with a stroke upon 
himself For whoever imagines this a sarcasm on the other ingenious 
person is greatly mistaken The opimon our author had of hmi was 
sufficiently shown, by his joinmg him in the undertaking of the Odyssey 
m which Mr Broome having mgaged without any previous agreement, 
discharged his part so much to Mr Pope*s satisfaction, that he gratified 
him wiSx the full sum of Five hundred pounds, and a present of all those 
books for which his own mterest could procure him Subscribers, to the 
value of One hundred more The author only seems to lament, that he was 
imploy’d in Translation at all 

329 Proceed great days] Virg Eel 4 <i2>, 

Incipient magm procedere menses 

337, &c She comes ' the Cloud-compelling pow*r, behold ' &c ] Here the 
Muse, like Jove*s Eagle, after a sudden stoop at ignoble game, soareth 
again to the skies As Prophecy hath ever been one of the chief provmces 
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Lo ’ the great Anarch’s ancient reign restor’d, 

Light dies before her uncreating word 340 

As one by one, at dread Medaea’s strain. 

The sick’nmg Stars fade off th’ asthereal plain. 

As Argus’ eyes, by Hermes’ wand opprest. 

Clos’d one by one to everlasting rest 

Thus at her felt approach, and secret might, 345 

Art after Art goes out, and all is Night 

See sculkmg Truth m her old cavern lye. 

Secur’d by mountams of heap’d casuistry 
Philosophy, that touch’d the Heavens before. 

Shrinks to her hidden cause, and is no more 350 

See Physic beg the Stagyrite’s defence* 

See Metaphysic caU for aid on Sence* 

See Mystery to Mathematicks fly* 

In vami they gaze, turn giddy, rave, and die 

Thy hand great Dulness * lets the curtain fall, 355 

And universal Darkness covers all ’ 


of Poesy, our poet here foretells from what we feel, what we are to fear, 
and in the style of other Prophets, hath used the future tense for the 
preterit since what he says shall be, is already to be seen, m the writmgs 
of some even of our most adored authors, m Divinity, Philosophy, 
Physics, Metaphysics, &c (who are too good indeed to be named m such 
company ) Do not gentle reader, rest too secure m thy contempt of the 
Instruments for such a revolution in learnmg, or despise such weak agents 
as have been described in our poem, but remember what the Dutch stories 
somewhere relate, that a great part of their Provinces was once overflow’d, 
by a small opening made in one of their dykes by a single Water-Rat 
However, that such is not seriously the judgment of our Poet, but that 
he conceiveth better hopes from the dihgence of our Schools, from the 
regularity of our Universities, the discernment of our Great men, the 
encouragement of our Patrons, and the genius of our Writers m all kinds, 
(notwit£tanding some few exceptions in each) may plainly be seen from 
his conclusion, where by causing all this Vision to pass thro* the Ivory 
Gatey he expressly in the language of poesy declares all such imagmations 
to be wild, ungrounded, and fictitious 

SCRIBLERUS 

343 As Argus* ^es ^c] Ovid Met i <686-7, 7 i 3 -i 4 > 

JSt quamvts sopor est oculorum parte receptuSy 
Parte tamen vtgilat — Vtdtt Cyllenius omnes 
Succubume oculoSy See ibid 

347 Truth in her old cavern lye\ Alludes to the saying of Democritus, 
that Truth lay at the bottom of a deep well 

351 See Physic &c <Physic = natural science > 

353 Mystery <In its theological sense *a religious truth known only 
from divine revelation , usually a doctnne of the faith involving difficulties 
which human reason is incapable of solvmg *> 
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‘Enough* enough** the raptur’d Monarch cnes, 

And thro’ the Ivory Gate the Vision flies 

358 And thro* the Ivory Gate the Vmon flies] Virg JEn 6 <893-6) 
Stmt gemina sommportee, quorum altera fertur 
Cornea, qua verts factbs datur exitus umbns, 

Altera, candenti perfecta mtens elephanto, 

Sed falsa ad cesium mittunt insomnia manes 


M Scnblerus Lecton 

The Errata of this Edition we thought (gentle reader) to have 
trusted to thy candor and benignity, to correct with thy pen, as 
accidental Faults escaped the press But seeing that certain Cen- 
sors do give to such the name of Corruptions of the Text and false 
Readings^ charge them on the Editor, and )udge that correcting the 
same is to be called Restoring^ and an Atchievement that brings Hon-- 
our to the Critic ^ we have m hke manner taken it upon ourselves 
Book 1 Verse 8 E’er Pallas issued from the Thunderers head E^er 
is the contracuon of ever^ but that is by no means the sense m this 
place Correct it, without the least scruple, E’re, the contraction of 
or-ere, an old English word for before What Ignorance of our 
mother tongue* 

Verse 6 Still Dunce [ ] second reigns like Dunce the first Read 
infalhbly, still Dimce the second — ^Want of knowledge in the very 
Measure* 

Verse 23, 24 thd* her power retires, 

Gneve not at ought our sister realms acquire 
Read, — our sister realm acquires Want of Ear even in Rhime* 

Verse 38 ^Lmtot’5 rubnds post Read, rubric post I am aware, 

there is such a Substantive as Rubric^ The Rubric^ but here (I can 
assure the Editor) it is an Adjective 
Verse 189 Remarks C^est le mem quern Mart <Marc> Tulle Cor- 
rect It boldly, le meme que Mare <Marc> Tulle Ignorance m the 
French ^ 

Book 11 verse 79 Imitations — ^Terrasque fretamque Read 
fretumque:, Neut Unskilfulness m Latin ^ 

Ibid verse 88 — qie correct the Accents thus, 

6* *'Ajupporov — mpye^ Corr nip re Want of understanding 
m Greek ' 

Booki verse 258 Rem Ttndtmtss for a bad writer^ rtad the bad 
writers Plur False English No Relative* 

Verse 197 Rem Incensa [ ,] make it a plam Comma, [,] a strange 
sort of Punctuation this, [ ,] invented sure by the Editor* 
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Verse 208 Imit Ucidlegon Monstrous Division* away with that 
Comma* 

Book u verse 369 Leave out these words — When he came into 
the Administration^ For these Gentlemen never wnte against any 
man in power This betrays great want of knowledge m Authors * 

After so shameful ignorance in Greeh^ Latin^ French^ English^ 
Quantity, Accent, Rhyme, Grammar, we cannot wonder at such 
Errors as the foUowmg Book 1 verse loi Rem for 254, read 258 

and for 300, read 281 ^Book 11 verse 75, for Here r Hear^ Verse 

1 18 Rem col 2 for L2^>e/, read it deserves not the name 

of a Libel Verse 251, for Courts of Chancery r Offices^ for those 
Courts r that Courts and for them r it Verse 317 for sacred r 
secret Bookm verse 46 Imit for hedaramv hederam Verse 56 for 
run forward r rush forward We must also observe the careless 
manner of spellmg sometimes Satyr^ sometimes Satire^ m the 
Notes, probably from the different Orthography of the vanous 
Annotators, however no excuse for the Editor, who ought con- 
stantly to have spelled it Saure 

In our Prolegomena likewise, pag 12 hne 6 where it is said, 
certam Verses were never made publick nil by Curl thetr own Book-- 
seller^ Correct and strengthen the passage thus, never made publick 
till in their own Journals, and by Curl their own Bookseller, 

But this, gende reader, be so candid as to beheve the Error only of 
the Prmter 

Vale & fruere 


Errata 

M SCRIBLERUS LECTORI 

We should think (gende Reader) that we but ill perform’d our Part, 
if we corrected not as well our own Errours now, as formerly those 
of the Printer Smce what moved us to this Work, was solely the 
Love of Truths not m the least any Vam-glory, or Desire to con- 
tend with Great Authors And farther, our Mistakes we conceive 
will the rather be pardoned, as scarce possible to be avoided m 
wntmg of such Persons and Works as do ever shun the Light 
However, that we may not any way soften or extenuate the same, 
we give them thee m the very Words of our Antagomsts not de- 
fendmg, but retractmg them from our heart, and cravmg excuse of 
the Parties offended For surely m this Work, it hath been above all 
dungs our desire, to provoke no Man 

ErrourI page 35 <42> Mr GMon and Demis in 

their Character of Mr P — &c ] Hear how Mr Dennis hath prov’d 
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our Mistake m this place ‘As to my writing in concert with Mr 
Gildon^ I declare upon the word and honour of a Gentleman^ that I 
never wrote so much as one Line in concert with any one Man what-- 
soever i and these two Letters from Mr Gildon will plainly show, 
that we are not Writers in concert with each other 


SiYy — The height of my Ambition is to please Men of the best 
Judgment^ and finding that I have entertained my Master agreeably^ I 
have the Extent of the Reward of my Labour y &c 

Sir^ I had not the opportunity of hearing your excellent Pamphlet 
^till this Day» I am infinitely satisfied and pleased with ity and hope you 
will meet with that Encouragement which your admirable Performance 


deserves^ &c 


Ch Gildon 


‘Now IS It not plam, that any one who sends such Compliments 
to another, has not been us’d to write m Partnership with him to 
whom he sends them ?’ [Denms’s Remarks on the Dunciad, pag 50 ] 
Mr Dennis is therefore welcome to take this Piece to himself 


Errour II Book I Note on Verse 200 Edward Ward has of 
late kept a publick House in the City ] The said Edward Ward 
declares this to be a great Falsity, protestmg, that ‘He selleth Port, 
neither is his pubhck House m the City^ but m Moor-Fields ^ 
[Ward in the Notes on Apollo’s Maggot, 8vo ] 

Errour III Book i Verse 240 Ozell ] Mr JacoPs Character 
of Mr Ozell^ seems vastly short of his Merits , and he ought to have 
further Justice done him, having smce fully confuted all Sarcasms 
on his Leammg and Gemus, by an Advertisement of Sept 20, 1729 
m a Paper call’d the Weekly Medley ^ &c ‘As to my Learning^ this 
envious Wretch knew, and every body knows, that the whole 
Bench of Bishops^ not long ago, were pleas’d to give me a Purse of 
Guineas^ for discovermg the erroneous Translations of the Com- 
mon-Prayer in Portuguese^ Spanish^ French^ Italian^ &c As for my 
Genius^ let Mr Cleland shew better Verses m all Pope’s Works than 
Ozeirs Version of Boileau’s Lutrin^ which the late Lord Halifax 
was so pleas’d with, that he complimented him with Leave to 
dedicate it to him, Qfc &c Let him show better and truer Poetry 
m the Rape of the Locke, than m OzelVs Rape of the Bucket, Qa 
Secchia rapitd) which, because an mgemous Author happen’d to 
mention m the same breath with Popds, viz Let Ozell sing the 
Bucket, Pope the Lock, the htde Gentleman had like to run mad — 
And Mr Poland and Mr Gildon publickly declar’d, OzelVs Trans- 
lation of Homer to be, as it was pnor, so likewise superior to Pope*s — 
Surely, surely, every Man is free to deserve well of his Country* 

John Ozell ’ 
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We cannot but subscribe to such Reverend Testimonies, as 
ibosQ of Bench of Bishops^ Mi Toted, and Mr Gildon 

Err OUR IV Book 2 Note on Verse 3 Edm Curll stood in the 
Pillory at Charing-Cross, in March I72|- ] ‘This, saith Edm Curll^ 
IS a false Assertion, — ‘I had indeed the Corporal punishment of 
what the Gentlemen of the Long Robe are pleas’d jocosely to call, 
mounting the Rostrum^ for one Hour but that Scene of Action was not 
in the Month of Marcky but m February ’ [Curhad 12® pag 19 ] 

Errour V Book 2 Note on Verse 143 The History of Curl’s 
being tost in a Blanket ] ‘Here, quoth Curly ibid pag 25 Scnblertds ' 
Thou leesest m what thou assertest, concemmg a Blanket It was 
not a Blankety but a Rug ’ 

Errour VI Book 3 Note on Verse 147 Goode writ a Satyr on 
our Author y calVd the Mock iEsop ] ‘Bar Goode maketh Oath, with 
most solemn Protestation, that herem he is greatly wronged, and 
wisheth the most heavy Curses to fall on himself and his Family, 
if ever he wrote any such thmg 
Jurat coram noSy 

J Denms, D Mallet, R Savage ’ 

We find this to be trucy for the Satyr he writy was calVd not 
Mock Esop, but Mack Esop 

Errour VII Book 3 Ver 149 

Jacob, The Scourge of Grammary mark with awcy 
Nor less revere him Blunderbuss of Law ] 

There may seem some Error m these Verses, Mr Jacob having 
proved our Author to have a Respect for him, by this undemable 
Argument ‘He had once a Regard for my Judgment y otherwise he 
would never have subscribed Two Guineas to me, for one small 
Book m Octavo ’ [Jacob’s Letter to Denms, in his Remarks on the 
Dunciad, pag 49 ] Therefore I should think the Appellation of 
Blunderbuss to Mr Jacoby like that of Thunderbolt to SctpiOy was 
meant m his Honour 

Mr Dennis argues the same way ‘My Writings havmg made 
great Impression on the Mmds of all sensible Men, Mr P — ra- 
pentedy and to give proof of his Repentancey subscribed to my Two 
Volumes of select Works — ^and afterwards to my Two Volumes of 
Letters ’ [Ibid pag 40 ] We should hence beheve, the Name of Mr 
Dennis hath also crept mto this Poem by some Mistake From hence, 
gentle Reader* thou may’st beware, when thou givest to such Au- 
thors, not to flatter thy self that thy Motives are Good Nature or 
Charity But whereas Mr Denms adds, that a Letter which our 
Author writ to him, was also in acknowledgment of that Repentancey 
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m this surely he erreth, for the said Letter was but a civil Answer 
to one of his own, whereby it should seem that he himself was first 
touch’d with Repentance, and with some Gumeas 
SIR, April 29, 1721 

As you have subscribed for two of my Books ^ 1 have ordered them to he 
left for you at Mr Congreve’s Lodgings As most of those Letters were 
writ dunng the Time that I was so unhappy as to he in a State of War 
with you, I was forced to maim and mangle at least ten of them, that no 
Footsteps might remain of that Quarrel I particularly left out about 
half the Letter which was wnt upon publishing the Paper calVd the 
Guardian 

I am, SIR, 

Your most obedient. 

Humble Servant, 

John Dennis 


Appendix 

i preface prefix’d to the five imperfect 

EDITIONS OF THE DUNCIAD, PRINTED AT 
DUBLIN AND LONDON, IN OCTAVO & DUOD 

(a) THE PUBLISHER TO THE READER 

It Will be found a true observation, tho’ somewhat surpnzmg, that 
when any scandal is vented agamst a man of the highest distmction 
and character, either m the State or in Literature, the pubhck m 
general afford it a most quiet reception, and the larger part accept 

(a) The Puhhsherl Who he was is uncertain, but Edward Ward tells us 
in his Preface to Durgen, that ‘most Judges are of opinion this Preface is 
not of English Extraction but Htbemtanf &c * He means Dr Swift, who 
whether Publisher or not, may be said in a sort to be Author of the Poem 
For when He, together with Mr Pope, (for reasons specify’d in their 
Preface to the Miscellanies) determin’d to own the most trifling pieces in 
which they had any hand, and to destroy all that remain d in their power, 
the first sketch of this poem was snatch’d from the fire by Dr Swift, who 
persuaded his friend to proceed in it, and to him it was therefore In- 
scribed But the occasion of pnntmg it was as follows There was publish’d 
in those Miscellanies, a Treatise of the Bathos, or Art of Sinking in Poetry, 
in which was a Chapter, where the Species of bad Writers were rang’d m 
Classes, and initial Letters of Names prefix’d, for the most part at random 
But su<^ was the number of Poets eminent in that Art, that some one or 
other took every Letter to himself All fell into so violent a furv, that for 
half a year or more the common News-Papers (in most of which they had 
some Property, as being hired Writers) were f^cd with the most abusive 
Falshoods and Scurrilities they could possibly devise A Liberty in no 
way to be wonder’d at in those People, and in those Papers, that, for many 
years during the uncontrolled License of the Press, had aspersed almost 
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It as favourably as if it were some kindness done to themselves 
Whereas if a known scoundrel or blockhead chance but to be touch’d 
upon, a whole legion is up m arms, and it becomes the common 
cause of all Scriblers, Booksellers, and Prmters whatsoever 

Not to search too deeply mto the Reason hereof, I will only 
observe as a Facty that every week for these two Months past, the 
town has been persecuted with (b) Pamphlets, Adverusements, 
Letters, and weekly Essays, not only agamst the Wit and Wntmgs, 
but agamst the Character and Person of Mr Pope And that of all 
those men who have received pleasure from his Wntmgs (which by 
modest computation may be about a (c) hundred thousand in these 
Kmgdoms of England and Ir elands not to mention, Guernsey^ 

the Orcadesy those m the New worlds and Foreigners who have 
translated him into their languages) of all this number, not a man 
hath stood up to say one word m his defence 

The only exception is the (d) Author of the followmg Poem, who 
doubtless had either a better msight mto the grounds of this 
clamour, or a better opmion of Mr Papers mtegrity, jom’d with 
a greater personal love for him, than any other of his numerous 
friends and admirers 

Further, that he was m his pecuhar intimacy, appears from the 
knowledge he mamfests of the most private Authors of all the 

all the great Characters of the Age, and this with Impunity, their own 
Persons and Names being utterly secret and obscure This gave Mr Pope 
the Thought, that he had now some Opportunity of doing good, by 
detecting and dragging into light these common Enemies of Mankind, 
since to invalidate this universal Slander, it sufficed to shew what con- 
temptible Men were the Authors of it He was not without hopes, that by 
manifesting the Dullness of those who had only Malice to recommend 
them, either the Booksellers would not find their Account m employing 
them, or the Men themselves, when discovered, want Courage to proceed 
in so unlawful an occupation This it was that gave birth to the Dunciad, 
and he thought it an happiness, that by the late Flood of Slander on him- 
self, he had acquired such a peculiar right over their Names as was 
necessary to his Design 

(J>) Pamphlets, Advertisements, See ] See the List of these anonymous 
papers with their dates and Authors thereunto annexed N® 2 

(c) About a hundred thousand] It is surprizing with what stupidity this 
Preface, which is almost a continued Irony, was taken by these Authors 
Tlus passage among others they xmderstood to be serious Hear the 
Laureate (Letter to Pope, p 9) ‘Though I grant the Dunciad a better 
Poem of Its kind than ever was writ, yet, when I read it with those vatn^ 
glorious encumbrances of Notes and Remarks upon it, &c — ^it is amazing, 
that you, who have wnt with such masterly spirit upon the ruling Passion, 
should be so blind a slave to your own, as not to see how far a low avarice 
of Praise, &c (taking it for granted that the notes of Scriblerus and others, 
were the author’s own ) 

(d) The Author of thefoUomng Poem, &c ] A very plain Irony, speaking 
of Mr Pope himself 
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anonymous pieces against him, and from his having m this Poem 
attacked ie) no man hvmg, who had not before prmted or pub- 
hshed some scandal against this particular Gentleman 
How I became possest of it, is of no concern to the Reader, but 
It would have been a wrong to him, had I detain’d this pubhcation 
smce those Names which are its chief ornaments, die off daily so 
fast, as must render it too soon unmteUigible If it provoke the 
Audior to give us a more perfect edition, I have my end 
Who he is, I cannot say, and (which is great pity) there is cer- 
tainly (/) nothmg m his style and manner of writmg, which can 
distmguish, or discover him For if it bears any resemblance to that 
of Mr P ’tis not improbable but it might be done on purpose, with 
a view to have it pass for his But by the frequency of his allusions 
to VtrgtU and a labored (not to say ^ected) shortness m imitation of 
him, I should think him more an admirer of the Roman Poet than 
of the Grectan^ and m that not of the same taste with his Fnend 
I have been well inform’d, that this work was the labour of full 
(g) SIX years of his life, and that he retired himself entirely from all 
the avocations and pleasures of the world, to attend dihgently to 
Its correction and perfection, and six years more he mtended to 
bestow upon it, as it should seem by this verse of Statius^ which was 
cited at the head of his manuscript 

Oh mthi btssenos multum vigilata per annos^ 

(Jt) Duncia ^ 


(e) The Publisher m these words went a httle too far but it is certain 
whatever Names the Reader finds that are unknown to him, are of such 
and the exception is only of two or three, whose dulness or scurrility all 
mankmd agree to have justly entitled them to a place in the Dunciad 
(/) There ts certainly nothmg m hts StyUy &c ] This Irony had small 
effect in concealing the Author The Dunciad, imperfect as it was, had not 
been pubhsh’d two days, but the whole Town gave it to Mr Pope 

(g) The Labour of full six years, &c ] This also was honestly and seriously 
believ’d, by divers of the Gentlemen of the Dunciad J Ralph, Pref to 
Sawney, ‘We are told it was the labour of six years, with the utmost 
assiduity and application It is no great compliment to the Author’s sense, 
to have employed so large a part of his Life, &c ’ So also Ward, Pref to 
Durg ‘The Dunciad, as the Publisher very wuely confesses, cost the 
Author SIX years retirement from all the pleasures of hfe, to but half fimsh 
his abusive xmdertaking — ^tho’ it is somewhat difficult to conceive, from 
either its Bulk or Beauty, that it cou’d be so long in hatching, But 
the length of time and closeness of application were mentioned to pre- 
possess the reader with a good opmion of it * 

Nevertheless the Prefacer to Mr CurVs Key (a great Cntick) was of a 
different sentiment, and thought it might be wntten in six days 

It IS to be hoped they will as well imderstand, and write as gravely upon 
what Scnblerus hath said of this Poem 

(h) The same learned Prefacer took this word to be really in Statius 
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Hence also we learn the true Title of the Poem, which with the 
same certamty as we call that of Homer the Ihadi of Virgil the 
^netdy of Camoens the Lusiad^ of Voltaire the Hennad (z), we may 
pronounce could have been, and can be no other, than 

The Dunciad 

It IS styled Heroic^ as bemg doubly so, not only with respect to 
Its nature, which according to the Best Rules of the Ancients and 
stiictest ideas of the Moderns, is critically such, but also with 
regard to the Heroical disposition and high courage of the Writer, 
who dar’d to stir up such a formidable, irritable, and implacable 
race of mortals 

The time and date of the Action is evidently m the last reign, 
when the office of City Poet expir’d upon the death of Elkanah 
Settle^ and he has fix’d it to the Mayoralty of Sir Geo Thorold ^ 
But there may arise some obscurity m Chronology from the Names 
m the Poem, by the mevitable removal of some Authors, and m- 
sertion of others, m their Niches For whoever will consider the 
Umty of the whole design, will be sensible, that the Poem was not 
made for these Author hut these Authors for the Poem And I should 
judge they were clapp’d m as they rose, fresh and fresh, and chang’d 
from day to day, m like maimer as when the old boughs wither, we 
thrust new ones into a chimney 

I would not have the reader too much troubled or anxious, if 
he cannot decypher them, smce when he shall have found them out, 
he will probably know no more of the Persons than before 

Yet we judg’d it better to preserve them as they are, than to 
change them for fictitious names^ by which the Satyr would only 
be multiphed, and apphed to many mstead of one Had the Hero, 
for mstance, been called Codrus^ how many would have affirm’d him 

to be Mr W Mr D Sir R B — — , &c but now, all 

that xmjust scandal is saved, by calling him Theobald^ which by 
good luck happens to be the name of a real person 

I am indeed aware, that this name may to some appear too meaw, 
for the Hero of an Epic Poem but it is hoped, they will alter that 
opimon, when they find, that an Author no less enunent than la 
Bruyere has thought him worthy a place m his Characters 

Voudnez vous^ Theobalde, que je crusse que vous ites baisse ^ 
que vous riites plus Poete^ ni hel esprit ^ que vous ites presentement 


By a quibble on the word Duncta, the Dunciad is formed/ pag 3 Mr 
Ward also follows him in the same opinion 
(z) The Hennad] The French Poem of Monsieur Voltaire, entitled La 
Hennade, had been published at London the year before 
^ Thorold <Cf A 1 88« , 83?! > 
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aussi mauvais Juge de tout genre d^Ouvrage^ que mechant Auteur ^ 
Votre air Ithre & presumptueux me rassure^ & me persuade tout le 
contratrey Characteres^ Vol I de la Societe & de la Conversa'- 
tioriypag 176 Edit Amst 1720 

II A LIST OF BOOKS, PAPERS, AND VERSES, IN 
WHICH OUR AUTHOR WAS ABUSED, PRINTED 
BEFORE THE PUBLICATION OF THE DUNCIAD 
WITH THE TRUE NAMES OF THE AUTHORS 

Reflections Critical and Satyncal on a late Rhapsody called an 
Essay on Criticism By Air Dennis Printed for Lintot Price 6d 
A New Rehearsal, or Bays the Younger, Containing an Examen 
of Air Roweh Plays, and a word or two upon Air Pope’s Rape of 
the Locke Anon [Charles Gildon ] Prmted for J Roberts^ 1714 
Price IS 

Homerides, or a Letter to Air Pope^ occasion’d by his mtended 
Translation of Homer By Sir Iliad Doggrel [T Burnet and G 
Ducket Esquires] Prmted for W Wilkmsy 1715, Price 6d 
iEsop at the Bear-garden A Vision m mutation of the Temple of 
Fame By Air Preston Sold hyjohn Morphew^ 1715 Price 6d 
The Cathohc Poet, or Protestant Barnaby’s sorrowful Lamenta- 
tion, a Ballad about Homer’s Ihad [by Airs Centlivre and others] 
1715 Price id 

An Epilogue to a Puppet-show at Bath, concermng the said 
Ihad, by George Ducket Esq, Prmted by E Curl 
A compleat Key to the What-d’ye-call-it, Anon [Air Th — ] 
Prmted for Roberts^ 1715 

A true charaaer of Air Pope and his Writmgs, m a Letter to a 
Friend, Anon [Aiessieurs Gildon and Dennis ] Prmted for 5 Pop^ 
ping:, 1716 Price 3d 

The Confederates, a Farce Joseph Gay {J D Br&oal ] Prmted 
for R Burleigh^ 1717 Price is 

Remarks upon Air Pope’s Translation of Homer, with two 
Letters concerning the Wmdsor Forrest and the Temple of Fame 
By Air Dennis Prmted for E Curk 1717 Price is 6d 
Satires on the Translators of Homer, Air P and Air T Anon 
[Bez Morns] 1717 Price 6d 

The Triumvirate, or a Letter from Palasmon to Ceha at Bath 
Anon [Leonard Welsted]VTiQSi IS 1718 Foho 
The Battle of Poets, a Heroic Poem [By Tho Cooke] Prmted for 
J Roberts Foho 1725 

Aiemoirs of LiUiput, Anon [Airs Eliz Haywood ] Prmted 
1727 
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An Essay on Criticism, m Prose, by the Author of the Critical 
History of England [J Oldmixon] 8® 1728 
Gulhveriana, and Alexandnana With an ample Preface and 
Critique on Smft and Papers Miscellames [By Jonathan Smedl^ ] 
Prmted for J Roberts 8® 1728 Advertised before the pubhcation 
of the Dunaad m the Daily Journal, April 13 1728 
Characters of the Times, or an Account of the Wntmgs^ Charac- 
ters, &c of several Gentlemen hbell’d by S— and P— in a late 
Miscellany, 8° 1728 [C—l and IF— d 
Remarks on Air Pope^s Rape of the Lock, m Letters to a Friend 
[By Mr Denms ] Written m 1714, tho’ not printed till 1728 8® 

Versesy Lettersy Essaysy or Advertisements tn the publtck Prints 

British Journal, Nov 25, 1727 A Letter on Swift and Pope's 
Miscellames [Writ by Concanen ] 

Daily Journal, March 18, 1728 A Letter by Philomaurt \James 
Moore Smyth ] 

Id March 29 A Letter about Thersites and accusing the Author 
of Disaffection to the Government [James Moore Smyth ] 

Mist's Weekly Journal, March 30 An Essay on the Arts of a 
Poets smkmg in reputauon, Or a supplement to the Art of sinkmg 
in Poetry [supposed by Mr Theobald ] 

Daily Journal, April 3 A Letter under the name of PJnlo-ditto 
\bY James Moore Smyth ] 

Flymg-Post, Apnl 4 A Letter agamst Gulliver and Mr P [Mr 
Oldmixon ] 

Daily Journal, April 5 An Auction of Goods at Tzoickenhamy [by 
J Moore Smyth ] 

Flying-Post Apnl 6 A Fragment of a Treatise upon Smft and 
Popey [by Mr Oldmixon ] 

The Senator, Apnl 9 On the same, [by Edward Roome ] 

Daily Joumd, Apnl 8 Advertisement [by James Moore Smyth ] 
Daily Journal, Apnl 9 Letter and Verses agamst Dr Smfty 
[by Esq,] 

Flymg-Post, Apnl 13 Verses agamst the same, and against Mr 
P — ’s Homer y [by J Oldmixon ] 

Daily Journal, Apnl 16 Verses on Mr P [by ** Esq, ] 

Id Apnl 23 Letter about a Translation of the clmacter of 
Thersites m Homer y [J—D — &c ] 

Mist's Weekly Journal, April 27 A Letter of Lewis Theobald 
Daily Journal, May ii A Letter agamst Mr P at large. Anon 
[John Dennis ] 

^ <1 e Curll and Welsted See A i 240 and m i63«, pp 369, 410 > 
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All these were afterwards reprinted in a Pamphlet entitled, 
A collection of all the Verses, Essays, Letters and Advertisements 
occasion’d by Pope and SzoifPs Miscellames Prefaced by Cow- 
canen. Anonymous Prmted for A Moony 1728 Price is 
Others of an elder date, havmg layn as waste paper many years, 
were upon the pubhcation of the Dunaad brought out, and their 
Authors betrayed by the mercenary Booksellers (m hope of some 
possibihty of vendmg a few) by advertismg them m this manner — 
The Confederates^ a Farce by Capt Brevaly (for which he is put into 
the Dunciad ) An Epilogue to PoweVs PuppetshoWy by Col Duckety 
(for which he is put into the Dunciad ) Essays, &c by Sir Rich 
Blackmore NB It is for a passage m pag — of this book tliat Sir 
Richard was put into the Dunciad ) And so of others 

AFTER THE DUNCIAD, I 728 

An Essay on the Dimciad, 8® Prmted for J Roberts [In this book, 
pag 9 It was formally declared ‘That the complamt of the afore- 
said Pieces, Libels, and Advertisements, was forged and untrue, 
that all mouths had been silent except m Mr Pope^s praise, and 
nothmg agamst him pubhsh’d, but, by Mj Theobald ’ Price 6d 
Sawney, in blank Verse, occasion’d by the Dunciad, with a 
Critique on that Poem [By J Ralph, a person never mention’d 
m It at first, but mserted after this ] Printed fotf Roberts 8® Price 

15 

A compleat Key to the Dimciad, by E Curl 12® Price 6d 
A second and tlurd Edition of the same, with Additions 12P 
The Popiad, by E Curl, extracted from J Dennis, Sir R Black- 
more, &c 12® Price 6d 
The Curhad, by the same E Curl 

The Female Dunaad, collected by the same Mr Curl 12® 
Price 6d With the Metamorphosis of P — mto a stmgmg Nettle, 
[by Mr Foxton} 12° 

The Metamorphosis of Scnblerus into Snarlerus, [by J Smedley ] 
Prmted for A Moore Foho Price 6d 
The Dunciad dissected, or Farmer P and his Son, by Curl 
12 ® 

An Essay on the Taste and Writings of the present time, said to 
be writ by a Gentleman of C C C Oxon Printed for J Roberts, 
8 '> 

The Arts of Logic and Rhetorick, partly taken from Bouhours, 
with new Reflections, &c \by John Oldmixon ] 8° 

Remarks on the Dimaad, by Mr Denms, Dedicated to Mr 
Theobald 8® 
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A Supplement to the Profunda Anon [By Matthew Concanen ] 

8 ° 

Mtsfs Weekly Journal, June 8 A long Letter sign’d W A 
[Denmsy Theobald^ and others ] 

Daily Journal, June ii A Letter sign’d PhtloscnbleruSi on the 
name of Pope — Letter to Mr Theobald m Verse, sign’d B M 
agamst Mr P — Many other httle Epigrams about this time in the 
same papers, [by James Moore and others ] 

Mst’s Journal, 22 A Letter by Lems Theobald 
Flymg-Post, August 8 Letter on Pope and Swift 
Daily Journal, August 8 Letter chargmg the Author of the Dun- 
ciad with Treason 

Durgen^ A plain Satyr on a pompous Satyrist [By Edw Wards 
with a httle of James Moore ] 

Apollo’s Maggot in his Cups, by E Ward 
Labeoy [A Paper of Verses written by Leonard Welsted] which 
after came mto One Epistle^ and was pubhsh’d by James Moore, 
4*0 1730 Another part of it came out m Welsted’s own name in 
1731, under the just Title of Dulness and Scandals fol 
Gullivenana Secundas Bemg a collection of many of the Libels in 
the News papers, like the former Volume under the same title, 
by Smedley Advertised m the Craftsman November 9, 1728 with 
this remarkable promise, that ^any thing which any body shou’d 
send as Mr Pope’s or Dr Smft% shou’d be inserted and pubhshed 
as Theirs ’ 

Pope Alexander’s Supremacy and Infalhbihty examm’d &c 
4*0 By Geo Ducket and John Denms 
Dean Jonathan’s Paraphrase on the 4**^ Chapter of Genesis 
Wnt by E Room, fol 1729 

Verses on the Imitator of Horace by a Lady [or between a Lady, 
a Lord, and a Court Sqmre] Prmted for J RobertSs fol 1733 
An Epistle from a Nobleman to a Dr of Divimty, from Hampton 
Court [Lord H--y] Prmted for Roberts also, fol 1733 
A Letter from Mr Qbber to Mr Pope Prmted for W Lewis m 
Covent Garden, octavo 
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III A COPY OF CAXTON'S PREFACE TO HIS 
TRANSLATION OF VIRGIL ^ 

After dyuerse Werkes, made translated and achieued> hauyng noo 
werke in hande I sittyng in my studye where as laye many dyuerse 
paunflettes and bool^s happened that to my hande cam a l3nyl 
booke m frenshe whiche late was translated oute of latyn by some 
noble clerke of fraunce whiche booke is named Eneydos (made m 
latyn by that noble poete & grete clerke Vyrgyle) whiche booke I 
sawe over and redde therem How after the generall destruccyon of 
the grete Troye^ Eneas departed berynge his olde fader anchtses upon 
his sholdres, his lytyl ^onyolas on his hande his wyfe wytti moche 
other people followynge^ and how he shipped and departed wyth 
alle thystorye of his aduentures that he had er he cam to the atchieue- 
ment of his conquest ofytalye as all a longe shall be shewed m this 
present boke In whiche booke I had grete playsyx by cause of the 
fayr and honest termes & wordes m frenshe XJ^yche I neuer sawe 
to fore lyke ne none so playsaimt ne so wel ordred whiche booke 
as me semed sholde be moche requysyte to noble men to see as wel 
for the eloquence as the historyes How wel that many hondred 
yerys passed was the sayd booke of Eneydos wyth other workes 
made and lemed dayly m scolis specyally mytalye and other places, 
whiche historye the sa^^d Vyrgyle made m metre. And whan I had 
aduysed me m this sayd booke I delybered and concluded to trans- 
late it m to englyshe And forthwyth toke a penne and ynke and 
wrote a leef or tweyne, whyche I ouersawe agayn to corecte it. And 
whan I sawe the fayr & straunge termes therem, I doubted that it 
sholde not please some gentylmen whiche late blamed me sayeng 
that m my translacyons I had ouer curyous termes whiche coude 
not be vnderstande of comyn peple, and desired me to vse olde and 
homely termes m my translacyons and fayn wolde I satysfye 
euery man, and so to doo toke an olde boke and redde therem, and 
certaynly the englyshe was so rude and brood that I coude not wele 
vnderstande it And also my lorde Abbot of Westmynster ded do 
shewe to me late certayn euydences wryton m olde englyshe for to 
reduce it m to our englyshe now vsid. And certaynly it was wryton 
m suche wyse that it was more lyke to dutche than englyshe I coude 

^ <In Mist's youmaly March 16, 1728, Theobald had cited Caxton to 
clear up a passage in Trmlus and Cressiday v v 14 ‘The dreadfiill Sagittary 
Appauls our numbers ’ Pope had assumed that the Sagittary was Teucer , 
but Theobald (with the help of Caxton) was able to show that it was ‘a 
mervayllouse beste’ , m fact, a Centaur The mistake probably rankled, 
and Pope took refuge once again in ridicule, but the joke at Caxton’s 
expense amounts to no more than laughing at a man because his clothes 
are old-fashioned > 
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not reduce ne brynge it to be vnderstonden. And certaynly our 
langage now vsed varyeth ferre from that whiche was vsed and 
spoken whan I was bome^ For we englyshe men> ben borne vnder 
the domynacyon of the mone whiche is neuer stedfaste, but euer 
wauerynge, wexynge one season^ and waneth & dyscreaseth 
another season. And that comyn englyshe that is spoken m one 
shyre varyeth from another In so moche that m my dayes happened 
that certayn marchants were m a ship m Tamyse for to haue 
sayled ouer the see into Zelande, and for lacke of wynde thei 
taryed atte forlond and wente to lande for to refreshe ^em And 
one of theym named Sheffelde a mercer cam m to an hows and axed 
for mete^ and specyally he axyd after eggys And the goode wyf 
answerde that she coude speke no frenshe And the merchant was 
angry for he also coude speke no frenshe but wolde haue hadde 
egges, and she vnderstode hym not. And thenne at laste another 
sayd that he wolde haue eyren, then the good wfy sayd that she 
vnderstod hym wel, Loo what sholde a man m thyse dayes now 
wryte egges or eyren, certaynly it is harde to playse every man, by 
cause of dyuersite & change of langage For m these dayes euery 
man that is m ony reputacyon m his centre wyll vtter his comyny- 
cacyon and maters m suche maners & termes, that fewe men shall 
vnderstonde theym. And som honest and grete clerkes haue ben 
wyth me and desired me to wiyte the moste curyous termes that I 
coude fynde. And thus bytwene playn rude, & curyous I stande 
abashed but m my Judgemente, the comyn termes that be dayli 
vsed ben lyghter to be vnderstonde tha n the olde and ancyent 
englyshe. And for as moche as this present booke is not for a rude 
vplondyshe man to laboure therem, ne rede it, but onely for a 
clerke & a noble gentylman that feleth and vnderstondeth m isytts 
of aimes m loue & m noble chyualrye. Therefore in a meane be- 
twene bothe I haue reduced & translated this sayd booke in to our 
englyshe not ouer rude ne curyous but m suche termes as shall be 
vnderstanden by goddys grace accordynge to my copye And yf ony 
man wyll enter mete m redyng of hit and fyndeth suche termes that 
he can not vnderstande late hym goo rede and leme Vyrgylh or the 
pystles of Quyde^ and ther he shall see and vnderstonde lyghtly all, 
Yf he haue a good redar & enformer. For this booke is not for 
euery rude and vnconnynge man to see, but to clerkys & very 
gentylmen that understande gentylnes and scyence Thenne I 
praye alle theym that shall rede m this lytyl treatys to holde me for 
excused for the translatynge of hit For I knowleche my selfe 
Ignorant of connynge to enpryse on me so hie and noble a werke. 
But I praye Mscystox John Skelton late created poete laureate m the 
vnyuersite of Oxenforde to ouersee and correcte this sayd booke 
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And t’addresse and expowne where as shall be founde faulte to 
theym that shall requyre it For hym I knowe for suffycyent to 
expowne and englyshe euery dyflfyciilte that is therein^ For he hath 
late translated the epystlys of Tulle^ and the boke of Dyodoms 
Syculus and dmerse others werkes oute of latyn in to englyshe 
not in rude and olde langage but in polysshed and ornate termes 
craftely, as he that hath redde Vyrgyle^ Ouyde^ Tullye^ and all the 
other noble poetes and oratonrs, to me unknown And also he hath 
redde the ix muses and vnderstande theyr musicalle scyences and 
to whom of theym eche scyence is appropred I suppose he hath 
dronken of Elycons well Then I praye hym & suche other to cor- 
recte adde or mynysshe where as he or they shall f^mde faulte, For 
I haue but folowed my copye m frenche as nygh as me is possyble. 
And yf ony worde be sayd therem well, I am glad and yf otherwyse 
I submytte my sayd boke to theyr correctyon, Whiche boke I 
presente vnto ^e hye bom my tocomynge naturall & souerayn lord 
Arthur by the grace of God Prynce of Walys^ Duke of Cornewayll 
& Erie of Chester first bygoten Son and heyer vnto our most dradde 
naturall &: souerayn lorde & most crysten kynge, Henry the vij by 
the grace of God kynge of Englonde and of Fraunce & lord of 
Irelonde^ byseechmg lus noble grace to rece5we it m thanke of me his 
moste humble subget & semant. And I shall praye vnto almyghty 
God for his prosperous encreasyng in vertue, wysedom, and hu- 
manyte that he may be egal wyth the most rendmed of alle his noble 
progenytours And so to lyue m this present lyf, that after this 
transitorye lyfe he and we alle may come to everlastynge lyf in 
heuen. Amen 


At the end of the Book 

Here fynyssheth the boke of Eneydos^ compyled by Vyrgyle^ 
whiche hathe be translated out of latyne m to frenshe^ and out of 
frenshe reduced in to Englysshe by me Wyllm Caxton^ the xxij daye 
oijuyn the yere of our lorde M uij C Ixxxx The fythe yere of the 
Regne of kyng Henry the seuenth 

IV VIRGILIUS RESTAURATUS ^ SEU MARTINI 
SCRIBLERI SUMMI CRITICI CASTIGATIONUM IN 
ifiNEIDEM SPECIMEN 

/Eneidem totam. Amice Lector, innumerabihbus poene mendis 
scatunentem, ad pnstmum sensum revocabimus In smguhs 
fere versibus spuriae occurrunt lectiones, m ommbus quos im- 
quam vidi codicibus aut vulgaus aut ineditis, ad opprobnum 

^ <The title is intended to ridicule Theobald’s Shakespeare Restored > 
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usque Criticorurrij m hunc diem existentes Interea adverte 
oculoSa & his paucis fruere At si quae smt m hisce castigatiombus 
de qmbus non satis hquet, syllabarum quantitates, npo^syofisva 
nostra Libro ipsi prasfigenda, ut consulas, moneo 

I SPECIMEN LIBRI PRIMI, VERS I (a) 

Arma Virumque cano, Trojae qui primus ab ons 
Itaham,/arn profugus, Lavmaque vemt 
Litora multum ille & terns jactatus & alto, 

Vi superum 


II VERS 52 (fi) 

— ^Et quisquis Numen Junoms adoret 

III VERS 86 (c) 

— ^Venti velut agmine facto 
Qua data porta ruunt — 

IV VERS 1 17 (d) 

Fidumque vehebat Orontem 

V VERS 1 19 ie) 

Excutitur, pronusque maltster 
Volvitur in caput 

(a) Arma Virumque cano, Trojas qui primus ab Am 
Italiam, flatu profugus, Latmague vemt 
Litora multum lUe & terns v^xattis, & alto, 

Vi superum 

Ab ariSf nempe Hercsei Jovis, vide lib a vers sia, 550 — Flatu, 
ventorum -®oli, ut sequitur — Lattna cert^ littora cum iEneas aderat, 
Lavtna non msi postea ab ipso nommata, Lib la vers 193— 
term non convemt 

(i;,) ^Et quisquis Nomen Junoms adoret^ 

Longfe mehus, quam ut antea, Numen 
Et Procul dubio sic Virgilius 

(c) — ^Venti velut aggerefracto 

Qua data porta ruunt 

Sic corrige, meo periculo 

(d) Fortemque vehebat Orontem 

Non fidum, quia Epitheton Achatee notissimum, 

Oronti nunquam datur 

(e) — Excutitur pronusque magis thr 

Volvitur in caput 

Aio Virgilium aliter non scnpsisse, quod planfe confinramr ex sequenti* 
bus — Ast ilium ter fluctus ibidem Torquet 
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VI VERS 122 (/) 

Apparent ran nantes m gurgite vasto 
Arma vtrum 


VII VERS 15 1 {g) 

Atque rotis summas leviter perlabitur undas 

VIII VERS 154 (h) 

Jamque faces & saxa volant, furor arma mimstrat 

IX VERS 170 (0 

Fronte sub adversa scopuhs pendenttbus antrum, 
Intus aquae dulces, vivoque sedilia saxo 

X VERS 188 (Jz) 

Tres littore cervos 

Prospicit errantes hos tota armenta sequuntur 
A tergo 


XI VERS 748 

Arcturum pluviasque Hyades, geminosque Tnones^ 
Error gravissimus Comge, — septemque Tnones 

(f) Artm hominum Ridicule ante^i Arma vtrum quae ex ferro conflata, 
quomodo possunt nature^ 

(g) Atque rotis spumas leviter perlabitur udas Summas^ & lemter perlabt^ 
pleonasmus est Mirificfe altera lectio Neptuni agilitatem & celeritatem 
expnmit, simili modo Noster de Camilla, Mn ii — intactce segetis per 
summa volarety &c hyperbolic^ 

(A) Jam faces & saxa volant, fugtuntque Mtntstn Uti solent, mstanti 
pencido — Faces, faabus longe praestant, quid enim nisi faeces jactarent 
vulgus sordidum? 

(t) Fronte sub adversa popuhs prandenttbus antrum 
Sic malim, longe potius quam scoptdis pendenttbus Nugae* Nonne vides 
versu sequenti dulces aquas ad potandum & sediha ad discubendum dan ^ 
In quorum usum? prandentium 

(^) ^Tres litore corvos 

Aspicit errantes hos agrnma tota sequuntur 

A tergo — Cerm, lectio vulgata, absurditas notissima haec animaha in 
^Vfnca non mveniri, quis nescit? At motus & ambulandi ritus Cor- 
vorum, quis non agnovit hoc loco? Litore, locus ubi errant Corvi, uti 
Noster alibi, 

Et sola secum stcca spaaatur arena 

Omen praeclarissimum, immo et agminibus Militum frequenter observa- 
tum, ut patet ex Historicis 
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XII VERS 631 (/) 

Quare agite O )uvenesj tectu succedite nostris 

LIBER SECUNDUS VERS I (a) 

Conttcuere omnesa mtentique ora tenebant, 

Inde toro Pater iEneas sic orsus ab alto 

VERS 3 (jb) 

Infandum Regina jubes renovate dolorem 
VERS 4 (c) 

Trojanas ut opes^ & lamentabile regnum 
VERS 5 (d) 

Eruennt Danai, Quaeque ipse misemma vtdt 
Et quorum pars magna fui 

(/) Quare agite O Juvenes, tectu succedite nostris 
Lectu potius dicebat Dido, polita magis oratione, & quae unica voce et 
Torum & Mensam exprimebat Hanc lectionem probe confirmat 
appellatio O Juvenes ' Duphcem hunc sensum alibi etiam Maro lepid^ 
innuit, 

Mn 4 vers 19 Huic uni forsan potui succumbere culpce 
Anna! fatebor enim — 

Corrige, Hmc um [Vtro scil ] potui succumbere, Culpas 

Anna? fatebor enim, Vox succumbere quam eleganter ambigua! 

LIB II VERS I 

(a) Concubuere omnes, mtentique ora tenebant, 

Inde toro satur ^neas sic orsus ab alto 

Concubuere^ quia toro ^neam vidimus accumbentem quin Sc altera 
ratio, sell Conttcuere Sc ora tenebant, tautologies dictum In Manusenpto 
perquam rarissimo in Patris Musseo, legitur ore gemebant, sed magis 
ingenios^ quam ver6 Satur iEneas, quippe qui jam-iam a prandio sur- 
rexit Pater nihil ad rem attinet 

(&) Infantum regma jubes renovare dolorem Sic baud dubito veteminis 
coicibus senptum fiiisse hoc satis constat ex perantiqua ilia Bnttan- 
norum Cantilena vocata Chevy-Chace, cujus autor hunc locum sibi ascivit 
in hsec verba, 

The Child may rue that u unborn 

(c) Trojanas ut Oves Sc lamentabile regnum Dtruermt — ^Mallem oves 
potius quam opes, quoniam in antiquissimis illis temponbus oves Sc 
armenta divitiae regum fuere Vel fortasse Oves Pandu innuit, quas super 
Idam nupernme pascebat. Sc jam in vmdictam pro Helenae raptu, a 
Menelao, Ajace ahisque ducibus, mentb occisas 

(id) — Queeque ipse muemmus audt, 

Et quorum pars magna fui 

Omnia tarn audita quam visa recta distinctione enarrare hic iEneas 
profitetur Multa quorum nox ea fatalis sola conscia fuit, Vir probus & 
plus tanquam vua referre non potuit 
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VERS 7 (e) 

— Quis talia fando 
Temperet a lacryims ^ 

VERS 9 (/) 

Et jam nox humda coelo 
Prascipitat, suadentque cadentia S3’'dera somnos 
Sed SI tantus amor casus cognoscere nostros^ (g) 

Et breviter Trojae supremum audire laborem, 

Quanquam animus memimsse horret, luctuqiie refugity (h) 
Incipiam 


VERS 13 (i) 

Fracti bello, fatisque repulsi> 

Ductores Danaum, tot jam labentibus anms. 

Instar mentis Equum^ divina Palladis arte^ 

JEdificant dfc 

(e) Quis talia fiendoy 

Temperet in lachrymis^ Major enim doloris indicatio, absque modo 

lachrymare, quam solummodo a lachrymis non temperare^ 

(/) Et jam nox lumma coelo 
Praecipitat, suadentque latentia sydera somnos 

Lectio, hurntda, vespertinum rorem solum innuere videtur magis mi 
arridet Lumma, quae latentia postquam pnecipvtantur , Aurorae adventum 
annunciant 

(g) Sed SI tantus amor curas cognoscere metis, 

Et hr&ih ter Trojae, superumque audire labores 
Cura Noctis (scilicet Noctis Excidii Trojani) magis compendiosfe (vel 
ut dixit ipse brevitei) totam Belli catastrophen denotat, quam diffusa ilia 
& mdetermmata lectio, casus nostros Ter audire gratum esse Didoni 
patet ex libro quarto, ubi dicitur, Ihacosque iterum demens audire labores 
Exposett Ter enim pro scepe usurpatur Trojee, superumque labores, rect^, 
quia non tantum homines sed & Du sese his laboribus immiscuerunt 
Vide JEn 2 vers 610, &c 

Qi) Quamquam animus mermnisse horret, luctusque resurgit Resurgit 
multb propnus dolorem renascentem notat, quam ut hactenus, refugit 
(t) Tracti bello, fatisque repulsi 
Tracti & Repulsi, Antithesis perpulcra • 

Fracti frigid^ & vulgarit^r 

Equum jam Trojanum, (ut vulgus loquitui) adeamus, quern si Equam 
Greecam vocabis Lector, minim% pecces Solse enim femellae utero gestant 

Uterumque armato milite complent — ^Uteroque recusso Insonuere cava 

Atque utero somtum quater arma dedere — Inclusos utero Danaos &c Vox 
fata non convenit manbus, — Scandit fatalis machina muros, Foeta armis 

^Palladem Virginem, Equo man fabricando mvigilare decuisse quis 

putat? Incredible prorsus* Quamobrem existimo veram Equa lectionem 
passim restituendam, nisi ubi forte metri caussa, Equum potius quam 
Equam, Genus pro Sexu, dixit Maro Vale I dum haec paucula comges, 
majus opus moveo 
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V A CONTINUATION OF THE GUARDIAN ON 
THE SUBJECT OF PASTORALS 

Compulerantque greges Corydon & Thyrsis in unum 
Ex illo Corydon^ Corydon est tempore nobis 
<VIRG Eel Vll> 

Monday i April 27, 1713 <No 40) 

I I Designed to have troubled the Reader with no farther Dis- 
courses of Pastorals^ but being informed that I am taxed of Partiahty 
in not mentionmg an Author whose Eclogues are pubhshed m the 
same Volume with Air Philipses ^ I shall employ this Paper m 
Observations upon him^ written m Hot free Spirit of Criticism^ and 
without apprehension of offendmg that Gentleman, whose char- 
acter It is that he takes the greatest care of his Works before they 
are pubhshed, and has the least concern for them afterwards 

2 I have laid it down as the first rule of Pastoral, that its Idea 
should be taken from the manners of the Golden Age^ and the Moral 
form’d upon the representation of Innocence^ ’tis therefore plam 
that any Deviations from that design degrade a Poem from bemg 
true Pastoral In this view it will appear that Virgil can only have 
two of his Eclogues allowed to be such Ehs first and ninth must be 
rejected, because they describe the ravages of Armies, and oppres- 
sions of the Innocent, Cory don's crimmal Passion for Alexis 
throws out the second, the calumny and railing m the third are not 
proper to that state of Concord, the eighth represents unlawful 
ways of procurmg Love by Inchantments, and mtroduces a Shep- 
herd whom an invitmg Precipice tempts to Self-Murder As to the 
fourth, sixth, and tenth, they are given up by (a) Heinstus, Sah 
masius^ Rapin^ and the Cnticks m general They likewise observe 
that but eleven of all the Idyllia of Theoentus are to be admitted as 
Pastorals, and even out of that number the greater part will be 
excluded for one or other of the Reasons abovementioned So that 
when I remark’d m a former paper, that VirgiVs Eclogues taken all 
together are rather select Poems than Pastorals y I might have said 
the same thmg with no less truth of Theoentus The reason of this 
I take to be yet imobserved by the Cnticks, viz They never meant 
them all for Pastorals 

Now it is plain Philips hath done this, and in that Particular 
excelled both Theocritus and Virgil 

3 As Simplicity is the distmgmshmg Charactensnek of Pastoral, 
Virgil hath been thought guilty of too courdy a Stile, his Language 
is perfectly pure, and he often forgets he is among Peasants I have 

(a) See Rapm de Carm Past pars 3 
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frequently wonder’d, that since he was so conversant in the writings 
of EnmuSf he had not imitated the Rusttcity of the Dortc^ as well by 
the help of the old obsolete Roman Language, as Philips hath by the 
antiquated English for example, might he not have said Quoi 
instead of Cwz, quoijum for cujum^ volt for vidt^^ See as well as our 
Modem hath Welladay for Alas^ zohilome for of old, make mock for 
deride, and witlessYounglmgs for simple Lambs, &c by which means 
he had attamed as much of the Air of Theocritus, as Philips hath of 
Spencer ? 

4 Mr Pope hath fallen mto the same error with Virgil His 
Clowns do not converse m all the Simplicity proper to the Country 
His names are borrow’d from Theocritus and Virgil, which are 
improper to the Scene of his Pastorals He mtroduces Daphnis, 
Alexis and Thyrsts on British Plains, as Virgil had done before him 
on the Mantuan Whereas Philips, who hath the strictest regard to 
Propriety, makes choice of names peculiar to the Country, and more 
agreeable to a Reader of Delicacy, such as Hohbinol, Lobhin, Cuddy, 
and Cohn Clout 

5 So easie as Pastoral Writmg may seem, (in the Simplicity 
we have described it) yet it requires great Reading, both of the 
Ancients and Moderns, to be a master of it Philips hath given us 
manifest proofs of his Knowledge of Books It must be confessed 
his competitor hath imitated some single thoughts of the Ancients 
well enough, (if we consider he had not the happiness of an Um- 
versity Education) but he hath dispersed them, here and there, with- 
out that order and method which Mr Philips observes, whose 
whole third Pastoral is an instance how weU he hath stuped the 
fifth of Virgil, and how judiaously reduced VirgiPs thoughts to the 
standard of Pastoral, as his contention of Cohn Clout and the 
Nightingale shows with what exactness he hath mutated every line m 
Strada 

6 When I remarked it as a prmcipal fault, to mtroduce Fruits 
and Flowers of a Foreign growth, m descriptions where the Scene 
hes m our own Country, I did not design that observation should 
extend also to Animals, or the sensitive Life, for Philips hath with 
great judgment described Wolves m England m his first Pastoral 
Nor would I have a Poet slavishly confine himself (as Mr Pope 
hath done) to one particular season of the Year, one certam tune 
of the day, and one unbroken Scene m each Eclogue ’Tis plam 
Spencer neglected this Pedantry, who m his Pastoral of November 
menuons the mournful song of the Nightingale 

Sad Philomel her song in Tears doth steep 

And Mr Philips, by a poetical Creation, hath raised up finer 
beds of Flowers than the most industrious Gardmer, his Roses, 
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Endives, Lillies, Kingcups and DafFadils blow all tn the same 
season 

7 But the better to discover the merits of our two contemporary 
Pastoral Writers, I shall endeavour to draw a Parallel of them, by 
settmg several of their particular thoughts m the same light, whereby 
It will be obvious how much Philips hath the advantage With what 
Simphcity he mtroduces two Shepherds smgmg alternately^ 

Hobb Come^ Rosahnd, O corner for without thee 
What Pleasure can the Country have for me 
Come^ Rosahnd, O come^ my bnnded Ktne^ 

My snowy Sheeps my Farm^ and all, is thine 

Lanq Come Rosahnd, O come^ here shady Bowers 

Here are cool Fountains^ and here springing Flowers 
Come, Rosahnd, Here ever let us stay. 

And sweetly wast our live-long time away 

Our other Pastoral Writer, m expressing the same thought, deviates 
into downright Poetry 

Streph In Spring the Fields, in Autumn Hills I love. 

At Morn the Plains, at Noon the shady Grove, 

But Deha always, ford d from Deha’5 sight. 

Nor Plains at Morn, nor Groves at Noon delight 

Daph Sylvia’5 like Autumn npe, yet mild as May, 

More bright than Noon, yet fresh as early Day, 

Edn Spring displeases, when she shines not here. 

But blest with her, *tis Spring throughout the Year 

In the first of these Authors, two Shepherds thus innocently des- 
cnbe the Behaviour of their Mistresses 

Hobb As Marian bathed, by chance I passed by. 

She blushed, and at me cast a side-long Eye 
Then swift beneath the crystal Wave she try^d 
Her beauteous Form, hut all tn vain, to hide 

Lanq As I to cool me bathed one sultry day. 

Fond Lydia lurking in the Sedges lay 

The wanton laughed, and seemed in haste to fly. 

Yet often stopped, and often turned her Eye 

The other Modem (who it must be confessed hath a knack of 
versifying) hath it as follows 
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Stxeph Me gentle Delia beckons from the Platn^ 

Theny hid in Shades^ eludes her eager Swain^ 

But feigns a Laughs to see me search around^ 

And by that Laugh the willing Fair is found 

Daph The sprightly Sylvia trips along the Green^ 

She runsy but hopes she does not run unseen^ 

While a kind glance at her Pursuer fiyes^ 

How much at variance are her Feet and Eyes ^ 

There is nothing the Writers of this kind of Poetry are fonder of, 
than descriptions of Pastoral Presents Philips says liius of a Sheep- 
hook 


Of seasoned Elm^ where studs of Brass appear^ 

To speak the Giver^s name^ the month and year 
The hook of polished Steely the handle turn^dy 
And nchly by the Graver^ s skill adorned 

The other of a Bowl embossed with Figures 

where wanton Ivy twinesy 

And swelling Clusters bend the curling Vines y 
Four Figures rising from the work appear y 
The various Seasons of the rolling year y 
And What is that which binds the radiant Skyy 
Where twelve bright Signs in beauteous order he ^ 

The simphcity of the Swam m this place, who forgets the name 
of the Zpdiacky is no ill mutation of Virgil y but how much more 
plainly and unajffectedly would Philips have dressed this Thought 
m his Done ^ 

And what that highty which girds the Welkin sheeny 
Where twelve gay Signs in meet array are seen ? 

If the Reader would mdulge his curiosity any farther m the com- 
panson of Particulars, he may read the first Pastoral of Philips with 
the second of his Contemporary, and the fourth and sixth of the 
former with the fourth and first of the latter, where several parallel 
places will occur to every one 

Havmg now shown some parts, m which these two Writers 
may be compared, it is a justice I owe to Mr PhilipSy to discover 
those m which no man can compare with him First, That beautiful 
Rustiatyy of which I shall only produce two Instances, out of a 
hundred not yet quoted 
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O woful day f O day of Woe^ quoth he^ 

And woful who live the day to see f 

The simplicity of Diction, the melancholy flowing of the Numbers, 
the solemmty of the Sound, and the easie turn of the Words, in this 
Dirge^ (to make use of our Author’s Expression) are extreamly 
elegant 

In another of his Pastorals, a Shepherd utters a Dirge not much 
inferior to the former, m the following Imes 

Ah me the while ^ ah me f the luckless day^ 

Ah luckless Lad ^ the rather might I say ^ 

Ah silly 1 f more silly than my Sheeps 
Which on the flowry Plains I once did keep 

How he still charms the ear with these artful Repetitions of the 
Epithets, and how significant is the last verse ^ I defy the most 
common Reader to repeat them, without feelmg some motions of 
compassion 

In the next place I shall rank his Proverbs, in which I formerly 
observed he excells for example, 

A rollmg Stone is ever bare o/Moss, 

And to their cost, green years old proverbs cross 
— He that late lyes down, as late will rise. 

And Sluggard^ike, till noon-day snoanng lyes 
Against Ill-Luck all cunning Fore-sight fails, 

Whether we sleep or wake, it nought avails 
— Nor fear, from upright Sentence, wrong 

Lastly, his elegant Dialect, which alone might prove him the 
eldest born of Spencer, and our only true Arcadian I should think 
it proper for the several writers of Pastoral, to confine themselves 
to their several Counties Spencer seems to have been of this opimon 
for he hath laid the scene of one of his Pastorals m Wales, where 
with all the Simplicity natural to that part of our Island, one 
Shepherd bids the other good morrow m an unusual and elegant 
manner 


Diggon Davy, 1 hid hur God-day 
Or Diggon hur is, or I mis-say 

Diggon answers, 

Hur was hur, while it was day-light. 

But now hur is a most wretched mghx, Bcq 
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But the most beautiful example of this kmd that I ever met 
with, IS m a very valuable Piece, which I chanced to find among 
some old Manuscripts, entituled, A Pastoral Ballad which I think, 
for its nature and simphaty, may (notwithstandmg the modesty 
of the Tide) be allowed a perfect Pastoral It is composed m the 
Somersetshire Dialect, and the names such as are proper to the 
Country People It may be observed, as a further beauty of this 
Pastoral, the words Nympho Dryads Natad^ Fazorty Cupidy or Satyr y 
are not once mentioned through the whole I shall make no Apo- 
logy for msertmg some few Imes of this excellent Piece Cicily 
breaks thus mto the subject, as she is gomg a Milking 

Cicily Rager go vetch tha (b) Kecy or else tha Zun 
Will quite be gOy be vore dhave half a don 

Roger Thou shouldst not ax ma tweecey but Pve a be 
To dreave our Bull to bull tha Parson^ s Kee 

It is to be observed, that this whole Dialogue is formed upon 
the Passion of Jealousiey and his mentiomng the Parson*s Kme 
naturally revives the Jealousie of the Shepherdess Cicilyy which 
she expresses as follows 

Ocily Ah Rager, Rager, chez was zore avraid 

When in yond Vield you hissed tha Parson’s Maid 

Is this tha Love that once to me you zedy 

When from tha Wake thou brought’ st me Gingerbread ^ 

Roger Cialy thou char^st me valscy — Pll zwear to theey 
Tha Parson’s Maid is still a Maid for me 

In which Answer of his are express’d at once that Spirit of Rehgiony 
and that Innocence of the Golden Agey so necessary to be observed 
by all Writers of Pastoral 

At the conclusion of this piece, the Author reconciles the Lovers, 
and ends the Eclogue the most simply m the world 

So Rager parted vor to vetch tha Kecy 
And vor her Bucket in went Cialy 

I am loath to show my fondness for Antiqmty so far as to prefer 
this ancient British Author to our present English Writers of 
Pastoral, but I cannot avoid makmg this obvious Remark, that 
Philips hath hit mto the same Road with this old West Country 
Bard of ours 


(6) That IS, the Kme or Cows 
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After all that hath been said, I hope none can think it any Injus- 
tice to Mr Pope, that I forbore to mention him as a Pastoral 
Writer, smce upon the whole, he is of the same class with Moschus 
and Biofii whom we have excluded that rank, and of whose Eclo- 
gues, as well as some of VirgtVs^ it may be said, that (according to 
the description we have given of this sort of Poetry) they are by no 
means Pastorals^ but something better 


PAP — Q 
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VI A PARALLEL OF THE CHARACTERS OF 
MR DRYDEN AND MR POPE, AS DRAWN BY 
CERTAIN OF THEIR CONTEMPORARIES 

MR DRYDEN HIS POLITICKS, RELIGION, 

MORALS 

Mr Dry den is a mere Renegado from Monarchy^ Poetry and good 
Sense (a) A true Republican Son of a monarchical Church (Jb) A 
Republican Atheist (c) Dryden was from the beginning an 
aXXonpoaaTloQi and I doubt not will continue so to the last (d) 

In the Poem call’d Absalom and Achitophel are notoriously 
traduced. The King, the Queen, the Lords and Gentle- 
men, not only their Honourable Persons exposed, but the whole 
Nation and its Representatives notoriously libell’d. It is 
Scandalum Magnatum^ yea of Majesty itself (e) 

He looks upon God^s Gospel as a foolish Fable^ hke the Pope^ to 
whom he is a pitiful Purveyor (/) His very Christianity may be 
questioned (g) He ought to expect more Severity than other 
men, as he is most unmeraful in his own Reflections on others {h) 
With as good right as his Holiness^ he sets up for Poetical Infalli^- 
bility (z) 


MR DRYDEN ONLY A VERSIFYER 

His whole Libel is all bad matter^ beautify’d (which is all that 
can be said of it) with good metre (k) Mr Dryden^s Gemus did not 
appear in any thmg more than his Versification, and whether he 
is to be ennobled for that only, is a question (/) 

MR DRYDEN’S VIRGIL 

Tonson calls it Dryder^% Virgil, to show that this is not that Vir- 
gil so admired in the Augustsean age, but a Virgil of another stamp, 
a silly, impertinent, nonsensical Writer {m) None but a Bavius, a 
Mcevius, or a Bathyllus carp’d at Virgil, and none but such un- 
thinkmg Vermm admire his Translator (w) It is true, soft and easy 


(a) Milboum on Dryden' s Virgil^ 8® 1698 p 6 

{h)pag 38 {c)pag I9Z (A) pag 8 

(e) Whip and Key^ 4°, printed for R Janeway 1682 Preface 

if) ibid {g) Mtlbourn, p 9 

(h) ibid p 175 (t)pag 39 

(fe) Whip and Key, pref 

(Z) Oldmixon, Essay on Cntiasm, p 84 

(m) Milhoum, pag 4 (n) Pag 35 
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VI A PARALLEL OF THE CHARACTERS OF 
MR DRYDEN AND MR POPE 

MR POPE HIS POLITICKS, RELIGION, MORALS 

Mr Pope IS an open and mortal Enemy to his Country^ and the 
Commonwealth of Learning {a) Some call him a Popish Wkig^ 
which IS directly inconsistent (&) Pope as a Papist must be a Tory 
and Htgh-flyer (c) He is both a Whig and a Tory (df) He hath made 
It his custom to cackle to more than one Party m their own Senti- 
ments {e) 

In his Miscellanies the Persons abused are. The King, the 
Queen, His late Majesty, both Houses of Parliament, 
the Pnvy-Counak the Bench of Bishops^ the Estabhsh’d Church, 
the present Ministry, &c To make sense of some passages, 
they must be constru’d mto Royal Scandal (/) 

He IS a Popish Rhymester, bred up with a Contempt of the Sacred 
Writings (g) His Religion allows him to destroy Hereticks^ not only 
with his pen, but with fire and sword, and such were all those 
unhappy Wits whom he sacrificed to his accursed Popish Principles 
(A) It deserved Vengeance to suggest, that Mr Pope had less 
Infallibility than his Namesake at Rome (i) 

MR pope only a VERSIFYER 

The smooth numbers of the Dimciad are all that recommend it, 
nor has it any other merit {k) It must be own’d that he hath got a 
notable Knack of rhymemg, and writmg smooth verse (/) 

MR pope’s HOMER 

The Homer which Lintot prmts, does not talk like Homer ^ but 
like Pope, and he who translated him one wou’d swear had a HiU 
in Tipperary for his Parnassus^ and a puddle m some Bog for his 
Hippocrene (m) He has no Admirers among those that can distin- 
gmsh, discern, and judge (n) 

{a) DennUy Remarks on the Rape of the Lock, pref p 12 
(&) Dunciad dissected (c) Preface to Gullivenana 

{d) Derm and Gild Character of Mr P 
(e) Theobald^ Letter in Journal, June 22, 1728 

(/) List, at the end of a Collection of Verses, Letters, Advertisements, 
8° Printed for A Moore, 1728 and the Preface to it, pag 6 
(g) Dennises Remarks on Homer, p 27 
Qi) Preface to Gullivenana, p ii 

(z) Dedication to the Collection of Verses, Letters, pag 9 

(^) Mist* s Journal, of June 8, 1728 

(Z) Character of Mr P and Dennu on Homer 

(m) Dennis s Remarks on Pope*$ Homer, -pag 12 (n) Ibid 
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lines might become Ovid^s Epistles or Art of Love — But Vtrgil who 
IS all great and majestic, dfc requires strength of lines, weight of 
words, and closeness of expressions, not an ambling Muse running 
on a Carpet-ground, and shod as hghtly as a Newmarket racer — 
He has numberless faults in his English^ in Sense, in his Authors 
meamng, and in propriety of Expression (p) 

MR DRYDEN UNDERSTOOD NO GREEK OR LATIN 

Mr Dryden was once, I have heard, at Westminster School Dr 
Bushy wou’d have whpt him for so childish a Paraphrase (p) 
The meanest Pedant in England wou*d whip a Lubber of twelve for 
construing so absurdly {q) The Translator is mad, every line betrays 
his Stupidity (r) The faults are innumerable, and convince me 
that Mr Dryden did not, or would not understand his Author {$) 
This shows how fit Mr D may be to translate Homer ' A mistake 
in a smgle letter might fall on the Printer well enough, but Elxwp 
for Ixmp must be the error of the Author Nor had he art enough 
to correct it at the Press (f) Mr Dryden writes for the Court 
Ladies — ^He writes for the Ladies, and not for use (u) 

The Translator puts in a httle Burlesque now and then into 
Virgil, for a Ragout to his cheated Subscribers (w) 

MR DRYDEN TRICK’D HIS SUBSCRIBERS 

I wonder that any man who cou’d not but be conscious of his 
own unfitness for it, shou’d go to amuse the learned world with 
such an Undertaking ^ A man ought to value his Reputation more 
than Money, and not to hope that those who can read for themselves, 
will be Imposed upon, merely by a partially and unseasonably^ 
celebrated Name {x) Poetis quidlibet audendi shall be Mr DryderC% 
Motto, tho’ It should extend to Picking of Pockets (y) 

NAMES bestow’d ON MR DRYDEN 

An Ape ] A crafty Ape drest up m a gaudy Gown — ^Whips 
put mto an Apeh paw, to play pranks with — ^None but Apish and 
Popish Brats will heed him and Key, Pref 
An Ass ] A Camel will take upon him no more burden than is 
sufficient for his strength, but there is another Beast that crouches 
under all Mr Dryden, &:c Milb p 105 

(0) Pag 22, and 192 (p) Milbourn, pag 72 

(?) Pag 203 (r) Pag 78 ($) Pag 206 

(«) Pag 19 (tt) Pag 124, 190 (w) Pag 67 

(x) Milbourrif p 192 (y) Ibid p 125 
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He hath a knack at smooth verse^ but without either Genius or 
good Sense:, or any tolerable knowledge of English The quahties 
which distinguish Homer are the beauties of his Diction and the 

harmony of his Versification ^But this httle Author who is so 

much m vogue^ has neither Sense m his Thoughts^ nor English in 
his Expressions { 6 ) 

MR POPE UNDERSTOOD NO GREEK 

He hath undertaken to translate Homer from the Greeks of which 
he knows not one word^ mto English^ of which he understands 
< almost> as httle (p) I wonder how this Gentleman wou’d look 
should It be discover’d^ that he has not translated ten verses together 
m any book of Homer with justice to the Poet, and yet he dares 
reproach his fellow-writers with not understanding Greek (q) He 
has stuck so little to his Origmal, as to have his knowledge in Greek 
called m question (r) I should be glad to know which it is of all 
Homer^s Excellencies, which has so dehghted the Ladies^ and the 
Gentlemen who judge hke Ladies (s) 

But he has a notable talent at Burlesque^ his gemus shdes so 
naturally into it, that he hath burlesqu’d Homer without designing 

It (t) 

MR POPE trick’d HIS SUBSCRIBERS 

’Tis mdeed somewhat boldy and almost prodigious^ for a single 
man to undertake such a work’ But ’tis too late to dissuade by 
demonstratmg the madness of your Project The Subscribers’ 
expectations have been rais’d, m proportion to what their Pockets 
have been drained of (w) Pope has been concern’d m Jobbs, and 
hired out his Name to Booksellers (;e) 

NAMES bestow’d ON MR POPE 

An Ape ] Let us take the miual letter of his Christian name, 
and the imtial and final letters of his surname, viz h. P E and 
they give you the same Idea of an Ape^ as his face, &c Dennis ^ 
Daily Journal, May ii, 1728 

An Ass ] It IS my duty to pull off the Lion’s skm from this httle 
Ass Dennis’s Rem on Horner^ pref 

(0) Character of Mr P pag 17 and Remarks on Horner^ p 91 
\p) Dennises Remarks on Homer y p 12 
Daily Journal of April 23, 1728 
(r) Supplement to the Profiind Pref <p v> 

(4 Oldmixon, Essay on Criticism, p 66 

(f) Denms*s Remarks, p 28 (u) Burnet, Homerides p i, &c 

(x) British Journal, Nov 25, 1727 
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A Frog ] Poet Squab mdued with Poet Mara's Spirit* an 
xigly^ croaking kind of Vermine^ which would swell to the bulk of 
an Oxe Pag ii 

A Coward ] A Chmas or a Damatas^ or a man of Air Drydm^s 
own Courage Pag 176 

A Knave ] Air Dry den has heard of Pau^ the Knave of Jesus 
Christ And if I mistake not, Fve read somewhere of John Dry den 
Servant to his Majesty Pag 57 

A Fool ] Had he not been such a self-conceited Fool — Whip 
and Keyy pref Some great Poets are positive Blockheads Milhourn^ 
P 34 

A Thing ] So httle a Thing as Mr Dry den Ibid pag 35 
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A Frog ] A squab short Gentleman — a little creature that 
like the Frog m the Fable^ swells and is angry that it is not allow’d 
to be as big as an Oxe Dennises Remarks on the Rape of the Lock^ 
pref p 9 

A Coward ] A lurking^ way-laymg Coward Char of Mr P 
pag 3 

A Knave ] He is one whom God and nature have mark’d 
for want of common honesty Ibid 

A Fool ] Great Fools will be christen’d by the names of great 
Poets, and will be called Hbwier D^www’sRem on Homer sp 37 

A Thing ] A little, abject. Thing Ibid p 8 
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VII A LIST or ALL OUR AUTHOR’S GENUINE 
, WORKS 


The Works of Air Alexander Pope, in quarto and folio 
Printed iov Jacob Tonson and Bernard Lintoty in the year 1717 This 
Edition contains whatsoever is his, except these few following, 
which have been written since that time 
Inscription to Dr Parners Poems, To the Right Honourable 
Robert Earl of Oxford and Earl Mortimer 
Verses on Mr Addison’s Treatise of Medals^ first prmted 
after his death in Mr Tickers Edition of his Works 
Epitaphs On the Honourable Simon Harcourt on the 
Honourable Robert Digby on Mrs Corbett^ and another intended 
for Mr Rozue 

The WHOLE Iliad of Homer, with the Preface, and the 
Notes, (except the Extracts from Emtathtus m the four last 
volumes, made by Mr Broome ^ and the Essay on the Life and 
Writings of Homer i which tho’ collected by our Author, was put 
together by Dr Parnell) 

Twelve Books of the Odyssey, with some parts of other 
Books, and the Dissertation by way of Postscript at the end 
The Preface to Mr Tonsonh Edition of Shakespear 
Miscellanies by Dr Swift and our Author, Qfc Prmted for 
B Motte 

And some Spectators and Guardians 



By the Author a Declaration 


cettetn Haberdashers of Points and Particles, being 
injittgateb bp tbe bpmt of Pnde, anb astitutning to tbentbelbetf 
tbe name of Cnucs anb Restorers, babo taben upon t^m to 
abnitetate tfie common anb curtent smst of out Glonous 
Ancestors, Poets of this Realm, bp dipping, coining, befating 
tbe images!, mixing tbeir oton base aUap, ot odjertoisfe falbifping 
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ttje s(ame, iufiitf) pulilisifj, utter, antr benti asf genuine t!Cfie 
siaib fjatieriiasitiersi Jabing no rigf)t tfjereto, asi neither fieirsJ, 
executors?, abmmieitrators?, aiSj£fignsf, or m any sort related to 
sJucI) ^oetsi, to all or anp of tfiem Now We, fiabing carefullp 
rebisJeb tljts? our Dunciad,^ beginning toitft tfje toorb Books, anb 
enbing toitli tlie toorbsJ buries all, containing tfje entire efum of 
one thousand and twelve Lines, bo beclare eberp b30rb, 
figure, point, anb comma of ffnsi impres?2?ion to be autjientic anb 
bo ttierefore sitrictlp enjoin anb forbib anp persfon or pers?ons? 
tofiatsioeber, to erasie, rebersJe, put betbjeen hooks,^ or 6 p anp 
ot|er means? birectlp or inbirectlp cliange or mangle anp of tliem 
And toe bo t)erebp earne^Stlp exfiort all our bretliren to folloto this 
our example, tofiitlj toe fteartilp tois?t) our (great ^rebeces(s(ors? 
bab brretofore sfet, as? a remebp anb prebention of all siucb abus?es? 
Provided always, tfiat nothing in tins? 3 ieclaration s?ball be con 
s?trueb to limit the latoful anb unboubteb right of eberp siubject of 
this? JRealm, to jubge, cens?ure, or conbemn, in the tohole or in 
part, anp $oem or $oet tohats?oeber 

Given under our hand at London, this third day of 
January, m the year of our Lord One thou- 
sand, seven hundred, thirty and two 

Declarat’ cor’ me, 

John Barber, Mayor 


a Read thus confidently, instead of ‘beginning with the word BookSy and 
ending with the word flies/ as formerly it stood , Read also ‘containing 
the entire sum of one thousandy seven hundred^ and fifty four verses,’ instead 
of ‘owe thousand and twelve lines such being the initial and final words, 
and such the tiue and entire contents, of this Poem 

Thou art to know, reader! that the first Edition thereof, like that of 
Milton, was never seen by the Author (though hving and not blind,) The 
Editor himself confest as much in his Preface And no two poems were 
ever published in so arbitrary a manner The Editor of this, had as boldly 
suppressed whole Passages, yea the entire last book, as the Editor of 
Paradise lost, added and augmented Milton himself gave but ten books, 
his editor twelve y this Author gave/owr books, his Editor only three But 
we have happily done justice to both, and presume we shall live, m this 
our last labour, as long as in any of our others Bentley 

^ hooks <Bentley*s word for the brackets by which he indicated the 
passages m Paradise Lost that he considered spurious Cf iv 194W, p 776 > 
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Lines on Mr Hatton's Clocks 

[written 1718, published 1871] 

From hour to hour melodiously they chime 
With silver sounds, and sweetly tune out time 


Lines to Lord Bathurst 

[written 1718, published 1843] 

A wood ^ quoth Lewis, and with that. 

He laughd, and shook his Sides so fat 
His tongue (with Eye that markd his cunning) 

Thus fell a reas’nmg, not a running 
Woods are (not to be too prohx) 5 

Collective Bodies of strait Sticks 
It is, my Lord, a meet Conundrum 
To call thmgs Woods, for what grows und^r ’em 
For Shrubs, when nothmg else at top is. 

Can only constitute a Coppice 10 

But if you will not take my word. 

See Anno quart of Edward, third 

And that they’re Coppice c^d, when dock’d. 

Witness Ann prim of Henry Oct 

If this a Wood you will mamtam 15 

Meerly because it is no Flam, 

Holland (for all that I can see) 

Might e’en as well be termed the Sea, 

And C — by be fair harangu’d 

An honest Man, because not bang’d 20 


Title Lord Bathursil Allen, Earl Bathurst (1684-1775), to whom Pope 
addressed his third Moral Essay (p 570), and m whose plantations at 
Cirencester he took an interest 

I Lewis'] Erasmus Lewis (1670-1754), friend of Pope, Swift, Bathurst, 
and Lord Oxford’s devoted political servant 
19 C — by] Thomas, Earl Conmgsby, see p 496 
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Verses in the Scnblenan Manner 

TO THE RT HONBLE THE EARL OF OXFORD 
[written 1718, published 1050] 

One* that should be a Saint, 
and one* that’s a Sinner, 

And one* that pays reckning 
but ne’r eats a Dinner, 

In short Pope and Gay (as 5 

you’l see in the margin) 

Who saw you in Tower, and since 
your enlarging, 

And Parnell who saw you not smce 

yoxL did treat him, 10 

Will venture it now — ^you have 
no Stick to beat him — 

Since these for your Jury, good 
and true men, vous-avez, 

Pray grant Us Admittance, 15 

and shut out Miles Davies 

7 tn Tower] Oxford was confined in the Tower from July 1715 until 
July 1717 

1 6 Mtles Davtes] Bibliographer (1662-1719^) 


Three Eptaphs on 
John Hewet and Sarah Drew 

[written 1718, published 1737, 1718, 1950] 

I 

When Eastern lovers feed the fun’ral fiie, 

On the same pile the faithful fair expire. 

Here pitymg heav’n that virtue mutual found, 

And blasted both, that it might neither wound 
Hearts so sincere th’ Almighty saw well pleas’d, 5 

Sent his own hghtmng, and the Victims seiz’d 
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II EPITAPH ON JOHN HEWET AND SARAH DREW 
IN THE CHURCHYARD AT STANTON HARCOURT 

NEAR THIS PLACE LIE THE BODIES OF 
JOHN HEWET AND SARAH DREW 
AN INDUSTRIOUS YOUNG MANj AND 
VIRTUOUS MAIDEN OF THIS PARISH, 
CONTRACTED IN MARRIAGE 
WHO BEING WITH MANY OTHERS AT HARVEST 
WORK, WERE BOTH IN AN INSTANT KILLED 
BY LIGHTNING ON THE LAST DAY OF JULY 

1718 

Think not by rigorous judgment seiz'd, 

A pair so faithful could expire. 

Victims so pure Heav'n saw well pleas'd 
And snatch’d them in Coelestial fire 

Live well and fear no sudden fate, 5 

When God calls Virtue to the grave, 

Ahke tis Justice, soon or late, 

Mercy ahke to loll or save 

Virtue unmov’d can hear the Call, 

And face the Flash that melts the Ball 10 


III EPITAPH ON THE STANTON-HARCOURT 
LOVERS 

Here lye two poor Lovers, who had the mishap 
Tho very chaste people, to die of a Clap 


Answer to Mrs Howe 

[written c 1718, published 1718] 

What IS Prudery ? 

'Tis a Beldam, 

Seen with Wit and Beauty seldom 
'Tis a fear that starts at shadows 
'Tis, (no, ’usn’t) like Miss Meadows 

The original title ran as follows ^M.rs Lepelly and Mrs Hovj^ two Mat^ 
of Honour to the Princess, ask^d Mr Pope what Pmdery is {He making Use 
of that Expression in Conversation ) His Answer ’ 

4 Miss Meadows'] A Maid of Honour known for her grave demeanour 
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’Tis a Virgin hard of Feature, 5 

Old, and void of all good-nature. 

Lean and fretful, would seem wise. 

Yet plays the fool before she dies 
’Tis an ugly envious Shrew, 

That rails at dear Lepell and You 10 


Epitaph Intended for Mr Rowe 
in Westminster Abbey 

[written 1718, published, Lmtot’s 
Miscellany ^ 1720] 

Thy rehques, Rowe^ to this fair urn we trust. 

And sacred, place by Drydenh awful dust 
Beneath a rude and nameless stone he hes, 

To which thy tomb shall guide mquirmg eyes 
Peace to thy gentle shade, and endless Rest* 5 

Blest in thy gemus, m thy love too blest* 

One grateful woman to thy fame supplies 
What a whole thankless land to his demes 

3 a rude and nameless st(me'\ The Tomb of Mr Dry den was erected upon 
this hint by the Duke of Buckingham ^ to which was originally intended 
this Epitaph <see below > ^?^lch the author since chang’d into the 
plain Inscription now upon it, being only the name of that Great Poet, 

DRYDEN 

l^atvs Aug 9 1631 
Mortuus Maij i 1701 

Johannes Sheffield^ Dux Buckmghamtensis, fecit [P] 


Epitaph designed for Mr Dryden^s 
Monument 

[written 1718, published, Lintot’s 
Miscellany, 1726] 

This SHEFFIELD rais’d The sacred Dust below 
Was DRYDEN once The rest who does not know ? 
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Epistle to James Craggs^ Esq, 

Secretary of State 

[written 1718^ published, Works ^ 1735] 

A soul as full of Worthy as void of Pride, 

Which nothing seeks to show, or needs to hide, 

Which nor to Guilt, nor Fear, its Caution owes. 

And boasts a Warmth that from no Passion flows, 

A Face untaught to feign ^ a judgmg Eye, I 5 

That darts severe upon a rismg Lye, > 

And strikes a blush thro’ frontless Flattery J 
All this thou wert, and being this before, 

ICnow, Kings and Fortime cannot make thee more 
Then scorn to gam a Friend by servile ways, 10 

Nor wish to lose a Foe these Virtues raise. 

But candid, free, smcere, as you began. 

Proceed — a Munster, but still a Man, 

Be not (exalted to whate’er degree) 

Asham’d of any Friend, not ev’n of Me 15 

The Patriot’s plam, but untrod path pursue, 

If not, ’tis I must be ashamed of You 


A Dialogue 

[written c 1718, published 1775] 

Pope Since my old Friend is grown so great. 

As to be Mimster of State, 

Pm told (but ’tis not true I hope) 

That Craggs will be asham’d of Pope 

Craggs Alas ^ if I am such a Creature, 5 

To grow the worse for growing greater, 

Why Faith, m Spite of all my Brags, 

’Tis Pope must be asham’d of Crc^gs 


On Lady Mary WortJ^ Montagues Portrait 

[written 1719, published 1803] 

The play full smiles around the dimpled mouth 
That happy air of Majesty and Youth 
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So would I draw (but oh, ’tis vam to try 
My narrow Genius does the power deny) 

The Equal Lustre of the Heavenly mind 5 

Where every grace with every Virtue’s join’d 

Learmng not vain, and wisdom not severe 

With Greatness easy, and with wit smcere 

With Just Description shew the Soul Divme 

And the whole Prmcess in my work should shme 10 


To Str Godfrey Kneller, On Ins painting for 
me the Statues of Apollo, Venus and Hercules 

[written c 1719, published, Steele’s 
Miscellamesy 1727] 

What God, what Gemus did the Pencil move 
When Kneller painted These > 

Twas Friendship — warm as Phcehus:, kind as Love, 
And strong as Hercules 


In behalf of Mr Southeme To the Duke of 
Argyle 

EPIGRAM 

[written 1719, published 1721] 

Argyle his Praise, when Southeme wrote, *1 
First struck out this, and then that Thought, > 

Said this was Flatt’ry, that a Fault J 

How shall your Bard contrive ^ 

My Lord, consider what you do, I 5 

He’ll lose his Pams and Verses too, > 

For if these Praises fit not You, J 
They’ll fit no Man ahve 


Lines from Acts and Galatea 

[written c 1719, published 1732] 

I AIR 

The Flocks shall leave the Mountains, 
The Woods the Turtle-Dove, 
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The Nymphs forsake the Fotintams 
Ere I forsake my Love 

Not Showers to Larks so pleasmga 
Nor Sunshme to the Bee, 

Nor Sleep to Toil so easmg 
As these dear Smiles to me 

II CHORUS 

Wretched Lovers, Fate has past 
This sad Decree, no Joy shall last 
Wretched Lovers, quit your Dream, 

Behold the Monster, Polypheme 

See what ample Strides he takes, 5 

The Moimtam nods, the Forest shakes. 

The Waves run frighted to the Shores 
Hark’ how the thund’rmg Giant roars 

The words for Handel’s masque, Aas and Galatea, are claimed to have 
been translated from the Italian ‘by Mr Pope, Dr Arbuthnot, and Mr 
Gay* The extent of Pope’s contnbution to the book is unknown, but 
these two pieces unmistakably derive from him 


Duke upon Duke 

AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD TO THE TUNE OF 
CHEVY CHASE 
[written c 1719, pubhshed 1720] 

To Lordmgs proud I tune my Lay, 

Who feast m Bower or Hall 
Though Dukes they be, to Dukes I say. 

That Pride will have a Fall 


Now, that this same it is right sooth, 5 

Full plainly doth appear. 

From what John Duke of Guises 
And Nic of Lancastere 


Six John Guise (c 1677-1732) was MP for Gloucestershire 170S-10 
and for Marlow 1722-7 His sister was marned to Pope s forai^Edt^ 
Blount The other disputant, Lechmere, Chancellor of the Du*y of 
Lancaster, was notoriously so overbeanng in manner, hot-tempered, ana 
violent, as to be a fair target for ridicule 
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When Richard Cceur de Lyon reign’d, 

(Which means a Lion’s Heart) 10 

Like him his Barons rag’d and roar’d. 

Each play’d a Lion’s Part 

A Word and Blow was then enough, 

(Such Honour did them prick) 

If you but turn’d your Cheek, a Cuff, 15 

And if your A — ^se, a Kick 

Look m their Face, they tweak’d your Nose, 

At ev’ry Turn fell to ’t. 

Come near, they trod upon your Toes, 

They fought from Head to Foot 20 

Of these, the Duke of Lancastere 
Stood Paramount in Pnde, 

He kick’d, and cuff’d, and tweak’d, and trod 
His Foes, and Friends beside 

Firm on his Front his Beaver sate, 25 

So broad, it hid his Chin, 

For why he deem’d no Man his Mate, 

And fear’d to tan his Skin 

With Spanish Wool he dy’d his Cheek, 

With Essence oil’d his Hair, 30 

No Vixen Civet-Cat so sweet. 

Nor could so scratch and tear 

Right taU he made himself to show. 

Though made full short by G — d 
And when all other Dukes did bow, 35 

This Duke did only nod 

Yet courteous, bhthe, and debonair. 

To Guise* s Duke was he. 

Was never such a lovmg Pair, 

How could they disagree ^ 40 

Oh, thus It was He lov’d him dear. 

And cast how to reqmte him 
And havmg no Friend left but this. 

He deem’d it meet to fight him 
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Forthwith he drenched his desperate Quill, 

And thus he did indite 
‘This Eve at Whisk ourself will play. 

Sir Duke» be here to Night ’ 

Ah no, ah no, the guileless Guise 
Demurely did reply, 50 

I cannot go, nor yet can stand. 

So sore the Gout have I 

The Duke m Wrath call’d for his Steeds, 

And fiercely drove them on. 

Lord! Lord^ how rattl’d then thy Stones, 55 

Oh Kmgly Kensington^ 

All m a Trice he rush’d on Gutse^ 

Thrust out his Lady dear. 

He tweak’d his Nose, trod on his Toes, 

And smote him on the Ear 60 

But mark, how ’midst of Victory, 

Fate plays her old Dog Tnck* 

Up leap’d Duke Johny and knock’d him down, 

And so down fell Duke Nic 

Alas, oh Nic^ Oh Nic alas’ 65 

Right did thy Gossip call thee 
As who should say, alas the Day, 

When John of shall maul thee 

For on thee did he clap his Chair, 

And on that Chair did sit, 70 

And look’d, as if he meant therem 
To do — ^what was not fit 

Up didst thou look, oh woeful Duke’ 

Thy Mouth yet durst not ope, 

Certes for fear, of finding there 75 

A T — d mstead of Trope 

‘Lye there, thou Caitiff vile’ quoth Guise^ 

No Sheet is here to save thee 
The Casement it is shut likewise, 

Beneath my Feet I have thee 


80 
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‘If thou hast ought to speaks speak out * 

Then Lancastere did cry^ 

‘Know’st thou not me;, nor yet thy self > 

Who thou, and whom am I ? 

‘Know’st thou not me, who (God be prais’d) 85 
Have brawl’d, and quarrel’d more. 

Than all the Line of Lancastere 
That battl’d heretofore ? 

Tn Senates fam’d for many a Speech, 

And (what some awe must give ye, 90 

Tho’ laid thus low beneath thy breech,) 

Still of the Council Privy 

‘Still of the Dutchy Chancellor, 

Durante Life I have it, 

And turn, as now thou dost on me, 95 

Mine A — e on them that gave it ’ 

But now the Servants they rush’d m. 

And Duke Nic up leap’d he 
I will not cope agamst such odds, 

But, Gutse^ I’ll fight with thee loo 

To-morrow with thee will I fight 
Under the Greenwood Tree, 

‘No, not to-morrow, but to mght 
(Quoth Guise) I’ll fight with thee ’ 

And now the Sun declmmg low 105 

Bestreak’d with Blood the Slues, 

When, with his Sword at Saddle Bow, 

Rode forth the vailant Guise y 

Full gently praunch’d he o’er the Lawn, 

Oft’ roll’d his Eyes around, no 

And from the Stirrup stretch’d, to find 
Who was not to be found 

Long brandish’d he the Blade m Air, 

Long look’d the Field all o’er 
At length he spyd the Merry-men brown, 115 
And dke the Coach and four 
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From out the Boot bold Nicholas 
Did wave his Wand so white, 

As pomtmg out the gloomy Glade 
Wherem he meant to fight 120 

All m that dreadful Hour, so calm 
Was Lancastere to see. 

As if he meant to take the Air, 

Or only take a Fee 

And so he did — ^for to New Court 125 

His rowlmg Wheels did run 
Not that he shunn’d the doubtful Strife, 

But Business must be done 

Back m the Dark, by Brampton Park, 

He turn’d up through the Gore, 130 

So slunk to Camhden House so high. 

All in his Coach and four 

Mean while Duke Guise did fret and fume, 

A Sight It was to see, 

Benumm’d beneath the Evemng Dew, I35 

Under the Greenwood Tree 

Then, v/et and weary, home he far’d. 

Sore mutt’rmg all the way, 

‘The Day I meet him, Ntc shall rue 
The Cudgel of that Day 140 

‘Mean Time on every Pissmg-Post 
Paste we this Recreant’s Name, 

So that each Pisser-by shall read. 

And piss agamst the same ’ 

Now God preserve our gracious Eung’ 

And grant, his Nobles all 
May learn this Lesson from Duke Nic 
That Pride will have a Fall 


145 
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An Inscription upon a Punch-Bowly in the 
South-Sea Year for a Cluby chased with 
Jupiter placing Calhsta in the Skies 
& Eutopa with the Bull 

[written 1720, published 1831] 

Come^ fill the South-Sea Goblet full. 

The Gods shall of our Stock take care 
Europa pleas’d accepts the Bulk 
And Jove with Joy puts off the Bear 


To Mr Gay:^ 

WHO WROTE HIM A CONGRATULATORY LETTER 
ON THE FINISHING HIS HOUSE 

[written 1720, pubhshed, i-6, 1803, 7-14, 1737] 

Ah friend, ’tis true — ^this truth you lovers know — 

In vain my structures rise, my gardens grow. 

In vam fair Thames reflects the double scenes 
Of hangmg moimtains, and of slopmg greens 
Joy lives not here, to happier seats it flies, 5 

And only dwells where Wort ley casts her eyes 

What are the gay parterre, the chequer’d shade. 

The mormng bower, the ev’nmg colonade, 

But soft recesses of uneasy mmds. 

To sigh unheard m, to the passmg wmds ^ 10 

So the struck deer m some sequester’d part 
Lies down to die, the arrow at his heart. 

There, stretch’d unseen in coverts hid from day. 

Bleeds drop by drop, and pants his life away 


6 Wortley] Lady Mary Wortley Montagu 
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Epitaph On the Honble Simon Harcour^ 

Only Son of the Lord Chancellor Harcourt 

AT THE CHURCH OF STANTON-HARCOURT IN 
OXFORDSHIRE, I72O 

[written 1722, published 1724] 

To this sad Shrine, who’er thou art, draw near. 

Here hes the Friend most lov’d, the Son most dear 
Who ne’er knew Joy, but Friendship might divide. 

Or gave his Father grief, but when he dy’d 

How vain is Reason, Eloquence how weak, 5 

If Pope must teU what HARCOURT caimot speak ^ 

Oh let thy once-lov’d Friend mscribe thy Stone, 

And with a Father’s Sorrows mix his own* 


Verses to Mrs Judith Cozoper 

[written 1722, published 1769] 

Tho’ sprightly Sappho force our love and praise, 1 
A softer wonder my pleas’d soul surveys, > 

The mild Erinna, blushmg m her bays J 

So while the sun’s broad beam yet strikes the sight. 

All mild appears the moon’s more sober hght, 5 

Serene, m virgin majesty, she shmes. 

And, un-observed, the ^armg sun declmes 

Compare Moral Essay ii 11 25 3-- 6, p 568 


Lines to Bolwghoke 

[written 1724, published 1871] 

What pleasmg Phrensy steals away my Soul> 

Thro’ thy blest Shades (La Source) I seem to rove 
I see thy foimtams fall, thy waters roU 
And breath the Zephyrs that refresh thy Grove 
I hear whatever can delight inspire 5 

ViUete’s soft Voice and S* John’s silver Lyre 

Aversion of Horace, Od III iv 5-8, complimenting Lady Bolmgbroke, 
Marquise of ViUette Their residence, La Source, near Orleans, was at 
the source of the Loiret, hence the pun in 1 6 
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Inscription 

[written 1725, published, Letters ^ 1733] 

Nymph of the Grot^ these sacred Sprmgs I keep. 
And to the Murmur of these Waters sleep, 

Ah spare my Slumbers, gently tread the Cave* 
And drink m silence, or m silence lave* 

A version of a popular Latin epigram 

Hujus Nympha locty sacn custodta fontis 
Dorrnio, dum hlcmdce sentio murmur aquce 
Parce meum^ quuquis tangis cava martru>ra, somnuni 
Rimpere, stve btbas, stve lavarCy face 


Epitaph On Lady Kneller 

[vntten 1725, pubhshed 1838] 

One day I mean to Fill Sir Godfry’s tomb. 

If for my body all this Church has room 

Down with more Monuments* More room* (she cryd) 

For I am very large, and very wide 

A protest against Lady Kneller’s proposal to replace a wall tablet in 
Twickenham church commemorating Pope’s father with a monument to 
her husband 


On a certatn Lady at Court 

[written c 1725, pubhshed, PSM, 1732] 

I know the thmg that’s most imcommon, 

(Envy be silent and attend*) 

I know a Reasonable Woman, 

Handsome and witty, yet a Friend 

Not warp’d by Passion, aw’d by Rumour, 5 

Not grave thro’ Pnde, or gay thro’ Folly, 

An equal Mixture of good Humour, 

And sensible soft Melancholy 

‘Has she no Faults then (Envy says) Sir 
Yes she has one, I must aver 10 

When all the World conspires to praise her. 

The Woman’s deaf, and does not hear 

On Mrs Howard, afterwards Countess of Suffolk, mistress of 
George II 
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Lines On Swift^s Ancestors 

[written 1726, published 1814] 

Jonathan Swift 
Had the gift. 

By fatherige, motlierige, 

And by brotherige. 

To come from Gutherige, 5 

But now is spoiPd clean. 

And an Irish Dean 
In this church he has put 
A stone of two foot. 

With a cup and a can. Sir, 10 

In respect to his grandsire, 

So Ireland change thy tone, 

And cry, O hone* O hone* 

For England hath its own 

Swift put up a plain monument to his grandfather, and also presented 
a cup to the church of Goodrich, or Gotheridge 


Receipt to make Soup 

FOR THE USE OF DEAN SWIFT 
[written 1726, published ’ 1726] 

Take a knuckle of Veal 
(You may buy it, or steal). 

In a few peices cut it. 

In a Stewmg pan put it. 

Salt, pepper and mace 5 

Must season this knuckle. 

Shortly after Swift’s return to Ireland in August 1726, Pope met with 
an accident One night in early September, the coach in which Boling- 
broke was sending him home overturned while crossing a stream, and he 
was rescued from drownmg in it only at the cost of severe cuts sustained 
m his right hand when one of the footmen ‘pulled him out through the 
window* As the news of the accident spread, Pope’s friends gathered 
round, and Twickenham became the centre of much hospitaUty One day, 
a dish of stewed veal was prepared according to a recipe from Pulteney’s 
cook, Monsieur Devaux, which was greatly ‘approved of at one of our 
Twickenham entertainments* It was probably on this occasion that Pope 
suggested sending Swift a composite letter, in the production of which he 
was jomed by Gay, Bolmgbroke, Mrs Howard, and Pulteney Pope’s own 
contribution to this letter was a rhymed version of the recipe 
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Then what’s join’d to a place. 

With other Herbs muckle. 

That which killed King Will, 

And what never stands still, 10 

Some sprigs of that bed 
Where Children are bred. 

Which much you will mend, if 
Both Spmage and Endive, 

And Lettuce and Beet, 15 

With Marygold meet. 

Put no water at all, 

For It maketh thmgs small. 

Which, lest It should happen, 

A close cover clap on, 20 

Put this pot of Wood’s mettle 
In a hot boilmg kettle. 

And there let it be, 

(Mark the Doctrme I teach) 

About ^let me see, 25 

Thrice as long as you preach 
So skimmmg the fat off. 

Say Grace, with your hat off 
O then, with what rapture 
Will It fill Dean and Chapter ^ 30 

7 I e Celery 

9 I e Sorrell, the supposed name of King William Ill’s horse which 
indirectly caused his death by stumbling 

10 I e Thyme 
Ilf Parsley 


Presentation Verses to Nathaniel Pigott 

[pubhshed 1948] 

The Muse this one Verse to leam’d Pigot addresses, 

In whose Heart, like his Wntmgs, was never found flaw, 
Whom Pope prey’d his Friend m his two chief distresses. 

Once m danger of Death, once in danger of Law 

Sept 23 1726 

Nathaniel Pigott (1661-1737), a Barrister at Law, lived at Whitton near 
Twickenham, and it was evidently to his house that Pope was carried after 
the accident in which his coach was upset when crossing the river Crane 
on a dark night in September 1726 
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The Capones Tale 

TO A LADY WHO FATHERED HER LAMPOONS 
UPON HER ACQUAINTANCE 

[written c 1726, published, PSM^ 1727] 

In Yorkshire dwelt a sober Yeoman, 

Whose Wife, a clean, pains-taking Woman, 

Fed numerous Poultry m her Pens, 

And saw her Cocks well serve her Hens 

A Hen she had, whose tuneful Clocks 5 

Drew after her a Tram of Cocks 
With Eyes so piercmg, yet so pleasant, 

You would have sworn this Hen a Pheasant 
All the plum’d Beau-monde round her gathers, 

Lord^ what a Brusthng up of Feathers^ 10 

Mornmg from Noon there was no knowing. 

There was such Fluttering, Chuckhng, Crowing 
Each forward Bird must thrust his head m, 

And not a Cock but would be treadmg 

Yet tender was this Hen so fair, 15 

And hatch’d more Chicks than she could rear 

Our prudent Dame bethought her then 
Of some Dry-Nurse to save her Hen, 

She made a Capon drunk In fine 

He eat the Sops, she sipp’d the Wme 20 

His Rump well pluck’d with Nettles stings. 

And claps the Brood beneath his Wings 

The feather’d Dupe awakes content, 

O’erjoy’d to see what God had sent 
Thinks he’s the Hen, clocks, keeps a Pother, 25 
A foohsh Foster-Father-Mother 

Such, Lady Mary^ are your Tncks, 

But since you hatch, pray own your Chicks 
You should be better skiU’d in Nocks, 

Nor like your Capons, serve your Cocks 


30 
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The Discovery or^ The Squire turned Ferret 

AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD 

To the Ttine of High Boys ' up go Chevy Chase ^ 

Or what you please 

[written 1726, published 1726] 


Most true it is^ I dare to say. 

E’er since the Days of Eve^ 

The weakest Woman sometimes may 
The wisest Man deceive 

For D nt circumspect, sedate, 5 

A Machtavel by Trade, 

Arriv’d Express, with News of Weight, 

And thus, at Court, he said 

At Godhmany hard by the Bull, 

A Woman, long thought barren, 10 

Bears Rabbits, — Gad* so plentiful. 

You’d take her for a Warren 

These Eyes, quoth He, beheld them clear 
What, do ye doubt my View 
Behold this Narrative that’s here, 15 

Why, Zounds* and Blood* ’ns true! 


Mary Toft (or Tofts) of Godaiming was said to have given birth from 
time to time to a (variously specified) number of rabbits The Whitehall 
Evening-Post of 26 November printed an ‘Extract of Letter from Mr John 
Howard, Surgeon and Man-Midwife at Guildford, to a near Relation 
dated 22 November 1726,’ m which he reported the delivery of the 
seventeenth rabbit, and then went on to say that ‘last Tuesday* 
[i 5 November] Mr St Andr6, his Majesty’s Anatomist, who had been 
present and had assisted Howard, was ‘satisfied in the Truth of the 
wondrous Delivery As was Mr Molineaux, Secretary to the Prince, who 
was also here * The affair created the gieatest excitement Not only 
doctors were interested, but ‘Great Numbers of the Nobility have been 
to see her* (London Journal, 3 December) The woman confessed to the 
fraud on 7 December, and was ‘ordered to be prosecuted for being a 
vile Cheat and Imposter* 

5 D — wt] ‘Mr Davenant*, who wrote the first account of the supposed 
delivery 
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Some said that D— s sent should be. 

Some talk’d of W — Ik — r’s Merit, 

But most held, m this Midwifery, 

No Doctor like a Ferret 20 

But M-l-n-Xi who heard this told, 

(Right wary He and wise) 

Cry’d sagely, ’Tis not safe, I hold, 

To trust to D nfs Eyes 

A Vow to God He then did make 25 

He would himself go down, 

St A-d-re too, the Scale to take 
Of that Phoenomenon 

He order’d then his Coach and Four, 

(The Coach was qmckly got ’em) 30 

Resolv’d this Secret to explore. 

And search it to the Bottom 


At Godhman they now arrive, 

For Haste they made exceeding. 

As Courtiers should, whene’er they strive 35 
To be mform’d of Breedmg 


The good Wife to the Surgeon sent. 

And said to him. Good Neighbour, 

’Tis pity that two Squires so Gent — 

Should come and lose their Labour 40 


The Surgeon with a Rabbit came. 

And first in Pieces cut it. 

Then slyly thrust it up that same^ 

As far as Man could put it 

(Ye Guildfoid Inn-keepers take heed 45 

You dress not such a Rabbit 
Ye Poult’rers eke, destroy the Breed, 

’Tis so unsav’ry a-Bit ) 


17 n-gl-s] James Douglas (1675-1742) Physician Obstetrist, 
Physician to Queen Caroline, present at Mary Toft s confession 

is W-lk-r] Perhaps Dr Middleton Walker, *an eminent Man-mid- 


Samuel Molyneux (1689-17*8) Astronomer, Secretary 
to the Prince of Wales 
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But hold* says Molly:, first let’s try. 

Now that her Legs are ope, 50 

If ought within we may descry 
By Help of Telescope 

The Instrument himself did make, 

He rais’d and level’d right. 

But all about was so opake, 55 

It could not aid his Sight 

On Tiptoe then the Squire he stood, 

(But first He gave Her Money) 

Then reach’d as high as e’er He cou’d. 

And cry’d, I feel a Cony 60 

Is It ahve ? St A-d-re cry’d, 

It IS, I feel It stir 

Is it full grown ^ The Sqmre reply’d. 

It IS, see here’s the Fur 

And now two Legs St A-d-re got, 65 

And then came two Legs more. 

Now fell the Head to Molly^s Lot, 

And so the Work was o’er 

The Woman, thus being brought to Bed, 

Said, to reward your Pams, 70 

St A-d-re shall dissect the Head, 

And thou shalt have the Brains 

He lap’d it m a Lmnen Rag, 

Then thank’d Her for Her ICindness, 

And cram’d it m the Velvet Bag 75 

That serves his R — ^ 1 H 

That Bag — which Jenny » wanton Slut, 

First brought to foul Disgrace, 

Stealmg the Papers thence she put 

Veal-Cutlets m their Place 80 

O * happy would it be, I ween. 

Could they these Rabbits smother, 

Molly had ne’er a Midwife been. 

Nor she a shameful Mother 
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Why has the Proverb falsly said 
Better two Heads than one^ 

Could Molly hide this Rahbtf^ Head, 
He still might shew his own 


Epigram^ in a Maid of Honour^ s Prayer-Book 

[written 1726, published (piratically) 1727] 

When IsraeVs Daughters mourn’d their past Offences, 
They dealt m Sackcloth^ and turn’d Cynder ^Wenches 
But Richmond's Fair-ones never spoil their Locks, 

They use white Powder, and wear Holland-Smocks 
O comely Church ^ where Females find clean Linen 5 
As decent to repent m, as to sin in 

3 Richmond's Fatr-onesi The maids of honour at the court of the Prince 
and Princess of Wales 


Verses on Gtdhver’s Travels 

[written 1727, published 1727] 

I TO QUINBUS FLESTRIN, THE MAN-MOUNTAIN 
A LILLIPUTIAN ODE 

In Amaze 
Lost, I gaze* 

Can our Eyes 
Reach thy Size '> 

May my Lays 5 

Swell with Praise 
Worthy thee* 

Worthy me * 

Muse mspire. 

All thy Fire* 10 

Bards of old 
Of him told, 

When they said 
Atlas Head 

Propt the Skies 15 

See* and beheve your Eyes* 

See him stride 
Valhes wide 
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Over Woods, 

Over Floods 
When he treads, 
Moiantams Heads 
Groan and shake. 
Armies quake. 

Lest his Spurn 
Overturn 
Man and Steed 
Troops take Heed* 
Left and Right, 

Speed your Fhght* 
Lest an Host 

Beneath his Foot be lost 

Turn’d aside 
From his Hide, 

Safe from Wound 
Darts rebound 
From his Nose 
Clouds he blows , 
When he speaks. 
Thunder breaks * 
When he eats. 

Famine threats. 

When he drinks, 
Neptune shrinks * 

Nigh thy Ear, 

In Mid Air, 

On thy Hand 
Let me stand. 

So shall I, 

Lofty Poet* touch the Sky 


II THE LAMENTATION OF GLUMDALCLITCH, 
FOR THE LOSS OF GRILDRIG 

A PASTORAL 

Soon as Glumdalchtch mist her pleasmg Care, 

She wept, she blubber’d, and she tore her Hair 
No British Miss sincerer Gnef has known. 

Her Squirrel imssmg, or her Sparrow flown 
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She furrd her Sampler, and hawl’d m her Thread, 

And stuck her Needle mto Grtldng^s Bed, 

Then spread her Hands, and with a Bounce let fall 
Her Baby, like the Giant in Gutld-hall 
In Peals of Thunder now she roars, and now 
She gently whimpers like a lowing Cow 10 

Yet lovely m her Sorrow still appears 
Her Locks dishevell’d, and her Flood of Tears 
Seem like the lofty Barn of some rich Swam, 

When from the Thatch drips fast a Show’r of Ram 

In vam she search’d each Cranny of the House, 15 
Each gapmg Chink impervious to a Mouse 
‘Was It for this (she cry’d) with daily Care 
Withm thy Reach I set the Vinegar 
And fin’d the Cruet with the Acid Tide, 

While Pepper- Water-Worms thy Bait supply’d, 20 

Where twin’d the Silver Eel aroimd thy Hook, 

And all the little Monsters of the Brook 

Sure m that Lake he dropt — My Gnlly^s drown’d’ — 

She dragg’d the Cruet, but no Grildng foimd 

‘Vam IS thy Courage, Gnlly^ vain thy Boast, 25 

But htde Creatures enterprise the most 
Trembhng, I’ve seen thee dare the Kitten’s Paw, 

Nay, mix with Children, as they pla^d at Taw, 

Nor fear the Marbles, as they boimdmg fiew 

Marbles to them, but rolhng Rocks to you 30 

‘Why did I trust thee with that giddy Youth ^ 

Who fiom a Pc^e can ever learn the Truth ? 

Vers’d m Court Tricks, that Money-lovmg Boy 
To some Lord’s Daughter sold the hvmg Toy, 

Or rent him Limb from Limb in cruel Play, 35 

As Children tear the Wmgs of Fhes away. 

From Place to Place o’er Brobdtngnag I’ll roam, 

And never will return, or brmg thee home 
But who hath Eyes to trace the passmg Wmd, 

How then thy fairy Footsteps can I find ^ 40 

Dost thou bewilder’d wander all alone. 

In the green Thicket of a Mossy Stone, 

Or tumbled from the Toadstool’s shpp’ry Round, 

Perhaps all maim’d, he grov’lmg on the Ground > 

Dost thou, mbosom’d m the lovely Rose, 

Or sunk within the Peach’s Down, repose > 
p AP—R 


45 
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Within the King-Cup if thy Limbs are spread^ 

Or in the golden Cowslip’s Velvet Head, 

O show me, Flora^ ’midst those Sweets, the Flow’r 
Where sleeps my Gnldng m his fragrant Bow’r^ 50 

"But ah * I fear thy little Fancy roves 
On little Females, and on little Loves, 

Thy Pigmy Children, and thy tmy Spouse, 

The Baby Play-thmgs that adorn thy House, 

Doors, Windows, Chimmes, and the spacious Rooms, 55 

Equal m Size to Cells of Honeycombs 

Hast thou for these now ventur’d from the Shore, 

Thy Bark a Bean-shell, and a Straw thy Oar ? 

Or in thy Box, now boundmg on the Mam ^ 

Shall I ne’er bear thy self and House again ^ 60 

And shall I set thee on my Hand no more. 

To see thee leap the Lmes, and traverse o’er 
My spacious Palm ? Of Stature scarce a Span, 

Mimick the Actions of a real Man > 

No more behold thee turn my Watches Key, 65 

As Seamen at a Capstern Anchors weigh > 

How wert thou wont to walk with cautious Tread, 

A Dish of Tea hke Milk-Pail on thy Head 
How chase the Mite that bore thy Cheese away, 

And keep the rolhng Maggot at a Bay ?’ 70 

She said, but broken Accents stopt her Voice, 

Soft as the Speaking Trumpet’s mellow Noise 
She sobb’d a Storm, and wip’d her flowing Eyes, 

Which seem’d like two broad Suns m misty Skies 
O squander not thy Grief, those Tears command 75 

To weep upon our Cod m Newfound-land 
The plenteous Pickle shall preserve the Fish, 

And Europe taste thy Sorrows in a Dish 


III TO MR LEMUEL GULLIVER, THE GRATEFUL 
ADDRESS OF THE UNHAPPY HOUYHNHNMS, NOW 
IN SLAVERY AND BONDAGE IN ENGLAND 

To thee, we Wretches of the Houyhnhnm Band, 
Condemn’d to labour m a barb’rous Land, 

Return our Thanks Accept our humble Lays, 

And let each grateful Houyhnhnm neigh thy Praise 
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O happy Yahoo, purg’d from human Crimes^ 

By thy sweet Sojourn m those virtuous Chmes, 

Where reign our Sires’ There, to thy Countrey’s Shame, 
Reason, you found, and Virtue were the same 
Their Precepts raz’d the Prejudice of Youth, 

And even a Yahoo learn’ d the Love of Truth 10 

Art thou the first who did the Coast explore. 

Did never Yahoo tread that Ground before '> 

Yes, Thousands But in Pity to their Kind, 

Or sway’d by Envy, or through Pride of Mind, 

They hid their Knowledge of a nobler Race, 15 

Which own’d, would all their Sires and Sons disgrace 

You, hke the Samian, visit Lands unknown. 

And by their wiser Morals mend your own 
Thus Orpheus travell’d to reform his Kind, 

Came back, and tam’d the Brutes he left behmd 20 

You went, you saw, you heard With Virtue fraught. 
Then spread those Morals which the Houyhnhnms taught 
Our Labours here must touch thy gen’rous Heart, 

To see us stram before the Coach and Cart, 

Compell’d to run each knavish Jockey’s Heat’ 25 

Subservient to New-markefs annual cheat’ 

With what Reluctance do we Lawyers bear, 

To fleece their Countrey Chents twice a Year > 

Or manag’d m your Schools, for Fops to ride. 

How foam, how fret beneath a Load of Pride ’ 30 

Yes, we are slaves — ^but yet, by Reason’s Force, 

Have learnt to bear Misfortune, like a Horse 

O would the Stars, to ease my Bonds, ordain. 

That gentle Gulliver might guide my Rem’ 

Safe would I bear him to his Journey’s End, 35 

For ’tis a Pleasure to support a Friend 
But if my Life be doom’d to serve the Bad, 

O’ may’st thou never want an easy Pad’ 

Houyhnhnm 
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IV MARY GULLIVER TO CAPTAIN LEMUEL 
GULLIVER 

Argument The Captain^ so}ne Time after his Return^ being retired 
to Mr Sympson’^ tn the Country^ Mrs Gulliveia apprehending 
from his late Behaviour some Estrangement of his Affections, 
writes him the following expostulating, soothing, and tenderly^ 
complaining Epistle 

Welcomca thrice welcome to thy native Place* 

^What, touch me not what, shun a Wife’s Embrace '> 

Have I for this thy tedious Absence born. 

And wak’d and wish’d whole Nights for thy Return ’ 

In five long Years I took no second Spouse, 5 

What Redriff Wife so long hath kept her Vows 
Your Eyes, your Nose, Inconstancy betray, 

Your Nose you stop, your Eyes you turn away 
’Tis said, that thou shouldst cleave unto thy Wife, 

Once thou didst cleave, and I could cleave for Life 10 
Hear and relent I hark, how thy Children moan. 

Be kind at least to these, they are thy own 

Behold, and count them all, secure to find 

The honest Number that you left behmd 

See how they pat thee with their pretty Paws 15 

Why start you are they Snakes > or have they Claws ^ 

Thy Christian Seed, our mutual Flesh and Bone 
Be kind at least to these, they are thy own 


Biddel, like thee, might farthest India rove. 

He chang’d his Country, but retain’d his Love 20 

There’s Captain Fennel, absent half his Life, 

Comes back, and is the kmder to his Wife 
Yet PenneVs Wife is brown, compar’d to me. 

And Mistress Biddel sure is Fifty three 


Not touch me! never Neighbour call’d me Slut* 25 
Was Flmnap^s Dame more sweet m Lilhput ? 

I’ve no red Hair to breathe an odious Fume, 

At least thy Consort’s cleaner than thy Groom 
Why then that dirty Stable-boy thy Care^ 

What mean those Visits to the Sorrel Mare ^ 30 

Say, by what Witchcraft, or what Daemon led, 

Preferr’st thou Litter to the Marriage Bed ^ 
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Some say the Dev’l himself is in that Mare 
If so, our hean shall drive him forth by Pray’r 
Some think you mad, some think you are possest 35 

That Bedlam and clean Straw will suit you best 
Vain Means, alas, this Frenzy to appease* 

That Straw^ that Straw would heighten the Disease 

My Bed, (the Scene of all our former Joys, 

Witness two lovely Girls, two lovely Boys) 40 

Alone I press, in Dreams I call my Dear, 

I stretch my Hand, no Gulliver is there* 

I wake, I rise, and shiv’rmg with the Frost, 

Search all the House, my Gulliver is lost* 

Forth m the Street I rush with frantick Cries 45 

The Wmdows open, ail the Neighbours nse 
Where sleeps my Gulhver O tell me where 
The Neighbours answer. With the Sorrel Mare 

At early Mom, I to the Market haste, 

(Studious in ev’ry Thmg to please thy Taste) 50 

A curious Fowl and Sparagrass I chose, 

(For I remember you were fond of those,) 

Three Shillings cost the first, the last sev’n Groats, 

Sullen you turn from both, and call for Oats 

Others brmg Goods and Treasure to their Houses, 55 
Something to deck their pretty Babes and Spouses, 

My only Token was a Cup like Horn, 

That’s made of nothmg but a Lady’s Corn 

’Tis not for that I grieve, no, ’us to see 

The Groom and Sorrel Mare preferr’d to me* 60 

These, for some Monuments when you deign to quit. 
And (at due distance) sweet Discourse admit, 

’Tis all my Pleasure thy past Toil to know. 

For pleas’d Remembrance builds Dehght on Woe 
At ev’ry Danger pants thy Consort’s Breast, 65 

And gapmg Infants squawle to hear the rest 
How did I tremble, when by thousands bound, 

I saw thee stretch’d on Lilliputian Ground, 

When scalmg Armies chmb’d up ev’ry Part, 

Each Step they ttod, I felt upon my Heart 
Btit when thy Torrent quench’d the dreadful Blaze, 

Kmg, Queen and Nauon, starmg with Amaze, 


70 



488 


POEMS 1718-1729 

Full m my View how all my Husband came. 

And what extmgmsh’d theirs, encreas’d my Flame 
Those Spectacles^ ordain’d thine Eyes to save, 75 

Were once my Present, Love that Armour gave 
How did I mourn at Bolgolant's Decree ^ 

For when he sign’d thy Death, he sentenc’d me 

When folks might see diee all the Coimtry round 
For Six-pence, I’d have giv’n a thousand Pound 80 

Lord* when the Gtant-Babe that Head of thine 
Got m his Mouth, my Heart was up in mme* 

When in the Marrow-Bone I see thee ramm’d. 

Or on the House-top by the Monkey cramm’d. 

The Piteous Images renew my Pain, 85 

And all thy Dangers I weep o’er agam* 

But on the Matden^^ Nipple when you rid. 

Pray Heav’n, ’twas all a wanton Maiden did* 

Glumdalchtch too * — ^with thee I mourn her Case 
Heav’n guard the gentle Girl from all Disgrace* 90 

O may the King that one Neglect forgive, 

And pardon her the Fault by which I live* 

Was there no other Way to set him free ’> 

My Life, alas* I fear prov’d Death to Thee* 

O teach me, Dear, new Words to speak my Flame, 95 
Teach me to wooe thee by thy best-lov’d Name * 

Whether the Style of Gnldrig please thee most. 

So call’d on Brobdmgnag^s stupendous Coast, 

When on the Monarch’s ample Hand you sate. 

And hollow’d m his Ear Intrigues of State 100 

Or Quinbus Flestrtn more Endearment brmgs. 

When like a Mountam you look’d down on Kings 
If Ducal NardaCi Lilliputian Peer, 

Or Glumglum^^ humbler Title sooth thy Ear 
Nay, wou’d Ismijove my Organs so dispose, 105 

To hymn harmomous Houyhnhnm thro’ the Nose, 

I’d call thee Houyhnhnm^ that high soundmg Name, 

Thy Children’s Noses all should twang the same 
So might I find my lovmg Spouse of course 
Endu’d with all the Virtues of a Horse 


no 
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V THE WORDS OF THE KING OF BROBDINGNAG3 
AS HE HELD CAPTAIN GULLIVER BETWEEN HIS 
FINGER AND THUMB FOR THE INSPECTION OF 
THE SAGES AND LEARNED MEN OF THE COURT 

In Miniature see Naturals Power appear. 

Which wings the Sun-born Insects of the Air, 

Which frames the Harvest-bug, too small for Sight, 

And forms the Bones and Muscles of the Mite* 

Here view him stretch’d The Microscope explams, 5 
That the Blood, circhng, flows m human Vems, 

See, in the Tube he pants, and sprawhng hes. 

Stretches his little Hands, and rolls his Eyes * 

Smit with his Coimtrey’s Love, I’ve heard him prate 
Of Laws and Manners m his Pigmy State 10 

By Travel, generous Souls enlarge the Mmd, 

'Waich home-bred Prepossession had confin’d. 

Yet will he boast of many Regions known. 

But still, with partial Love, extol his own 

He talks of Senates, and of Courtly Tribes, 15 

Admires their Ardour, but forgets their Bnbes, 

Of hirehng Lawyers tells the )ust Decrees, 

Applauds their Eloquence, but sinks their Fees 
Yet who his Countrey’s partial Love can blame > 

’Tis sure some Virtue to conceal its Shame 20 

The World’s the native Citv of the Wise, 

He sees his Britain with a Mother’s Eyes, 

Softens Defects, and heightens all its Charms, 

Calls It the Seat of Empire, Arts and Arms* 

Fond of his Hillock Isle, his narrow Mmd 25 

Thinks Worth, Wit, Learmng, to that Spot confin’d. 
Thus Ants, who for a Gram employ their Cares, 

Think all the Busmess of the Earth is theirs 
Thus Honey-combs seem Palaces to Bees, 

And Mites imagme all the World a Cheese 30 

When Pride m such contemptuous Bemgs hes, 

In Beetles, Britons, Bugs and Butterflies 
Shall we, like Reptiles, glory m Conceit > 

Humihty’s the Virtue of the Great 
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Epitaph On James Graggs^ Esq ^ 

In Westminster- Abbey 

JACOBUS CRAGGS 

REGI MAGNAS. BRITANNIiE, A SECRETIS 
ET CONSILIIS SANCnORIBUS, 

PRINCIPIS PARITER AC POPULI AMOR & DELICIA 5 . 

VIXIT TITULIS ET INVIDIA MAJOR, 

ANNOS HEU PAUCOS, XXXV 
OB FEB XVI M DCC XX 

[written 1720, re\ised and published 1727] 

Statesmar^ yet Friend to Truth’ of Soul sincere. 

In Action faithful, and in Honour clear’ 

Who broke no promise, serv’d no private end. 

Who gain’d no Title, and who lost no Friend, 

Ennobled by Himself, by All approv’d, 5 

Prais’d, wept, and honour’d, by the Muse he lov’d 


Fragment of a Satire 

[written c 1727, published, PS'M, 1727] 

If meagre Gtldon draws his venal Quill, 

I wish the Man a Dinner, and sit still 
If dreadful Dennis raves m furious Fret, 

I’ll answer Dennis when I am in Debt 

’Tis Hunger, and not Malice, makes them print, 5 

And who’ll wage War with Bedlam or the Mint ^ 

Should some more sober Cnticks come abroad. 

If wrong, I smile, if right, I kiss the Rod 
Pams, Readmg, Study, are their just Pretence, 

And all they want is Spirit, Taste, and Sense 10 

Commas and Points they set exactly right. 

And ’twere a Sm to rob them of their Mite 

Yet ne’er one Sprig of Laurel grac’d those Ribbalds, 

From slashmg E— down to pidhng Tibbalds 

An expansion of the original poem (see p 293,) latei to be incorporated 
in the Ep to Arhuthnot (1735), p 603 

14 slashing B — y] Richard Bentley, scholar and Master of Trinity 
College, Cambridge 
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Who thinks he reads when he but scans and spells^ 

A Word-catcher^ that hves on Syllables 
Yet ev’n this Creature may some Notice claim, 

Wrapt round and sanctify’d with Shakespear^s Name, 
Pretty, m Amber to observe the forms 
Of Hairs, or Straws, or Dirt, or Grubs, or Worms 20 
The Things we know, is neither rich nor rare. 

But wonder how the Devil it got there 
Are others angry ^ I excuse them too. 

Well may they rage, I give them hut their Due 

Each Man’s true Merit ’tis not hard to find, 25 

But each Man’s secret Standard in his Mind, 

That castmg Weight, Pride adds to Emptmess, 

This, who can gratify "> For who can guess > 

The Wretch whom pilfer’d Pastorals renown. 

Who turns a Persian Tale for half a Crown, 30 

Just writes to make his Barreimess appear. 

And strains, from hard bound Brams, six Lmes a Year, 

In Sense still wantmg, tho’ he hves on Theft, 

Steals much, spends httle, yet has nothmg left 
Johnson^ who now to Sense, now Nonsense leaning, 35 
Means not, but blunders round about a Meamng, 

And he, whose Fustian’s so sublimely bad. 

It is not Poetry, but Prose run mad 
Should modest Satire bid all these translate^ 

And own that nine such Poets make a Tate, 40 

How would they fume, and stamp, and roar, and chafe* 
How would they swear, not Congreve's self was safe * 

Peace to all such* but were there one, whose Fires 
Apollo kmdled, and fair Fame mspires. 

Blest with each Talent, and each Art to please, 45 

And bom to write, converse, and hve with ease. 

Should such a Man, too fond to rule alone. 

Bear, like the Turk^ no Brother near the Throne, 

View him with scornful, yet with fearful eyes. 

And hate for Arts that caus’d himself to nse, 50 

D amn , with famt Praise, assent with avil Leer, 

And without sneermg, teach the rest to sneer, 

Wishmg to wound, and yet afraid to strike. 

Just hmt a Fault, and hesitate Dislike, 

29-30 The Wretch Crown} Ambrose Philips See p 285 

35 Johnson] Author of the Victim, and Cobler of Preston [P] His dis- 
honourable mention was probably earned by his attack on Gay’s Three 
Hours after Marriage 
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Alike reserv’d to blame, or to commend, 55 

A tim’rous Foe, and a suspicious Friend, 

Dreadmg ev’n Fools, by Flatterers besieg’d. 

And so obligmg that he ne’er obhg’d 
Who, if two Wits on nval Themes contest. 

Approves of each, but likes the worst the best, 60 

Like Cato gives his httle Senate Laws, 

And sits attentive to his own Applause, 

While Wits and Templars ev’ry Sentence raise. 

And wonder with a foohsh Face of Praise 

What Pity, Heav’n* if such a Man there be 65 

Who would not weep, if A — n were he ? 


Sylvia, a Fragment 

[written pubhshed, PS My 1727] 

Sylvia my Heart m wond’rous wise alarm’d. 

Aw’d without Sense, and without Beauty charm’d, 

But some odd Graces and fine Flights she had. 

Was )ust not ugly, and was just not mad. 

Her Tongue still run, on credit from her Eyes, 5 

More pert than witty, more a Wit than wise 
Good Nature, she declar’d it, was her Scorn, 

Tho’ ’twas by that alone she could be born 
Aifrontmg all, yet fond of a good Name, 

A Fool to Pleasure, yet a Slave to Fame, 10 

Now coy and studious m no Point to fall, 

Now aU agog for D— y at a Ball 

Now deep m Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, 

Now drinkmg Citron with his Gr — and Ch — 

Men, some to Busmess, some to Pleasure take, 15 
But ev’ry Woman’s m her Soul a Rake 
Frail, fev’rish Sex* their Fit now chills, now burns. 
Atheism and Superstition rule by Turns, 

And the meet Heathen m her carnal Part, 

Is still a sad good Christian at her Heart 20 

This sketch was incorporated in 1735 m the Epistle to a Lady Of the 
Characters of Women See pp 561-7 , 11 45-50, 59-68, 215-16 
14 his Gr — and C — Philip, Duke of Wharton and the notorious rake, 
Francis Chartens 
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Lines from the Art of Sinking 

[written c 1727, published, PSM, 1727] 

WHO KNOCKS AT THE DOOR> 

For whom thus rudely pleads my loud-tongu’d Gate^ 
That he may enter ? 


SHUT THE DOOR 

The wooden Guardian of our Privacy 
Quick on Its Axle turn 


BRING MY CLOATHS 

Brmg me what Nature, Taylor to the Bear, 
To Man himself deny’d She gave me Cold, 
But would not give me Cloaths 


LIGHT THE FIRE 

Brmg forth some Remnant of Promethean theft, 
Qmck to expand th* inclement Air congeal’d 
By Boreas^s rude breath 


SNUFF THE CANDLE 

Yon Lummary Amputation needs. 

Thus shall you save its half-extmguish’d Life 


UNCORK THE BOTTLE AND CHIP THE BREAD 

Apply thme Engme to the spungy Door, 

Set Bacchus from his glassy Prison free. 

And strip white Ceres of her nut-brown Coat 


These six examples of the ‘Cumbrous’ and ‘Buskin’ styles of writing 
have all the appearance of having been concocted specially for the comic 
illustration of those styles 
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Verses to be placed under 
the Picture of England's Arch-Poet 

CONTAINING A COMPLEAT CATALOGUE OF 
HIS WORKS 

[written c 1727, published, PSM^ 1732] 

See who ne’er was or will be half read* 

Who first sung Arthur^ tlien sung Alfred^ 

Prais’d great Eliza in God’s anger. 

Till all true Englishmen cry’d, hang her* 

Made Wilham^s Virtues wipe the bare A 5 

And hang’d up Marlborough in Arras 

Then hiss’d from Earth, grew Heav’nly quite, 

Made ev’ry Reader curse the Lights 
Maul’d human Wit in one thick Satyr, 

Next in three Books, sunk human Nature^ xo 

Un-did Creation at a Jerk, 

And of Redemption made damn’d Work 

Then took his Muse at once, and dipt her 
Full m the middle of the Scripture 
What Wonders there the Man grown old, did* 
Sternhold himself he out-Sternholded, 

Made David seem so mad and freakish. 

All thought him just what thought King Achiz 
No Mortal read lus Salomon^ 

But judg’d Roboam his own Son 

An attack on Sir Richard Blackmore 

2 Arthur^ Two Heroick Poems in Folio, twenty Books [P] , 1 e Prince 
Arthur, 1695, and King Arthur, 1697 

Alfred^ Heroick Poem in twelve Books [P] 

3 Ehzd\ Heroick Poem in Folio, ten Books [P] 

6 Marlborough Arras'] Instructions to Vanderhank a Tapestry- 
Weaver [P] 

8 Light] Hymn to the Light [P] 

9 Wit] Satyr against Wit [P] 

10 Nature] Of the Nature of Man [P] 

1 1 Creation] Creation, a Poem in seven Books [P] 

12 Redemption] The 'Redeemer, another Heroick Poem in six Books [P] 

16 Sternhold] The Elizabethan versifier of the Psalms, often derided 
by Pope 

17 David] Translation of all the Psalms [P] 

19 Salomori] Canticles and Ecclesiast [P] 


15 


20 
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Moses he served as Moses Pharaoh^, 

And Deborah^ as She Sise-rak 

Made Jeremy full sore to 

And himself curse God and die 

What Pumshment all this must follow > 25 

Shall Arthur use him like King Tollo^ 

Shall David as Uriah slay him. 

Or dexterous Deborah Sisera-Ama ? 

Or shall Eliza lay a Plot, 

To treat him like her Sister Scoh 30 

Shall William dub his better End, 

Or MarlbWough serve him like a Friend 
No, none of these — ^Heav’n spare his Life^ 

But send him, honest Job^ thy Wife 

a I Moses Deborah] Paraphrase of the Canticles of Moses and 
Deborahy See [P] 

23 Jeremy] The Lamentations [P] 

24 Job] The whole Book of Joby a Poem in Folio [P] 

30 Sister *Scoi] Mary, Queen of Scots 

31 better End] Kick him on the Breech, not Knight him on the 
Shoulder [P] Blackmore was knighted in 1697 


To the Right Honourable the Earl of Oxford 

UPON A PIECE OF NEWS IN MIST, THAT THE 
REV MR W refus’d TO WRITE AGAINST 
MR POPE BECAUSE HIS BEST PATRON HAD A 
FRIENDSHIP FOR THE SAID P 
[written 1728, published 1809] 

Wesley, if Wesley ’tis they mean. 

They say, on Pope would fall 
Would his best Patron let his Pen 
Discharge his mward Gall 

Wliat Patron this, a doubt must be 5 

Which none but you can dear. 

Or Father Francis cross the sea. 

Or else Earl Edward here 

The ‘piece of News in Mist’ appeared in Misfs Weekly Journal on 
8 June 1728 as an epistle purporting to defend Pope from the attacks 
which followed the publication of the Dunaad in the previous month 

7 Father Francis] Francis Atterbury, the exiled bishop of Rochester 

8 Earl Edward] Edward Harley, second Earl of Oxford 
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That both were good must be contestj 
And much to both he owes 3 lo 

But which to Him will be the best 
The Lord of Oxford knows 


Epitaph On G 

[written 1728, published, PSM^ 1732] 

Well theuj poor G lies under ground * 

So there’s an end of honest 

So hltle Justice here he found, 

’Tis ten to one he’ll ne’er come back 

When his opera, Polly ^ was banned, Gay was deprived of his apart- 
ments in Whitehall Writing to Pope, he remarked that he had ‘no con- 
tinuing city here I begin to look upon myself as one already dead, and 
desire that you will see these words put upon [my grave-stone] 
Life’s a jest, and all things show it, 

I thought so once, but now I know it, 
with what more you may think proper ’ Pope’s response, it is practically 
certain, was this mock epitaph on Gay’s ‘court’ death 

Epitaphs from the Latin on the Count of 
Mirandula 

[written c 1729, published, PSM, 1732] 

Joannes facet hic Mirandula — ccetera norunt 
Et Tagus & Ganges— forsan & Antipodes 

I LORD CONINGSBY’S EPITAPH 

Here hes Lord Conmgsby — ^be civil, 

The rest God knows — so does the Devil 


II APPLIED TO F C 

Here Francis Ch — lies — ^Be civil* 

The rest God knows — ^perhaps the Devil 

I I Coningshyl Thomas Lord Conmgsby (1656?-! 729) A Whig peer, 
once suspected of peculation, was forward in the impeachment of Pope s 
friend, Lord Oxford, 1715 

II I Ch — s] The notorious rake, Francis Chartres 
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Lines 

[published, Works ^ 1741] 

I IN CONCLUSION OF A SATIRE 

But what avails to lay down rules for sense ’> 

In ’s Reign these fruitless hnes were writ. 

When Ambrose Phihps was preferred for Wit^ 

II INSCRIPTIO 

And thou ^ whose sense, whose humour, and whose rage. 

At once can teach, dehght, and lash the age, 

Whether thou choose Cervantes’ serious air. 

Or laugh and shake m Rab’lais’ easy chair. 

Praise courts, and monarchs, or extol mankmd, 5 

Or thy grieved country’s copper chams imbind. 

Attend whatever utle please thme ear. 

Dean, Drapier, Bickerstaff, or Gulhver 
From thy Boeotia, lo^ the fog retires. 

Yet grieve not thou at what our Isle acqmres, 10 

Here dulness reigns, with mighty wmgs outspread, 

And brings the true Saturman age of lead 

I From a letter to Swift (15 October 1725), quoting ‘the conclusion of 
one of my Satires* No poem of Pope’s as printed ends in this way , but 
the last line, practically unaltered, appeared in the first edition of the 

Dunctad (A, iii 322) s r, ^ 

II From a letter (January, 1729) to Swift, enclosing, not the poem on 
Dulness, but ‘what most nearly relates to youiself, the inscription to it 


Eptaph on Sir Godfrey Kneller 
In Westrmnster-Abby 1123 

[written c 1729, published 1730] 

KneUer, by Heav’n and not a Master taught. 

Whose Art was Nature, and whose Pictures thought. 

Now for two ages havmg snatch’d from fate 
Whate’er was Beauteous, or whate’er was Great, 

Lies crown’d with Prmces Honours, Poets Lays, 5 

Due to his Merit, and brave Thirst of Praise 
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Livings great Nature fear’d he might outvie 
Her works 3 and dyings fears herself may die 

7-8 Imitated from the famous Epitaph on Raphael 

Raphael^ timuit quo sospite, vinci 

Rerum magna parens^ ^ monentej mori [P] 


Epitaph On the Monument of the Honble 
Robert Digby, and of his Sister Mary, 
erected by their Father the Lord Digby, in the 
Church of Sherborne in Dorsetshire, iy2'j 

[written 1727-30? published, Lewis’s 
Mtscellany, 1730] 

Go ’ fair Example of untamted youth. 

Of modest wisdom, and paafick truth 
Compos’d in suff’rmgs, and m joy sedate, 

Good without noise, without pretension great 
Just of thy word, in ev’ry thought sincere, 5 

Who knew no wish but what the world might hear 
Of softest manners, unaffected nund. 

Lover of peace, and friend of human kind 
Go live* for heav’ns Eternal year is thine, 

Go, and exalt thy Moral to Divine 10 

And thou blest Maid* attendant on his doom. 

Pensive hast follow’d to the silent tomb. 

Steer’d the same course to the same quiet shore. 

Not parted long, and now to part no more* 

Go then, where only bliss smcere is known* 15 

Go, where to love and to enjoy are one * 

Yet take these tears. Mortality’s relief. 

And till we share your joys, forgive our grief, 

These little rites, a Stone, a Verse, receive, 

’Tis all a Father, aU a Fnend can give* 


20 
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An Essay on Man 

OR THE FIRST BOOK OF ETHIC 
EPISTLES TO H ST JOHN L 
BOLINGBROKE 
[written 1730-33, published 1733-34] 

TO THE READER 

As the Epistolary Way of Writing hath prevailed much oflate^ we have 
ventured to publish this Piece composed some Time since^ and whose 
Author chose this Manner^ notwithstanding his Subject was high and of 
dignity i because of its being mixt with Argument^ which of its Nature 
approacheth to Prose This^ which we first give the Reader ^ treats of the 
Nature and State of Man^ with Respect to the Universal 
S YSTEM j rAe rest will treat of him with Respect to his Own System, 
as an Individual, and as a Member of Society, under one or other of 
which Heads all Ethicks are included 

As he imitates no Man^ so he would be thought to vye with no Man in 
these Epistles particularly with the noted Author (?/ Two lately 
published'^ But this he may most surely say:, that the Matter of them is 
suchi as IS of Importance to all m general, and of Offence to none in 
particular 


TO the reader 

The Author was induced to publish these Epistles separately for two 
Reasons, The one, that he might not impose upon the Puhlick too much 
at once of what he thought incorrect. The other, that by this Method he 
might profit of its Judgement on the Parts, in order to make the Whole 
less unwoithy 


THE design 

Havmg proposed to write some pieces on Human Life and Manners, 
such as (to use my lord Bacon’s expression) come home to Men^s 
Business and Bosoms, I thought it more satisfactory to begin with 
considermg Man m the abstract, his Nature and his State smce, to 
prove any moral duty, to enforce any moral precept, or to examme 

^ I e Pope’s own acknowledged poems Mor Ess , nr, and Imzt Hor , 
Sat , II X 
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the perfection or imperfection of any creature whatsoever^ it is 
necessary first to know what condition and relation it is placed in, 
and what is the proper end and purpose of its being 
The science of Human Nature is, like all other sciences, reduced 
to ^few clear points There are not many certain truths m this world 
It IS therefore in the Anatomy of the Mmd as in that of the Body, 
more good will accrue to maiikmd by attendmg to the large, open, 
and perceptible parts, than by studying too much such finer nerves 
and vessels, the conformations and uses of which will for ever 
escape our observation The disputes are all upon these last, and, I 
will venture to say, they have less sharpened the wits than the hearts 
of men agamst each other, and have dimimshed the practice, more 
than advanced the theory, of Morahty If I could flatter myself that 
this Essay has any merit, it is m steermg betwixt the extremes of 
doctrines seemmgly opposite, m passmg over terms utterly un- 
mtelhgible, and m formmg a temperate yet not inconsistent^ and a 
short yet not imperfect system of Ethics 
This I might have done in prose, but I chose verse, and even 
rhyme, for two reasons The one will appear obvious , that prmciples, 
maxims, or precepts so written, both strike the reader more strongly 
at first, and are more easily retamed by him afterwards The other 
may seem odd, but is true, I foimd I could express them more 
shortly this way than m prose itself, and nothmg is more certain, 
than that much of iht force as well as grace of arguments or instruc- 
tions, depends on their conaseness I was unable to treat this part 
of my subject more m detail, without becommg dry and tedious, or 
moTt poetically, without sacrificmg perspicmty to ornament, without 
wandrmg from the precision, or breaking the cham of reasonmg If 
any man can umte all these without dimmution of any of them, I 
freely confess he will compass a thmg above my capacity 
V5^at is now pubhshed, is only to be considered as a general Map 
of Man, markmg out no more than the greater parts, their extent, 
their limits, and their connection, but leavmg the particular to be 
more fully delmeated m the charts which are to follow Con- 
sequently, these Epistles in their progress (if I have health and 
leisure to make any progress) will be less dry, and more susceptible 
of poetical ornament I am here only opening the fountains, and 
clearmg the passage To deduce the rivers, to follow them in their 
course, and to observe their effects, may be a task more agreeable 
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ARGUMENT OF THE FIRST EPISTLE 
Of the Nature and State of Man^ with lespect ?£> UNI VERSE 

Of Man tn the abstract — I That we can judge only with regard to 
our own system, being ignorant of the relations of systems and 
things, 17, &c II That Mams not to he deemed impQtfQCt, 

but a Being suited to his place and rank in the creation, agreeable to 
the general Order of things, and conformable to Ends and Relations 
to him unknown, Ver 35, &c III That it is partly upon his 
Ignorance of future events, and partly upon the hope of a future 
state, that all his happiness in the present depends, Ver 77, &c 
IV The pride of aiming at more knowledge, and pretending to more 
Perfection, the cause of Man's error and misery The impiety of 
putting himself in the place of God, and judging of the fitness or 
unfitness, perfection or imperfection, justice or injustice of his 
dispensations,VE’R Ii3,&c V The sibsmdLty of conceiting himself 
the final cause of the creation, or expecting that perfection m the 
moral world, which is not in the natural, Ver 131, &c VI The 
unreasonableness of his complaints against Providence, while on the 
one hand he demands the Perfections of the Angels, and on the other 
the bodily qualifications of the Brutes, though, to possess any of the 
sensitive faculties in a higher degree, would render him miserable, 
Ver 173, &c VII That throughout the whole visible world, an 
universal order and gradation in the sensual and mental faculties is 
observed, which causes a subordmation of creature to creature, and 
of all creatures to Man The gradations of sense, mstmct, thought, 
reflection, reason, that Reason alone countervails all the other 
faculties, Ver 207 VIII How much farther this order and sub- 
ordination of living creatures may extend, above and below us, were 
any part of which broken, not that part only, but the whole connected 
ctoaxxon must be destroyed N'E'R 233 IX extravagance, mad- 
ness, awdpndeo/5Mc/? a dfiwre, Ver 259 X The consequence of all 
the absolute submission due to Providence, both as to our present 
and future state, Ver 281, &c to the end 

Awake, my St J ohn ^ leave all meaner thmgs 
To low ambition, and the pnde of Kmgs 
Let us (smce Life can httle more supply 
Than just to look about us and to die) 

Expatiate free o’er all this scene of Man, 5 

Epistle I Of the Nature and State of Man with respect to the 
Universe [P] 

1 meaner^ Meaner than philosophv 
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A mighty maze^ but not without a plan, 

A Wild, where weeds and fiow’rs promiscuous shoot. 

Or Garden, temptmg with forbidden fruit 
Together let us beat this ample field. 

Try what the open, what the covert yield, 10 

The latent tracts, the giddy heights explore 
Of all who bhndly creep, or sightless soar. 

Eye Nature’s walks, shoot Folly as it flies. 

And catch the Manners living as they rise. 

Laugh where we must, be candid where we can, 15 
But vmdicate the ways of God to Man 
I Say first, of God above, or Man below. 

What can we reason, but from what we know ? 

Of Man what see we, but his station here. 

From which to reason, or to which refer ^ 20 

6-16 *The 6th, 7th, and 8th lines allude to the Subjects of This Book, 
the General Order and Design of Providence, the Constitution of the 
human Mind, whose Passions cultivated are Virtues, neg[lected], Vices, 
the Temptations of xmsapplyd Selflove and wrong pursuits of Power, 
Pleasure and false Happiness The loth, iith, 12th, etc allude to the 
[subjjects of the following books , the [various characters and capacities 
of Men, of Learning and Ignorance, [the ^ Knowledge of mankind and 
the Manners [of the age ?] The last line sums up the moral and main Drift 
of the whole, [the ^ justification of the Ways of Provi[dence] ’ P's MS 
note 

6-14 Cf The Explicator (vol i, no 2, Nov 1942) ‘as the seeming 
planlessness of the garden is planned , so it might be with Man and 
his World, as the natural garden exhibits a wide range of diversity and 
prohfic growth, so does the system of creation' 

8-16 Par Losty i i-a, 26 Pope emphasizes the connection between his 
poem and Milton’s 

12 There is a mode of motion appropiiate to man, which is neither 
creeping nor soaring ‘those who bhndly creep are the ignorant and 
mdifierent, those who sightless soar are the presumptuous, who endeavour 
to transcend the bounds prescribed to the intellect of man’ 

13 walks] Cf besides the garden sense of this term its hunting sense as 
the haunt or resort of game 

15 candid] H More, Enchtr Eth ‘Candor is that which guides us to 
interpret with Bemgnity the Words and Actions of all Men But when 
they are such as cannot well be borne, then, with an honest and decent 
Liberty, to check and reprehend them * 

17 fl He can reason only from Things known, and judge only with regard 
to his own System [P] 

17-1 8 ‘The pnnciple of analogical reasoning in theology is the assump- 
tion that the universe being regulated by uniform laws, those laws which 
we can trace in that part of it which falls under our observation, extend 
also to that part of it which we cannot see Cf Milton, Par Losty v 174 ’ 

19 station] Perhaps an astronomical term, but chiefly a military and 
hierarchical one, which stresses man's limitedness of purview 



AN ESSAY ON MAN EPISTLE I 


505 


Thro’ worlds unnumber’d tho’ the God be known, 

’Tis ours to trace him only in our own 
He, who thro’ vast immensity can pierce. 

See worlds on worlds compose one umverse. 

Observe how system into system runs, 25 

What other planets circle other sims. 

What vary’d bemg peoples ev’ry star. 

May tell why Heav’n has made us as we are 
But of this frame the bearings, and the ties, 

The strong connections, mce dependencies, 30 

Gradations just, has thy pervadmg soul 
Look’d thro’^ or can a part contam the whole ^ 

Is the great cham, that draws all to agree. 

And drawn supports, upheld by God, or thee > 34 

II Presumptuous Man’ the reason wouldst thou find. 
Why form’d so weak, so httle, and so blmd’ 

First, if thou canst, die harder reason guess. 

Why form’d no weaker, bhnder, and no less ’ 

Ask of thy mother earth, why oaks are made 

Taller or stronger than the weeds they shade ? 40 

Or ask of yonder argent fields above. 

Why J ove’s Satelhtes are less than J OVE ^ 

Of Systems possible, if ’tis confest 
That Wisdom infimte must form the best. 


23 A reply to Lucretius’s celebration of Epicurus as a mortal whose 
mind, defying religion, did pierce through vast immensity and beyond the 
universe to reach a godlike knowledge of why we are as we are 

27 A favourite hypothesis of scientists, divines, and poets, frequently 
used to humble human self-esteem 

29-3 1 A figure blended of architectural, hierarchical, and astronomical 
allusions Connexions ^ dependencies, gradations were kev terms of the new 
sciences with respect to the hierarchies both of being and the stellar 

33—4 Zeus’s golden chain in the Iliad — ‘Whose strong Embrace holds 
Heav’n, and Earth, and Mam’ (Pope’s 11 , vin 26)--became identified 
with the chain of being ^ ^ 1 . 

35 ff He IS not therefore a Judge of his own perfection or imperfection, M 
IS certainly such a Being as is suited to hts Place and Bank in the Creation [Pj 
37 harder\ In being a less congenial question for pride to resolve 
42 Satellttes'\ Here used as plural of the Latin satelles and syllabicated 

accordingly , , ^ 

43—50 The function of this passage is evidently to summarize a s^ ot 
propositions (i) that a God of infinite wisdom exists , (2) that such a God 
will necessarily have chosen to create, out of all possible systems, the be^, 
(3) that the best will necessarily have been that which actiwlizes the 
maximum number of possible modes of being, and so is existents 

— a plenum formarum — ‘cohering* because actualization of all the possibles 
leaves no gaps, (4) that the plenum* s structure is hierarchical, a ladder ot 
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Where ali must full or not coherent be, 45 

And all that rises, rise in due degree. 

Then, in the scale of reas’mng life, ’tis plain 
There must be, somewhere, such a rank as Man, 

And all the question (wrangle e’er so long) 

Is only this, if God has plac’d him wrong ^ 50 

Respectmg Man, whatever wrong we call. 

May, must be right, as relative to all 
In human works, tho’ labour’d on with pam, 

A thousand movements scarce one purpose gam. 

In God’s, one smgle can its end produce, 55 

Yet serves to second too some other use 
So Man, who here seems prmcipal alone. 

Perhaps acts second to some sphere unknown. 

Touches some wheel, or verges to some goal, 

’Tis but a part we see, and not a whole 60 

When the proud steed shall know why Man restrains 
His fiery course, or drives him o’er the plains. 

When the dull Ox, why now he breaks the clod. 

Is now a victim, and now Egypt’s God 

Then shall Man’s pride and dulness comprehend 65 

His actions’, passions’, bemg’s, use and end. 

Why doing, suff rmg, check’d, impell’d, and why 


beings of greater and greater complexity of faculties, rising by even steps 
{due degrees) from nothingness to God The conclusion is that in the part 
of the ladder which embiaces rational existents (e g man and angel) there 
could no more be a gap than elsewhere there had to be a creature which 
combined the rational nature with an animal one, for such a creature 
(besides being an empirical fact) was certainly one of the conceivable 
possibles The argument then settles down to the important issue (49-50) 
whether the powers of this hybrid creature are suited to the terrestrial and 
mortal life assigned him The epistle then tries to show, (i) that they must 
be right with respect to the whole system of things, both ex hypothest and 
on the analogy that all visible creatures including man have a function 
though not necessarily one known to them, (2) that they are right with 
respect to man himself, since they contribute to his well-being, which any 
alteration in them would disturb A hint of humour may lurk in 1 48 

53-4 works movements] Metaphorical as well as literal (cf wheel, 
59) Work ‘a set of parts forming a machme or piece of mechanism* 
{OED ) , movement *a particular part or group of parts in a mechanism, 
serving some special purpose’ {OED) 

60 Cf I Cor XIII 12 ‘For now we see through a glass, darkly, but then 
face to face now I know in part, but then shall I know even as also I am 
known * The idea is fundamental to theodicy 

64 Mgypt's God] The sacred Memphian bull, worshipped under the 
name of Apis 

67 The pairs of verbs pick up, respectively, the ideas in 63-4, 61-2, 
and suggest the duality of man’s status in their active and passive forms 
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This hour a slave^ the next a deity 

Then say not Man’s imperfect, Heav’n in fault. 

Say rather, Man’s as perfect as he ought, 70 

His knowledge measur’d to his state and place. 

His time a moment, and a pomt his space 
If to be perfect m a certain sphere, 

What matter, soon or late, or here or there ^ 

The blest today is as completely so, 75 

As who began a thousand years ago 
III Heav’n from all creatures hides the book of Fate, 
All but the page prescrib’d, their present state. 

From brutes what men, from men what spirits know 
Or who could suffer Being here below ? 80 

The lamb thy not dooms to bleed to-day. 

Had he thy Reason, would he skip and play 
Pleas’d to the last, he crops the fiow’ry food. 

And hcks the hand just rais’d to shed his blood 
Oh blindness to the future^ kindly giv’n, 85 

That each may fill the circle mark’d by Heav’n, 

Who sees with equal eye, as God of all, 

A hero pensh, or a sparrow fall. 

Atoms or systems mto rum hurl’d. 

And now a bubble burst, and now a world 90 


69-71 Received opinions in apologetic thought 
73-4 Cf Pope’s letter to Caryll, 8 March 1733 ‘Nothing is so plain as 
that he [the author of the Essay on Man, as yet anonymous] quits his 
proper subject, this present world, to assert his belief of a future state 
and yet there is an z/ instead of a since that would overthrow his meaning 
But Pope could not have changed if to since without appealing to Revela- 
tion, which, as his remark to Caryll shows, he was determined not to do, 
and which lay outside the terms of his poem 

75-6 Once transferred to beatitude m etermty, man loses nothing by 
not having been transferred there earlier, eternity being all ‘instant’ 

77 ff His happiness depends on his Ignorance to a cei tain degree [P] 

79 if See this pursued in Epist 3 Vers 66, &c 79, &c [P] 

81-90 Man is presented as the middle and least attractive term in the 
ratio lamb is to man as man is to God In his status as an inferior, man 
lacks the lamb’s trustfulness, in his status as a superior, he lacks God’s 
impartial thoughtfulness 

87 God’s vision (equal in its attention to all) has been placed in con- 
trast with his creatures’ bhndness Equal may siso carry something of its 
Latin sense aequus = propitious, benign 

87-90 Matt , X 29-31 ‘Are not two sparrows sold for a farthing? and 
one of them shall not fall on the ground without your Father But the very 
hairs of your head are all numbered Fear ye not, therefore, ye are of more 
value than many sparrows ’ Pope says that God’s providence embraces 
both sparrow and man 
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Hope humbly then, with tremblmg pmions soar. 

Wait the great teacher Death, and God adore ^ 

What future bhss, he gives not thee to know. 

But gives that Hope to be thy blessing now 
Hope springs eternal m the human breast 95 

Man never Is, but always To be blest 
The soul, imeasy and confin’d from home. 

Rests and expatiates m a hfe to come 

Lo > the poor Indian, whose untutor’d mmd 
Sees God in clouds, or hears him m the wmd, 100 
His soul proud Science never taught to stray 
Far as the solar walk, or milky way. 

Yet simple Nature to his hope has giv’n, 

Behmd the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heav’n, 

Some safer world m depth of woods embrac’d, 105 
Some happier island m the watry waste. 

Where slaves once more their native land behold. 

No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold^ 

To Be, contents his natural desire. 

He asks no Angel’s wmg, no Seraph’s fire, no 

But thinks, admitted to that equal sky. 

His faithful dog shall bear him company 

IV Go, wiser thou^ and in thy scale of sense 
Weigh thy Opimon agamst Providence, 

Call Imperfection what thou fancy’ st such, 115 

Say, here he gives too httle, there too much. 


91 ff And on hts Hope of a Relation to a future State [P] As faith is 
belief in the unproved, so hope is expectation of the unknown 

94 Further open’d in Epist 2 Vers 283 Epist 3 Vers 74 Epist 4 
Vers 346, &c |P] 

99 ff There is irony directed against the Indian (cf the naive material- 
ism of his after-life, and Ess , iv 177-8) as well as against proud Science 
Both (being human) are incapable of understanding God’s ways, though 
the Indian surpasses proud Science in trusting them 

1 10-12 Cf I 125-8 Simple nature shows its humility both in not 
aspiring to higher orders and m not excluding those lower 

no Seraph^ s fire] An attribute traditionally assigned, owing to the 
‘presumed derivation of the word from a Hebrew root saraph to burn’ 
(pED) Cf Ess , I 278 
in equal] Cf above, 87 

113 ff The Pride of aiming at more Knowledge and Ferfectiony and the 
Impiety of pretending to judge of the Dispensations of Providence, the causes 
of hts Error and Misery [P] 

113-15 sense Opmion fancy st] The three terms stress the 
contrast of man’s mind with God’s unlike God, man is dependent on 
sense, subject to opimon, and likely to be misled by fancy 
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Destroy all creatures for thy sport or gust^ 

Yet cry. If Man’s unhappy, God’s unjust, 

If Man alone mgross not Heav’n’s high care, 

Alone made perfect here, immortal there 120 

Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod, 

Re-judge his justice, be the God of God ’ 

In Pride, in reas’nmg Pride, our error lies. 

All qmt their sphere, and rush mto the skies 
Pride still IS aumng at the blest abodes, 125 

Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods 
Aspiring to be Gods, if Angels fell, 

Aspirmg to be Angels, Men rebel. 

And who but wishes to mvert the laws 
Of Order, sms agamst th’ Eternal Cause 130 

V Ask for what end the heaVnly bodies shme. 

Earth for whose use ^ Pride answers, ‘ ’Tis for mme 
For me kind Nature wakes her gemal pow’r. 

Suckles each herb, and spreads out ev’ry flow’r. 

Annual for me, the grape, the rose renew 135 

The jmce nectareous, and the balmy dew, 

For me, the imne a thousand treasures brmgs. 

For me, health gushes from a thousand sprmgs. 

Seas roll to waft me, sims to light me rise. 

My foot-stool earth, my canopy the skies ’ 140 

But errs not Nature from this gracious end. 

From burmng suns when hvid deaths descend. 

When earthquakes swallow, or when tempests sweep 
Towns to one grave, whole nations to the deep ^ 

‘No (’tis reply’d) the first Almighty Cause 145 

Acts not by partial, but by gen’ral laws, 

1 17 gust\ To please the palate 

128 So Satan plans to destroy Adam and Eve {Par Lost, iv 524-7) by 
persuading them to reject 

Envious commands, invented with design 
To keep them low, whom knowledge might exalt 
Equal with gods Aspiring to be such, 

They taste and die 

131 ff The Absurdity of conceiting himself the Final Cause of the 
Creation, or expecting that Perfection in the moral world which is not in the 
natural [P] 

133 genial\ Generative, as in Par Lost vii 282 

140 canopy] The canopy of a throne 

142 livid] The observed colour of plague victims 

145-8 A highly elliptical passage, impacting m the mouth of the 
anthropocentrist stock explanations of physical evils (i) that God’s laws 
are calculated for general good, not that of the part, though they may 
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Th’ exceptions few, some change since all began, 

And what created perfect — ^Wliy then Man ^ 

If the great end be human Happmess, 

Then Nature deviates, and can Man do less ^ 150 

As much that end a constant course requires 
Of showers and sun-shme, as of Man’s desires. 

As much eternal springs and cloudless skies. 

As Men for ever temp’rate, calm, and wise 

If plagues or earthquakes break not Heav’n’s design, 155 

Why then a Borgia, or a Catilme ? 

WTio knov/s but he, whose hand the hght’nmg forms. 
Who heaves old Ocean, and who wmgs the storms. 

Pours fierce Ambition in a Caesar’s mmd. 

Or turns young Ammon loose to scourge mankmd "> 160 
From pride, from pride, our very reas’ning sprmgs , 
Account for moral as for nat’ral things 
Wliy charge we HeaVn m those, m these acqmt ^ 

In both, to reason right is to submit 
Better for Us, perhaps, it might appear, 165 

Were there all harmony, all virtue here. 

That never air or ocean felt the wmd. 

That never passion discompos’d the mmd 
But ALL subsists by elemental strife. 

And Passions are the elements of Life 170 

The gen’ral Order, smce the whole began. 

Is kept in Nature, and is kept m Man 


perhaps, on rare occasions, be suspended in the interest of the part, (2) 
that deteriorations in the system may account for the intrusion of some 
evils , (3) that the Creation, as a thing created, is by definition imperfect, 
God alone being perfect Pope’s point (11 148-72) is that the anthropo- 
centrist has implicitly abandoned his position in the arguments used to 
explain physical evils, ought to abandon it altogether, and if he does so, 
will see that God’s dispositions in the moral realm (likewise calculated for 
general good) are as readily justified as His dispositions in the natural 

147 some began] This may refer either to Newton’s belief that 
irregulanties were gradually accruing in the system, or to the traditional 
theory that the v^orld was less perfect since the Fall, or to both 

152 desires] I e passions 

155-6 As God has established general laws for the larger good of the 
whole which sometimes bring about natural evils m particular instances, 
so God has given man passions which sometimes result in moral evils — a 
reply to the contention that a good God would have made man incapable 
of sinning 

160 young Ammon] Alexander the Great 

170 See this subject extended in Epist 2 from Vers 100, to 122, 165, 
&c fP] 
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VI What would this Man ^ Now upward will he soar^ 
And little less than Angel, would be more. 

Now looking downwards, just as griev’d appears 175 
To want the strength of bulls, the fur of bears 
Made for his use all creatures if he call. 

Say what their use, had he the pow’rs of all ^ 

Nature to these, without profusion kmd, 

The proper organs, proper pow’rs assign’d, 180 

Each seemmg want compensated of course. 

Here with degrees of swiftness, there of force. 

All in exact proportion to the state. 

Nothing to add, and nothing to abate 

Each beast, each insect, happy in its own, 185 

Is Heav’n unkind to Man, and Man alone ^ 

Shall he alone, whom rational we call, 

Be pleas’d with nothmg, if not bless’d with all > 

The bhss of Man (could Pride that blessmg find) 

Is not to act or think bej^ond mankmd, 190 

No pow’rs of body or of soul to share. 

But what his nature and his state can bear 

Why has not Man a microscopic eye 

For this plain reason, Man is not a Fly 

Say what the use, were finer optics giv’n, 195 

T’ inspect a mite, not comprehend the heav’n 

Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o’er. 

To smart and agonize at ev’ry pore ? 

Or quick effluvia dartmg thro’ the brain. 

Die of a rose in aromatic pam ^ 200 

173 ff The Unreasonableness of the Complaints ^by Lucretius, Pliny and 
others) against Providence^ and that to possess moi e Faculties would make us 
miserable [P] 

1 81 of course\ In the normal course of events 

183 It IS a certain Axiom in the Anatomy of Creatures, that in propor- 
tion as they are form’d for Strength, their Swiftness is lessen’d, or as they 
are form’d for Swiftness, their Strength is abated [P] 

185 Vid Epist 3 Vers 79, &c and no, &c [P] 

193-206 It was a point of constant emphasis in Pope’s day that man’s 
sensory powers had ‘that Degree of Perfection, which is most fit and suit- 
able to our Estate and Condition’ Locke observed that if man had ‘micro- 
scopical Eyes’, ‘he would not make any great Advantage by the Change ’ 
194 Man Fly] The fly’s eye was supposed to have microscopic 
powers 

195-6 Cf Dune B, IV 453 ff and note (p 788) 

196 Note the common symbolical belief that man’s sight, unlike the 
animals’, was formed to look upwards 

199 effluvia] Streams of invisible particles by which Epicurus and 
others believed that odours communicated themselves to the brain 
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If nature thunder’d m his op’mng ears, 

And stunn’d him with the music of the spheres. 

How would he wish that Heav’n had left him still 
The whisp’nng Zephyr, and the purhng rill ^ 

Who finds not Providence all good and wise, 205 

Ahke in what it gives, and what demes ? 

VII Far as Creation’s ample range extends. 

The scale of sensual, mental pow’rs ascends 
Mark how it mounts, to Man’s imperial race. 

From the green myriads in the peopled grass 210 

What modes of sight betwixt each wide extreme. 

The mole’s dim curtam, and the lynx’s beam 
Of smell, the headlong lioness between, 

And hound sagacious on the tainted green 
Of hearmg, from the life that fills the flood, 215 

To that which warbles thro’ the vernal wood 
The spider’s touch, how exqmsitely fine^ 

Feels at each thread, and hves along the hne 
In the mce bee, what sense so subtly true 
From pois’nous herbs extracts the heahng dew 220 
How Instinct varies m the grov’hng swine. 

Compar’d, half-reas’nmg elephant, with thme 

201-2 Pope closes his instances with a comparison at the opposite end 
of the scale — between man and angel (cf man and fly, above) — alluding 
to the belief that it was given to angels but not to mortals to hear the 
music of the spheres 

207 ff There is an universal Order and Gradation tho* the whole 
visible worlds of the sensible and mental Faculties^ which causes the Sub- 
ordination of Creature to Creature^ and of all Creatures to Man, whose 
Reason alone countervails all the other Faculties The Extent, Limits, and 
Use of Human Reason and Science, the Author designed as the subject of 
his next Book of Ethic Epistles [P] 

212 beam] Alluding to the old theory that sight depended on emission 
of rays from the eye 

213 The manner of the Lions hunting their Prey in the Deserts of 
Africa IS this , at their first going out in the night-time they set up a loud 
Roar, and then listen to the Noise made by the Beasts in their Flight, 
pursuing them by the Ear, and not by the Nostril It is probable, the story 
of the Jackall’s hunting for the Lion was occasion’d by observation of the 
Defect of Scent in that terrible Animal [P] 

Allusions to the hon s relatively imperfect smell and sight are found in 
Buffon’s Natural History, but the source of the curious misinformation 
that lions hunt by ear has not been discussed 

214 sagacious] Acute in perception, esp by the sense of smell’ 

tainted] Imbued with the scent of an animal (usually a hunted animal) 

220 heahng dew] The phrase reflects the common medicinal use of 

honey in Pope’s day and the ancient belief that honey was a dew that fell 
on flowers 
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’Twixt that, and Reason, what a mce barrier. 

For ever separate, yet for ever near* 

Remembrance and Reflection how ally^d, 225 

What thm partitions Sense from Thought divide 
And Middle natures, how they long to )om. 

Yet never pass th’ insuperable Ime* 

Without this just gradation, could they be 

Subjected these to those, or ail to thee 230 

The pow’rs of all subdu’d by thee alone. 

Is not thy Reason all these pow’rs m one ^ 

VIII See, thro’ this air, this ocean, and this earth. 

All matter quick, and burstmg mto birth 

Above, how high progressive hfe may go* 235 

Around, how wide* how deep extend below* 

Vast cham of bemg, which from God began. 

Natures sethereal, human, angel, man. 

Beast, bird, fish, msect* what no eye can see. 

No glass can reach* from Infimte to thee, 240 

From thee to Nothmg* — On superior pow’rs 
Were we to press, inferior might on ours 
Or in the full creation leave a void. 

Where, one step broken, the great scale’s destoy’d 
From Nature’s cham whatever link you strike, 245 
Tenth or ten thousandth, breaks the cham ahke 
And if each system in gradation roll, 

Alike essential to th’ amazmg whole. 

The least confusion but m one, not all 

That system only, but the whole must fall 250 

Let Earth unbalanc’d from her orbit fly. 

Planets and Sims run lawless thro’ the sky, 

223-4 Pope adopts regularly in the Essay (cf III 83 ff) the orthodox 
position, opposed by Montaigne and others, that man differs from animal 
in kind, not merely in degree 

223 barrier] Johnson, Diet (lySS) ‘R is sometimes pronounced with 
the accent on the last syllable, but it is placed more properly upon the 
first * 

224 The faculty allotted to beasts was simple memory 

227 Middle natures] Natures transitional between the mam steps of the 

^^233 ff How much farther this Gradation and Subordination may extend'^ 
were any part of which broken^ the whole connected Creation must be 

233 this air eartK] The traditional classification of forms of life 
according to the three inhabited elements cf Ess , ni 116-20 

25 1 unbalanced] The antithesis of God’s act of creation in Par Lost, vii 
242, whereby ‘Earth, self-balanc’d, on her centre hung 
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Let ruling Angels from their spheres be hurl’d^ 

Bemg on being wreck’d, and world on world, 

Heav’n’s whole foimdations to their centre nod, 255 

And Nature tremble to the throne of God 

All this dread Order break — ^for whom? for thee^ 

Vile worm’ — oh Madness, Pride, Impiety’ 

IX What if the foot, ordam’d the dust to tread. 

Or hand to toil, aspir’d to be the head > 260 

What if the head, the eye, or ear repin’d 
To serve mere engmes to the ruling Mmd 
Just as absurd for any part to claim 
To be another, in this gen’ral frame 
Just as absurd, to mourn the tasks or pains 265 

The great directmg Mind of All ordains 
All are but parts of one stupendous whole. 

Whose body. Nature is, and God the soul. 

That, chang’d thro’ all, and yet in all the same. 

Great in the earth, as m th’ aethereal frame, 270 

Warms in the sun, refreshes m the breeze. 

Glows m the stars, and blossoms m the trees. 

Lives thro’ all life, extends thro’ all extent. 

Spreads imdivided, operates unspent. 

Breathes in our soul, informs our mortal part, 275 
As full, as perfect, m a hair as heart. 

As full, as perfect, m vile Man that mourns. 

As the rapt Seraph that adores and burns. 

To him no high, no low, no great, no small. 

He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all 280 


253 iuhttg Angels] According to Aquinas, the shaking of the ruling 
angels from their spheres is to be a sign of the end of the world 
258 The Extravagance t Impiety, and Pride of such a desire [P] 

263-6 A favourite position m moral philosophy from the Stoics down 
265 Vid the prosecution and application of this in Epist 4 Ver 
162 [P] 

269 So Augustine speaks of God as ‘immutabilis, mutans omnia’ 
(Conf , I iv) 

274 Standard predications of God in catholic theology 
276 Cf Aquinas’s argument that the soul is wholly in the whole body 
and at the same time wholly in each part of the body 

278 Above, I I ion Aquinas says that ‘The first and highest [of the 
angels] are called Seraphim, 1 e fiery or setting on fire, because fire is 
used to designate intensity of love or desire ’ 

280 The four verbs epitomize much of the argument of Ess , i, iii, 
and IV On fills y see the precedmg lines and iii 21-6, iv 61-2, on bounds, 
m no and 79 ff, on connects, iii 23 and in ff, on equals, iv 53-62, esp 
61-2 and 326 
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X Cease then^ nor Order Imperfection name 
Our proper bliss depends on what we blame 
Know thy own pomt This kmd, this due degree 
Of blindness, weakness, Heav’n bestows on thee 
Submit — In this, or any other sphere, 285 

Secure to be as blest as thou canst bear 
Safe m the hand of one disposmg Pow’r, 

Or in the natal, or the mortal hour 
All Nature is but Art, unknown to thee, 

All Chance, Direction, which thou canst not see, 290 
All Discord, Harmony, not understood. 

All partial Evil, umversal Good 

And, spite of Pnde, m erring Reason’s spite, 

One truth is clear, ‘Whatever is, is right ’ 

28 1 ff The Consequence of ally the absolute Submission due to Providence^ 
both as to our present and future State [P] 

281-4 Par Lost, viii 167-84, is the best commentary on this passage, 
and comes close to summarizing the argument of this Epistle 

289 A traditional conception in both pagan and Christian thought (like 
the four which follow it) 

290 A favourite topic of the Stoics, the theme of Boethius s De cons 
phd , and cf Matt , x 29-30, and Christian writing in general 


ARGUMENT OF THE SECOND EPISTLE 

Of the Nature and State of Man, with respect to Himself, as an 
Individual I The business of Man not to pry into God, hut to study 
himself His Middle Nature, hts Powers and Frailties^ Ver i to 
18 r/zeLzmzrso//iw Capacity, Ver 19, &c II The two Pnnaples 
of Many Self-love and Reason, both necessary, Ver 53, &c 
Self-love the stronger, and why, Ver 67, &c Their end the same, 
Ver 81, &c III TheP hssioi^s, and their useyN'E'R 9310130 
The predominant Passion, and its force, Ver 131 to 160 Its 
Necessity, in directing Men to different purposes, Ver 165, &c 
Its providential Use, in fixing our Pnnaple, and ascertaining our 
Virtue,V'&'R 177 IV Virtue awdVicejomedwoMr mixed Nature, 
the limits near, yet the things separate and evident What is the 
office o/Reason, Ver 203 to 216 V How odious Vice in itself, and 
how we deceive ourselves into zt, Ver 217 VI That, however, the 
Ends £?/ Providence and general Good are answered in our Passions 
and Imperfections, Ver 238, &c How usefully these are distributed 
to all Orders of Men, Ver 242 How useful they are to Society, 
Ver 249 And to the Individuals, Ver 261 In every state, and 
every age of life, Ver 271, &c 
PAP — s 
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Know then thyself, presume not God to scan, 

The proper study of Mankind is Man 
Plac’d on this isdimus of a middle state, 

A being darkly wise, and rudely great 

With too much knowledge for the Sceptic side, 5 

With too much weakness for the Stoic’s pride. 

He hangs between, m doubt to act, or rest. 

In doubt to deem himself a God, or Beast, 

In doubt his Mind or Body to prefer, 

Born but to die, and reas’nmg but to err, 10 

Alike m ignorance, his reason such, 

Whether he thinks too little, or too much 
Chaos of Thought and Passion, all confus’d. 

Still by himself abus’d, or disabus’d. 

Created half to rise, and half to fall, 15 

Great lord of all thmgs, yet a prey to all, 

Sole judge of Truth, m endless Error hurl’d 
The glory, jest, and nddle of the world > 

Go, wond’rous creature* mount where Science guides. 
Go, measure earth, weigh air, and state the tides, 20 
Instruct the planets m what orbs to run. 

Correct old Time, and regulate the Sun, 


Epistle II Of the Nature and State o/Man as an Individual [P] 

I ff The business of Man not to pry into Gody but to study himself Hts 
Middle Nature, hts Powers, Frailties, and the Limits of his Capacity [P] 

I scan] Often misread to imply the total exclusion of knowledge about 
God Pope’s point is that God’s dispensations are not to be presumptu- 
ously pried into and carped at by human reason 

6 Stoic s pnde] The traditional charge against the Stoics because of 
their belief that men could extirpate their passions and attain to impas- 
sivity, like God’s 

7 in rest] The contrast in this line and the next is between Stoic 
and Epicurean alternatives cf Ess , iv 21-4 Rest is Stoic apathy, and act 
IS apparently Epicurean hedonism 

11-12 I e man’s proper reasoning should fall between these extremes 
in the direction of self-knowledge, as in the remainder of this epistle 

20 measure earth] Many calcinations of the earth’s measurements were 
being made in Pope’s time and earlier 

weitth <2ir] Alluding to the experiments of Torricelli, Boyle, and others 

state tides] With reference to the work of Newton, continued in 
Pope’s time by Euler, BernouiUi, and others, to determine the causes and 
operations of the tides 

21 Cf the determinations of planetary motions by Newton, Halley, 
Flamsteed, Cassini, etc 

22 Correct Tune] Pope mav refer to some such ‘correction’ as 
Newton describes m Prmcipia ‘Absolute time, in Astronomy, is dis- 
tinguish’d from Relative, by the Equation or correction of vulgar time 
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Go, soar with Plato to th’ empyreal sphere, 

To the first good, first perfect, and first fair, 

Or tread the mazy round his followers trod, 25 

And qmttmg sense call imitatmg God, 

As Eastern priests in giddy circles run. 

And turn their heads to mutate the Sun 
Go, teach Eternal Wisdom how to rule — 

Then drop mto thyself, and be a fooP 30 

Superior bemgs, when of late they saw 
A mortal Man unfold all Nature’s law. 

Admir’d such wisdom in an earthly shape. 

And shew’d a Newton as we shew an Ape 

Could he, whose rules the rapid Comet bmd, 35 
Describe or fix one movement of his Mind ? 

Who saw Its fires here rise, and there descend, 

Explam his own beginning, or his end > 

Alas what wonder ’ Man’s superior part 

Uncheck’d may nse, and climb from art to art 40 

But when his own great work is but begun, 

What Reason weaves, by Passion is undone 
Trace Science then, with Modesty thy guide. 

First strip off all her eqmpage of Pnde, 

Deduct what is but Vamty, or Dress, 45 

Or Leammg’s Luxury, or Idleness, 

Or tricks to shew the stretch of human bram. 

Mere curious pleasure, or ingemous pam 
Expimge the whole, or lop th’ excrescent parts 
Of all, our Vices have created Arts 50 

Then see how httle the remaming sum. 

Which serv’d the past, and must the times to come* 

II Two Prmciples in human nature reign, 


For the natural days are truly unequal, though they are commonly con- 
sider’d as equal, and used for a measure of time Astronomers correct this 
inequality for their more accurate deducing of the celestial motions ’ 

23 empyreal sphere] The outermost sphere of the universe, abode of 
God and (for Pope) of Plato’s archetypes of Ideas 

26 Referring to the soul’s leaving behind the body (‘sense’) for neo- 
platonic trances, such as Plotinus is said to have enjoyed, and to the 
characteristic teaching of neo-platonists that ‘he that dares soar above the 
gross impediments of flesh, to converse with divine objects, will become 
little less than a God’ 

46 ‘I e what IS done by learning after a fashion intended to make a 
show or to save trouble’ 

53 ff The Two Principles 0/ Man, Self-Love and Reason^ 
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Self-love^ to urge^ and Reason, to restrain. 

Nor this a good, nor that a bad we call, 55 

Each works its end, to move or govern all 
And to their proper operation still, 

Ascribe all Good, to their improper. 111 

Self-love, the sprmg of motion, acts the soul. 

Reason’s comparing balance rules the whole 60 

Man, but for that, no action could attend. 

And, but for this, were active to no end, 

Fix’d like a plant on his peculiar spot. 

To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot. 

Or, meteor-hke, flame lawless thro’ the void, 65 

Destroymg others, by himself destroy’d 
Most strength the moving prmciple requires. 

Active its task, it prompts, impels, inspires 
Sedate and quiet the comparing hes. 

Form’d but to check, dehb’rate, and advise 70 

Self-love still stronger, as its objects mgh. 

Reason’s at distance, and m prospect he 
That sees immediate good by present sense. 

Reason, the future and the consequence 

Thicker than arguments, temptations throng, 75 

At best more watchful tlus, but that more strong 

The action of the stronger to suspend 

Reason still use, to Reason still attend 

Attention, habit and experience gams, 

Each strengthens Reason, and Self-love restrains 80 
Let subtle schoolmen teach these friends to fight. 
More studious to divide than to umte. 

And Grace and Virtue, Sense and Reason spht. 

With all the rash dexterity of Wit 

Wits, just like fools, at war about a Name, 85 

Have full as oft no meamng, or the same 


both necessary f 59 Self-love the stronger, and why'^y 67 thetr End the 
samey 81 [P] 

53 Alluding to the fundamental antithesis, in all the traditional psycho- 
logies, between regulatory and appetitive elements in man’s nature, 
usually connected in one way or another with the doctrine of his two souls, 
rational and sensitive 

54 Self-love\ I e self-maintenance or self-fulfilment, each natural 
being strives to keep going with its own particular go 

59 acts\ activates 

62, 65-6 Self-love IS likened to the tendency of heavenly bodies to keep 
moving, and reason to the force of gravitation that is necessary to hold 
diem m their orbits 
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Self-love and Reason to one end aspire. 

Pain their aversion. Pleasure their desire. 

But greedy that its object would devour. 

This taste the honey, and not wound the fiow’r 90 
Pleasure, or wrong or rightly understood, 

Our greatest evil, or our greatest good 
III Modes of Self-love the Passions we may call, 

’Tis real good, or seeming, moves them all. 

But since not every good we can divide, 95 

And Reason bids us for our own provide, 

Passions, tho’ selfish, if their means be fair. 

List under Reason, and deserve her care, 

Those, that imparted, court a nobler aim, 

Exalt their kmd, and take some Virtue’s name 100 

In lazy Apathy let Stoics boast 
Their Virtue fix’d, ’tis fix’d as m a frost. 

Contracted all, retirmg to the breast. 

But strength of mind is Exercise, not Rest 
The rismg tempest puts m act the soul, 105 

Parts It may ravage, but preserves the whole 
On hfe’s vast ocean diversely we sail. 

Reason the card, but Passion is the gale. 

Nor God alone m the still calm we find. 

He mounts the storm, and walks upon the wmd iro 
Passions, like Elements, tho’ bom to fight, 

Yet, mix’d and soften’d, in his work umte 
These ’tis enough to temper and employ, 

But what composes Man, can Man destroy > 

Suffice that Reason keep to Nature’s road, 115 

Subject, compound them, follow her and God 

93 ff The Passions, and their Use [P] 

98 Lisi\ Enlist 

99 Those, that imparted] I e the passions when reason is imparted 
to them 

108 card] The manner’s chart or map 

109-10 Cf the ‘great calm* of Matt viii 26 

1 1 1-22 A further comparison between man and the exterior universe 
to emphasize the importance of utilizing his whole nature — ^in keeping 
with the implications in the preceding passage that the world outside man 
is inclusive, not exclusive tempests are as necessary as calms, gales as 
necessary as compasses or maps Man’s duty is to achieve by creative skill 
an inner harmony of all his powers, imposing order on the chaos indicated 
in II 13 

111-12 The traditional conception of personality as a blending of the 
four humours or elements in man, the application of which to the pas- 
sions was regularly made 
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Love, Hope, and Joy, fair pleasure’s simlmg tram. 

Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of pam, 

These mix’d with art, and to due bounds confin’d. 

Make and mamtam the balance of the inmd 120 

The hghts and shades, whose well accorded strife 
Gives all the strength and colour of our life 
Pleasures are ever m our hands or eyes. 

And when m act they cease, in prospect nse. 

Present to grasp, and future still to find, 125 

The whole employ of body and of mmd 

All spread their charms, but charm not all alike. 

On diff’rent senses diff’rent objects strike. 

Hence diff’rent Passions more or less inflame. 

As strong or weak, the organs of the frame, 130 

And hence one master Passion m the breast. 

Like Aaron’s serpent, swallows up the rest 
As Man, perhaps, the moment of his breath. 

Receives the lurkmg prmciple of death. 

The young disease, that must subdue at length, 135 
Grows with his growth, and strengthens with his strength 
So, cast and mmgled with his very frame. 

The Mind’s disease, its ruhng Passion came. 

Each vital humour which should feed the whole. 

Soon flows to this, m body and m soul 140 

Whatever warms the heart, or fills the head. 

As the mmd opens, and its functions spread, 

Imagmation phes her dang’rous art. 

And pours it all upon the peccant part 
Nature its mother. Habit is its nurse, 145 

Wit, Spirit, Faculties, but make it worse. 

Reason itself but gives it edge and pow’r. 

As Heav’n’s blest beam turns vmegar more sowr. 


133 ff The Predominant Passion, and its Force The Use of this 
doctrine, as apply’d to the Knowledge of mankind, is one of the subjects 
of the second book [P] 

139 vital humour] The several sorts of ‘spirits’ — natural, vital, animal 
— ^tliat in the old physiology were credited with nourishmg the powers of 
body and soul 

142 I e as the individual matures from infancy into manhood 

143-4. The traditional view of the dangerous force of imagination m 
man’s moral life 

144 peccant] An epithet given to the humours of the body, when they 
are either morbid, or in too great abundance 

146 Faculties] three sorts — ^natural, vital, and animal, corresponding to 
the kinds of spirits 
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Wcj wretched subjects tho’ to lawful sway. 

In this weak queen, some fav’nte still obey 150 

Ah* if she lend not arms, as well as rules. 

What can she more than tell us we are fools ^ 

Teach us to mourn our Nature, not to mend, 

A sharp accuser, but a helpless friend* 

Or from a judge turn pleader, to persuade 155 

The choice we make, or justijfy it made. 

Proud of an easy conquest all along. 

She but removes weak passions for the strong 
So, when small humors gather to a gout, 

The doctor fanaes he has dnv’n them out 160 

Yes, Nature’s road must ever be prefer’d. 

Reason is here no guide, but still a guard 
’Tis hers to rectify, not overthrow. 

And treat this passion more as fnend than foe 
A mightier Pow’r the strong direction sends, 165 

And sev’ral Men impels to sev’ral ends 
Like varymg wmds, by other passions tost. 

This drives them constant to a certam coast 
Let pow’r or knowledge, gold or glory, please. 

Or (oft more strong than all) the love of ease, 170 

Thro’ hfe ’tis followed, ev’n at life’s expence. 

The merchant’s toil, the sage’s mdolence. 

The monk’s humihty, the hero’s pride. 

All, all alike, find Reason on their side 
Th’ Eternal Art educmg good from ill, 175 

Grafts on this Passion our best prmciple 
’Tis thus the Mercury of Man is fix’d. 

Strong grows the Virtue with his nature mix’d, 

159 Gout was thought to arise from ‘a redundancy of humours’ and 
was ‘considered as a paroxysm, tending to free the body of an 
offensive matter, by throwing it upon the extremities’ 

165 ff Its Necessity, tn directing men to different purposes The particular 
application of this to the several Pursuits of Men, and the General Good 
resulting thence, falls adso into the succeeding books [P] 

165-6 The traditional view that God ensures the variety of dispositions 
and inclinations by which the world’s work is enabled to be carried on 
175 jff Its providential Use, infixing our Principle, and ascertaining 
our Virtue [P] 

177 Mercury fix’d] I e the dommion of a ruling passion ‘sets or 
determines the otherwise infinite variableness of man’s emotional nature, 
as various ‘sulphurs* (accordmg to the metallurgy of Pope’s time) ‘fix’, in 
the metallic substances as we know them, the primal mercury of which all 
of them are composed The term mercury was frequently applied to 
volatility of character 
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The dross cements what else were too refin’d, 

And m one interest body acts with mmd 180 

As fruits ungrateful to the planter’s care 
On savage stocks inserted learn to bear. 

The surest Virtues thus from Passions shoot. 

Wild Nature’s vigor workmg at the root 

What crops of wit and honesty appear 185 

From spleen, from obstmacy, hate, or fear * 

See anger, zeal and fortitude supply, 

Ev’n av’rice, prudence, sloth, philosophy. 

Lust, thro’ some certam stramers well refe’d. 

Is gentle love, and charms all womankmd 190 

Envy, to which th’ ignoble mmd’s a slave. 

Is emulation m tlie learn’d or brave 
Nor Virtue, male or female, can we name. 

But what will grow on Pride, or grow on Shame 
Thus Nature gives us (let it check our pnde) 195 
The virtue nearest to our vice ally’d, 

Reason the byass turns to good from ill. 

And Nero reigns a Titus, if he will 
The fiery soul abhor’d m Catilme, 

In Deems charms, m Curtms is chvme 200 

The same ambition can destroy or save. 

And make a patriot as it makes a knave 
IV This hght and darkness m our chaos jom’d. 

What shall divide ? The God withm the mmd 

Extremes m Nature equal ends produce, 205 

In Man they jom to some mysterious use, 

Tho’ each by turns the other’s bound mvade. 

As, m some well-wrought picture, hght and shade, 

180 Pope’s point IS analogous to Donne’s m The Extaste neither body 
nor soul is dispensable 

181 frmtsl Equivalent, as used here, to ‘grafts* or ‘scions* 

195 ff V IRTUE and ViCEjoz»*£? in our Mixt Nature , the Limits near, yet 
the things separate, and evident The Office of Reason [P] 

195-6 An epigrammatic way of saying (in contradistinction to theories 
that real virtue is the result of pure reason or pure grace) that we are 
indebted to nature for a passional force that can be turned as readily into 
a characteristic virtue as a characteristic vice 

198 wtlt\ Both *if he chooses* and ‘if he performs an act of will’ 

200 Deems Curtms] Examples of patriotic self-abnegation 
203-4 Alludes to the creative act of God which man is to imitate in 
ordering his own ‘chaos’ 

205 Extremes in Nature] Evidently the ‘reconciled extremes* of drought 
and ram, seedtime and harvest, life and death, chance and permanence, 
to which Pope refers in Mor Ess , iii 159 ff and on which, in the tradi- 
tional view, the well-being of the world is founded 
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And oft so mix, the difference is too nice 

Where ends the Virtue, or begins the Vice 210 

Fools* who from hence into the nouon fall. 

That Vice or Virtue there is none at all 
If white and black blend, soften, and unite 
A thousand ways, is there no black or white ? 

Ask your own heart, and nothmg is so plain, 215 

’Tis to mistake them, costs the time and pain 

V Vice IS a monster of so frightful mien. 

As, to be hated, needs but to be seen. 

Yet seen too oft, famihar with her face. 

We first endure, then pity, then embrace 220 

But where th’ Extreme of Vice, was ne’er agreed 
Ask where’s the North > at York, ’ns on the Tweed, 

In Scotland, at the Orcades, and there. 

At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows where 
No creature owns it m the first degree, 225 

But thinks his neighbour farther gone than he 
Ev’n those who dwell beneath its very zone. 

Or never feel the rage, or never own. 

What happier natures shrink at with affright. 

The hard inhabitant contends is right 230 

VI Virtuous and vicious ev’ry Man must be. 

Few m th’ extreme, but all m the degree. 

The rogue and fool by fits is fair and wise. 

And ev’n the best, by fits, what they despise 

’Tis but by parts we follow good or ill, 235 

For, Vice or Virtue, Self directs it still. 

Each mdividual seeks a sev’ral goal. 

But Heav’n’s great view is One, and that the Whole 
That counter-works each foUy and caprice. 

That disappomts th’ effect of ev’ry vice 240 

That happy frailues to all ranks appl/d. 

Shame to ^e virgm, to the matron pride, 

21 i-i 5 I e good and evil are absolutes, and known intuitively Pope is 
making the point of the Cambridge Platomsts 

aiyff Vice odious m itself ^ and how we deceive ourselves into it [P] 
225 degree\ An equivoque, sustaining both the usual sense and Pope’s 
geographical image cf zone in 227 

230 hard\ The man who lives m an atmosphere of vice becomes 
hardened to it, as the native of Greenland or Nova Zembla (1 224) to 
cold 

231 ff The Ends 0/ Providence and General Good answered in our 
Passions and Imperfections How usefully these are distributed to all Orders 
of men [P] 
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Fear to the statesmanj rashness to the chief, 

To kings presumption, and to crowds belief. 

That Virtue’s ends from Vanity can raise, 245 

Which seeks no mt’rest, no reward but praise. 

And bmld on wants, and on defects of mmd. 

The joy, the peace, the glory of Mankmd 
Heav’n formmg each on other to depend, 

A master, or a servant, or a friend, 250 

Bids each on other for assistance call, 

’Till one Man’s weakness grows the strength of all 

Wants, frailties, passions, closer still ally 

The common mt’rest, or endear the tie 

To these we owe true friendship, love sincere, 255 

Each home-felt joy that hfe inherits here 

Yet from the same we learn, m its declme. 

Those joys, those loves, those mt’rests to resign 
Taught half by Reason, half by mere decay, 

To welcome death, and calmly pass away 260 

Whate’er the Passion, knowledge, fame, or pelf. 

Not one will change his neighbor with himself 
The leam’d is happy nature to explore. 

The fool is happy that he knows no more, 

The rich is happy m the plenty giv’n, 265 

The poor contents him with the care of Heav’n 
See the blmd beggar dance, the cripple smg 
The sot a hero, lunatic a kmg. 

The starving chemist m his golden views 
Supremely blest, the poet m his muse 270 

See some strange comfort ev’ry state attend. 

And Pride bestow’d on all, a common friend. 

See some fit Passion ev’ry age supply, 

Hope travels thro’, nor quits us when we die 
Behold the child, by Nature’s kmdly law, 275 

Pleas’d with a rattle, tickled with a straw 
Some hveher play-tWg gives his youth dehght, 

A httle louder, but as empty qmte 
Scarfs, garters, gold, amuse his riper stage. 

And beads and pray’r-books are the toys of age 280 

249 ff Hozouseful these are to Society tngeneral^ and to Individuals 
tn particular^ m every State, 261, and ev'ry Age of Ltfe^ 271 P?] 

249-52 A favourite thesis of traditional political theory 
25s sincere] Cf iv i5?i (p 536) 

273 A standard conception in the theory of passions 
279 Scarfs] The badge of doctors of divinity 
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Pleas’d with this bauble still, as that before, 

’Till tir’d he sleeps, and Life’s poor play is o’er* 
Mean-while Opinion gilds with varying rays 
Those painted clouds that beautify our days. 

Each want of happiness by Hope supply’ d, 285 

And each vacuity of sense by Pride 

These build as fast as knowledge can destroy. 

In Folly’s cup still laughs the bubble, joy. 

One prospect lost, another still we gain, 

And not a vanity is giv’n in vam, 290 

Ev’n mean Self-love becomes, by force divine. 

The scale to measure others wants by thine 
See* and confess, one comfort still must rise, 

’Tis this, Tho’ Man’s a fool, yet God is wise 

288 bubble\ The word takes on additional meaning from its common 
early senses — ^deceptive show* and dupe* 

291-2 See farther of the Use of this Principle in Man Epist 3 Ver 
121, 124, 134, 144, 199, &c And Epist 4 Ver 358, and 368 [P] 


ARGUMENT OF THE THIRD EPISTLE 

Of the Nature and State of Man, with respect to Society I The 
whole Universe one system of Soaety^ Ver 7, &c Nothing made 
whoUy for nor yet wholly for 27 The happi- 

ness of Animals mutual^ Ver 49 II Reason or Instmct operate 
alike to the good of each individual^ Ver 79 Reason or Instmct 
operate also to Society , in all animals^ Ver 109 III How far 
Society carried by Instinct 115 How much farther by Reason^ 
Ver 131 IV Of that which is called the State of Nature, Ver 
147 Reason instructed by Instinct in the invention 0/ Arts, Ver 
171, Forms 0/ Society, Ver 179 V Origin of Political 

Societies 199 Ongin of Monarchy i'W'E'R 209 Patriarchal 
govemment^Y'E'R 215 VI Origin of true Religion and Government^ 
from the same principle^ of Love^ Ver 231, &c Origin of Super- 
stition and Tyranny i from the same principle^ of Fear^ Ver 241, 
&c The Influence of Self-love operating to the social and pubhc 
Good, Ver 269 Restoration of true Religion and Government on 
their first principle^ Ver 283 Mixt Government^ Ver 294 
Various Forms of each^ and the true end of all^ Ver 303, &c 
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Here then we rest ‘The Universal Cause 
Acts to one end, but acts by various laws ’ 

In all the madness of superfluous health, 

The trim of pride, the impudence of wealth, 

Let this great truth be present mght and day, 5 

But most be present, if we preach or pray 
Look round our World, behold the chain of Love 
Combimng all below and all above 
See plastic Nature workmg to this end. 

The smgle atoms each to other tend, 10 

Attract, attracted to, the next in place 
Form’d and impell’d its neighbour to embrace 
See Matter next, with various life endu’d. 

Press to one centre still, the gen’ral Good 

See dying vegetables life sustain, 15 

See life dissolving vegetate agam 

All forms that perish other forms supply, 

(By turns we catch the vital breath, and die) 

Like bubbles on the sea of Matter bom, 

They rise, they break, and to that sea return 20 

Nothmg is foreign Parts relate to whole. 

One all-extending all-preservmg Soul 
Connects each being, greatest with the least. 

Made Beast in aid of Man, and Man of Beast, 

All serv’d, all servmg^ nothmg stands alone, 25 

The chain holds on, and where it ends, unknown 
Has God, thou fool* work’d solely for thy good. 

Thy joy, thy pastime, thy attire, thy food ? 

Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn. 

For him as kmdly spread the flow’ry lawn 30 

Epistle III Of the Nature and State of Man with respect to 
Society [P] 

1 ff The whole Universe one System of Society [P] 

2 one end] The ‘gen’ral good’, as in 14, below 

7-26 An influential group of concepts in traditional ‘poetic* meta- 
physics 

9 plastic Natur^ The informing and forming power of God, as mani- 
fested m the creativity of nature cf the natura naturans of the Schools 

12 neighbour embrace] A locution emphasizing unity through love 
at the inanimate level 

14 Press centre] Alluding to the supposed movement of matter to 
earth’s centre 

18 I e man is also subject to vicissitude 

27 ff Nothing made wholly for Itself, nor yet wholly for another, but 
the Happiness of all animals mutual [P] Pope’s argument is both that 
man is made for the animals as well as the animals for man, and that 
animals are made for themselves as well as for men 

f 
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Is It for thee the lark ascends and sings ? 

Joy tunes his voice, joy elevates his wings 
Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat ^ 

Loves of his own and raptures swell the note 
The bounding steed you pompously bestride, 35 

Shares with his lord the pleasure and the pnde 
Is thine alone the seed that strews the plain ^ 

The birds of heav’n shall vmdicate their grain 
Thme the full harvest of the golden year ^ 

Part pays, and justly, the deserving steer 40 

The hog, that plows not nor obeys thy call. 

Lives on the labours of this lord of all 
Know, Nature’s children all divide her care. 

The fur that warms a monarch, warm’d a bear 
While Man exclaims, ‘See all thmgs for my use*’ 45 
‘See man for mme*’ rephes a pamper’d goose. 

And just as short of Reason he must fall. 

Who thinks all made for one, not one for all 
Grant that the pow’rful still the weak controul. 

Be Man the Wit and Tyrant of the whole 50 

Nature that Tyrant checks, he only knows. 

And helps, another creature’s wants and woes 
Say, will the falcon, stoopmg from above, 

Simt with her varymg plumage, spare the dove^ 

Admires the jay the msect’s gilded wmgs ? 55 

Or hears the hawk when Philomela smgs > 

Man cares for all to birds he gives his woods. 

To beasts his pastures, and to fish his floods. 

For some his Int’rest prompts him to provide. 

For more his pleasure, yet for more his pnde, 60 

All feed on one vam Patron, and enjoy 
Th’extensive blessmg of his luxury 
That very life his learned hunger craves. 

He saves from famme, from the savage saves. 

Nay, feasts the animal he dooms his feast, 65 

And, ’till he ends the bemg, makes it blest. 

Which sees no more the stroke, or feels the pam. 

Than favour’d Man by touch etherial slam 
The creature had his feast of life before. 

Thou too must pensh, when thy feast is o’er* 70 


50 Wtt] The only intellectual being in the terrestrial system 
53-6 The traditional belief that man alone has sense of beauty 
64 savage] Cf in i68« 
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To each unthinking being, Heav’n a friend. 

Gives not the useless knowledge of its end 
To Man imparts it, but with such a view 
As, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too 
The hour conceal’d, and so remote the fear, 75 

Death still draws nearer, never seemmg near 
Great standmg miracle * that Heav’n assign’d 
Its only thinking thmg this turn of mmd 
II Whether with Reason, or with Instmct blest. 

Know, all enjoy that pow’r which suits them best, 80 
To bhss alike by that direction tend. 

And find the means proportion’d to their end 
Say, where full Instmct is th’unerrmg guide. 

What Pope or Council can they need beside ? 

Reason, however able, cool at best, 85 

Cares not for service, or but serves when prest. 

Stays ’till we call, and then not often near. 

But honest Instmct comes a volunteer, 

Sure never to o’er-shoot, but just to hit. 

While still too wide or short is human Wit, 90 

Sure by qmck Nature happmess to gam. 

Which heavier Reason labour^ at in vain 
This too serves always. Reason never long. 

One must go nght, the other may go wrong 

See then the actmg and comparing pow’rs 95 

One in their nature, which are two in ours. 

And Reason raise o’er Instmct as you can. 

In this ’tis God directs, in that ’tis Man 
Who taught the nations of the field and wood 
To shun their poison, and to chuse their food ^ 100 


77 I e miracle] that while man is the only animal whose faculties enable 
him to apprehend the certain approach of death, his action is not paralysed 
by It 

79 ff Reason or Instinct alike operate for the good of each Individual^ 
and they operate also to Society, in all Animals [P] 

79 I e whether man or animal 

83-98 Pope throughout adopts the orthodox view of instinct as the 
direct power of God acting in animals, and therefore superior in its 
accuracy to reason 

84 Counal] The Roman Catholic council, which claims to be infallible 

99-108 The effects of animal instinct may be employed as evidence 
either of a contriving mmd, or of a providential care, m the Creator They 
are here adduced in neither point of view, but to show the equable 
distribution of the means by which the great end of the imiverse is 
attained, that means being, reason in man, instinct in animals 
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Prescient, the tides or tempests to withstand. 

Build on the wave, or arch beneath the sand ^ 

Who made the spider parallels design. 

Sure as De-moivre, without rule or Ime? 

Who bid the stork, Columbus-like, explore 105 

Heav’ns not his own, and worlds unknown before > 

WTio calls the council, states the certain day. 

Who forms the phalanx, and who pomts the way ^ 

III God, in the nature of each being, founds 
Its proper bhss, and sets its proper bounds iio 

But as he fram’d a Whole, the WHbiole to bless. 

On mutual Wants built mutual Happmess 
So from the first eternal Order ran, 

And creature link’d to creature, man to man 

Wliate’er of life all-quick’nmg aether keeps, 115 

Or breathes thro’ air, or shoots beneath the deeps. 

Or pours profuse on earth, one nature feeds 
The vital flame, and swells the gemal seeds 
Not Man alone, but all that roam the wood, 

Or wmg the sky, or roll along the flood, 120 

Each loves itself, but not itself alone. 

Each sex desires alike, ’till two are one 
Nor ends the pleasure with the fierce embrace. 

They love themselves, a third time, m their race 

Thus beast and bird their common charge attend, 125 

The mothers nurse it, and the sires defend, 

The young dismiss’d to wander earth or air. 

There stops the Instmct, and there ends the care. 

The link dissolves, each seeks a fresh embrace. 

Another love succeeds, another race 130 

101-2 Evidently an allusion, in the first instance, to the supposed 
nesting habits of the halcyon, ‘on the wave*, and in the second, to the 
reported nesting habits, ‘beneath the sand*, of the kingfisher, with which 
the halcyon was usually identified rr.-. , \ 

104 De-motvre] Demoivre, an eminent Mathemattcian [PJ (1667-1754) 
a French Protestant who settled in London, propounded what is to-day 
known as ‘De Moivre*s Theorem* in trigonometry, and contributed 
sigmficantly to the theory of probability 

115 ff How far Society carry*d by Instinct [P] 

1 15 eether^ ‘the element breathed by the Gods* (OED) 

1 18 The flame] ‘A fine warm, igneous substance, supposed to 
reside in the hearts of animals, as necessary to hfe, or rather, as that which 
constitutes hfe itself ’ 

gemal] Above, I I 33 « , , , , 

119-20 Creatures classified by the element they inhabit, as m i 233 
123 embrace] Cf iii izn 
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A longer care Man’s helpless kind demands , 

That longer care contracts more lasting bands 
Reflection, Reason, still the ties improve. 

At once extend the mt’rest, and the love. 

With choice we fix, with sympathy we burn, 135 

Each Virtue in each Passion takes its turn. 

And still new needs, new helps, new habits rise. 

That graft benevolence on chanties 
Still as one brood, and as another rose. 

These nat’ral love mamtain’d, habitual those 140 

The last, scarce ripen’d mto perfect Man, 

Saw helpless him from whom their hfe began 
Mem’ry and fore-cast just returns engage. 

That pointed back to youth, this on to age 
While pleasure, gratitude, and hope, combin’d, 145 

Sail spread the mt’rest, and preserv’d the kmd 
IV Nor think, in Nature’s State they bhndly trod. 
The state of Nature was the reign of God 
Self-love and Social at her birth began, 

Umon the bond of all things, and of Man 150 

Pride then was not, nor arts, that Pride to aid, 

Man walk’d with beast, joint tenant of the shade, 

The same his table, and the same his bed. 

No murder cloath’d him, and no murder fed 

In the same temple, the resoundmg wood, 155 

All vocal bemgs hymn’d their equal God 

The shrme with gore unstam’d, with gold undrest, 

Unbnb’d, unbloody, stood the blameless priest 

Heav’n’s attribute was Umversal Care, 

And Man’s prerogative to rule, but spare 160 

Ah’ how unlike the man of times to come’ 

Of half that hve the butcher and the tomb. 

Who, foe to Nature, hears the gen’ral groan. 

Murders their species, and betrays his own 

But just disease to luxury succeeds, 165 

131 ff How much farther Society is carry*d by Reason [P] 

135-46 Pope’s point IS that marriage ramifies into all the characteristic 
human relationships, affections, and hence virtues 

138 I e a general virtuous habit of mind on concrete natural affections 
147 ff Of the State of Nature That it was Social [P] 

147-50 I e the state of nature was not a state of war, like Hobbes’s, 
and not without society and law, like Lucretius’s, but much more like 
Locke’s, which ‘approximates the Golden Age of the Poets’ 

147, 148 State] With a play on the political meaning, cf retgn 
156 equal] Cf i Syn 
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And ev’ry death its own avenger breeds. 

The Fury-passions from that blood began. 

And turn’d on Man a fiercer savage, Man 
See him from Nature riomg slow to Art’ 

To copy Instmct then was Reason’s part, 170 

Thus then to Man the voice of Nature spake — 

‘Go, from the Creatures thy instructions take 
Learn from the birds what food the thickets 3aeld, 

Learn from the beasts the physic of the field, 

Thy arts of bmldmg from the bee leceive. 

Learn of the mole to plow, the worm to weave. 

Learn of the little Nautilus to sail. 

Spread the thm oar, and catch the drivmg gale 
Here too all forms of social umon find. 

And hence let Reason, late, mstruct Mankmd 
Here subterranean works and cities see. 

There towns aerial on the waving tree 
Learn each small People’s gemus, pohcies. 

The Ant’s republic, and the realm of Bees, 

How those m common all their wealth bestow, 

And Anarchy without confusion know. 

And these for ever, tho’ a Monarch reign. 

Their sep’rate cells and properties mamtam 
Mark what unvary’d laws preserve each state. 

Laws wise as Nature, and as fix’d as Fate 
In vain thy Reason finer webs shall draw. 

Entangle Justice m her net of Law, 

And right, too rigid, harden mto wrong. 

Still for the strong too weak, the weak too strong 
Yet go’ and thus o’er all the creatures sway, T95 

Thus let the wiser make the rest obey. 

And for those Arts mere Instmct could afford, 

Be crown’d as Monarchs, or as Gods ador’d ’ 

V Great Nature spoke, observant Men obey’d. 

Cities were built. Societies were made 200 

168 Savage here means wild animal, as in III 64 

169 ff Reason instructed by Instinct in the Invention of Arts, and in 
the Forms of Society [P] 

177--8 Oppian, Halieut Lib I describes this Fish in the following 
manner They swim on the surface of the Sea, on the back of their Shells, 
which exactly resemble the Hulk of a Ship , they raise two Feet like Masts, 
and extend a Membrane between which serves as a Sail , the other two 
Feet they employ as Oars at the side They are usually seen in the 
Mediterranean [P] 

i 8 i ~2 Referring especially to ant-hills and bee-hives 

199 ff Origme of Political Societies [P] 
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Here rose one little state, another near 

Grew by like means, and )om’d, thro’ love or fear 

Did here the trees with ruddier burdens bend. 

And there the streams in purer rills descend ? 

What War could ravish. Commerce could bestow, 205 

And he return’d a friend, who came a foe 
Converse and Love mankmd might strongly draw. 

When Love was Liberty, and Nature Law 

Thus States were form’d, the name of King unknown, 

’Till common int’rest plac’d the sway m one 210 

’Twas Virtue only (or m arts or arms, 

Diffusmg blessmgs, or avertmg harms) 

The same which in a Sire the Sons obey’d, 

A Prmce the Father of a People made 
VI ’Till then, by Nature crown’d, each Patriarch sate, 215 
Kmg, priest, and parent of his growing state. 

On him, their second Providence, they hung. 

Their law his eye, their oracle his tongue 
He from the wond’rmg furrow call’d the food. 

Taught to command the fire, controul the flood, 220 

Draw forth the monsters of th’abyss profound. 

Or fetch th’aerial eagle to the ground 

’Till droopmg, sick’mng, dymg, they began 

Whom they rever’d as God to mourn as Man 

Then, lookmg up from sire to sire, explor’d 225 

One great first father, and that first ador’d 

Or plam tradition that this All begun. 

Convey’d unbroken faith from sire to son. 

The worker from the work distmct was known. 

And simple Reason never sought but one 230 

Ere Wit obhque had broke that steddy hght, 

Man, like his Maker, saw that all was right. 

To Virtue, m the paths of Pleasure, trod. 

And own’d a Father when he own’d a God 

Love all the faith, and all th’allegiance then, 235 

210 ff Ongme of Monarchy [P] 

215 ff <Ongin> of Patriarchial Government [P] 

217-24 Like Locke, Temple, and other writers, Pope finds the origins 
of patnarchal authority in filial habit and the natural veneration of the 
offspring for their instructor and provider 
23s ff Ongme of True Religion and Government from the 
Principle of Love and of Superstition and Tyranny, from that 
of Fear [P] 

23s In Stoic political theory, tyranny was said to operate on the 
principle of fear, proper rule on the principle of confidence and love 
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For Nature knew no right divine in Men, 

No ill could fear in God, and understood 
A sovereign being but a sovereign good 
True faith, true policy, united ran. 

That was but love of God, and this of Man 240 

Who first taught souls enslav’d, and realms undone, 

Th’ enormous faith of many made for one. 

That proud exception to all Nature’s laws, 

T’mvert the world, and counter-work its Cause > 

Force first made Conquest, and that conquest. Law, 245 
’Till Superstition taught the tyrant awe. 

Then shar’d the Tyranny, then lent it aid. 

And Gods of Conqu’rors, Slaves of Subjects made 
She, ’midst the light’mng’s blaze, and thimder’s sound. 

When rock’d the mountams, and when groan’d the ground. 
She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 251 

To Pow’r unseen, and mighuer far than they 
She, from the rendmg earth and bursting shies. 

Saw Gods descend, and fiends mfemal rise 

Here fix’d the dreadful, there the blest abodes, 255 

Fear made her Devils, and weak Hope her Gods, 

Gods partial, changeful, passionate, unjust. 

Whose attributes were Rage, Revenge, or Lust, 

Such as the souls of cowards might conceive. 

And, form’d like tyrants, tyrants would beheve 260 

Zeal then, not charity, became the guide. 

And hell was built on spite, and heaVn on pride 
Then sacred seem’d th’etherial vault no more. 

Altars grew marble then, and reek’d with gore 

Then first the Flamen tasted hvmg food, 265 

Next his grim idol smear’d with human blood. 

With Heav’n’s own thunders shook the world below. 

And play’d the God an engme on his foe 

So drives Self-love, thro’ just and thro’ unjust. 

To one Man’s pow’r, ambition, lucre, lust 270 

The same Self-love, m all, becomes the cause 
Of what restrams him. Government and Laws 
For, what one hkes if others like as well. 

What serves one will, when many wills rebel ? 

236 Locke’s thesis throughout his Civil Govt 

241-82 The usual account of the corruption of the state of nature, 
which finally drove men to formal government and laws 

242 enormous] ‘Deviating from ordinary rule or type, monstrous* 
zigE The Influence of Self-Love operating to the Social and 
Public Good [P] 
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How shall he keep, what, sleeping or awake, 275 

A weaker may siorprise, a stronger take 

His safety must his hberty restram 

All join to guard what each desires to gam 

Forc’d into virtue thus by Self-defence, 

Ev’n Kings leam’d justice and benevolence 280 

Self-love forsook the path it first pursu’d, 

And foimd the private in the pubhc good 

’Twas then, the studious head or gen’rous mind, 

Follow’r of God or friend of human-kind, 

Poet or Patriot, rose but to restore 285 

The Faith and Moral, Nature gave before, 

Re-lum’d her ancient hght, not kmdled new. 

If not God’s image, yet his shadow drew 
Taught Pow’r’s due use to People and to Kmgs, 

Taught nor to slack, nor strain its tender strings, 290 
The less, or greater, set so justly true. 

That touchmg one must strike the other too, 

’Till jarrmg mt’rests of themselves create 

Th’accordmg music of a well-mix’d State 

Such IS the World’s great harmony, that sprmgs 295 

From Order, Umon, full Consent of things^ 

Where small and great, where weak and mighty, made 
To serve, not suffer, strengthen, not mvade. 

More pow’rful each as needful to the rest, 

And, in proportion as it blesses, blest, 300 

Draw to one pomt, and to one centre brmg 
Beast, Man, or Angel, Servant, Lord, or Kmg 
For Forms of Government let fools contest, 

Whate’er is best admmister’d is best 

283 ff Restoration of True Religion and Government on their first 
Principle Mtxt Governments, with the various Forms of each, and the 
True Use of All The Deduction and Application of the foregoing 
Pnnciples, with the Use or Abuse of Civil and Ecclesiastical Policy^ was 
intended for the subject of the third book [P] 

286 MoraI\ Equivalent to ‘ethical principles* 

292 strike'\ I e cause to sound 

297-300 A common theme in moral and sermon literature, often with 
implied or stated reference to i Cor , xii 

303-4 Essentially the doctrine of Aristotle in the Politics^ where he 
argues that forms of government are to be judged according to their 
effectiveness in procuring the aim of every good state, which is that the 
inhabitants of it should be happy Warburton notes that the lines were 
misinterpreted in a contemporary pamphlet (as they were later by others), 
with the consequence that Pope jotted down in the offending book ‘The 
author of these lines [Pope] was far from meaning that no one Form of 
Government is, in itself, better yn another but that no form of 
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For Modes of Faith, let graceless zealots fight, 305 
His can’t be wrong whose life is in the right 
In Faith and Hope the world will disagree. 

But all Mankind’s concern is Chanty 

All must be false that thwart this One great End, 

And all of God, that bless Mankmd or mend 310 

Man, like the gen’rous vme, supported hves. 

The strength he gams is from th’embrace he gives 
On their own Axis as the Planets run. 

Yet make at once their circle round the Sun 
So two consistent motions act the Soul, 315 

And one regards Itself, and one the Whole 
Thus God and Nature hnk’d the gen’ral frame. 

And bade Self-love and Social be the same 

Government, however excellent or preferable in itself, can be sufficient 
to make a People happy, unless it be admmisterd with Integrity On ye 
contrary, the Best sort of Governmt, when ye Form of it is preserved, and 
ye administration corrupt, is most dangerous ’ 

305-10 The position of the Cambridge Platonists 
305 graceless'\ An equivoque 

311-16 Pope closes the epistle (cf its beginning) with two figures 
relating to the love that binds the universe The love of the vine and elm 
was often cited in this connection, and Newton’s principle of attractive 
force holding the planets in their orbits was assimilated in Pope’s time to 
older ideas of the diffusive love of God 

318 The central theme of much ethical writing in Pope’s time and 
before 


ARGUMENT OF THE FOURTH EPISTLE 

Of the Nature and State of Man, mtk respect to Happmess I False 
Notions of Happiness^ Philosophical and Popular ^ answered from 
Ver 19 to 76 II It IS the End of all Men^ and attainable hy ally 
Ver 29 God intends Happiness to be equal, and to be sOy it must be 
social, since all particular Happiness depends on generaly and since 
he governs by general, not particular Laws, Ver 35 As it is 
necessary for Order, and the peace and welfare of Soaety, that 
external goods should be unequal. Happiness is not made to consist 
in thesey Ver 49 Buty notwithstanding the inequality y the bal- 
ance of Happiness among Mankind is kept even by Providence^ hy 
the two Passions of Hope and Fear, Ver 67 III What the 
Happiness 0/ Individuals iSy as far as is consistent with the constitu-- 
non of this world, and that the good Man has here the advantage, 
Ver 77 TheerrorqfimputingtoYixtMQwhatareonlythecala-- 
witt^sci/Nature, or o/Fortune, Ver 93 IV The folly of expecting 
that God should alter his general Laws in favour of particulars. 
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Ver III V That we are not judges who are good, but that who- 
ever they are, they must he happiest, Ver 131, &c VI That 
external goods are not the proper rewards, hut often inconsistent 
with, or destructive of Virtue, V'E'R 167 That even these can make 
no Man happy without Virtue Instanced in Riches, Ver 185 
Honours, Ver 193 Nobility, Ver 205 Greatness, Ver 217 
Fame, Ver 237 Superior Talents, Ver 259 With pictures of 
human Infelicity in Men possest of them all, Ver 269, &c VII 
That Virtue only constitutes a Happiness, whose object is umversal, 
and whose prospect eternal, Ver 309, &c That the perfection of 
Virtue and Happmess consists in a conformity to the Order of 
Providence here, and a Resignation to it here and hereafter, 
Ver 325, &c 


Oh Happmess’ our bemg*s end and aim’ 

Good, Pleasure, Ease, Content ’ whate’er thy name 
That somethmg still which prompts th’ eternal sigh. 

For which we bear to hve, or dare to die. 

Which still so near us, yet beyond us hes, 5 

O’er-look’d, seen double, by the fool, and wise 
Plant of celestial seed’ if dropt below. 

Say, m what mortal soil thou deign’st to grow ? 

Fair op’nmg to some Court’s propitious shine. 

Or deep with di’monds m the flaming mme 10 

Twm’d with the wreaths Parnassian lawrels yield. 

Or reap’d in iron harvests of the field 

Where grows ^ — ^where grows it not — If vam our toil. 

We ought to blame the culture, not the soil 

Fix’d to no spot is Happmess sincere, 15 

’Tis no where to be found, or ev’ry where, 

’Tis never to be bought, but always free. 

And fled from Monarchs, St John ’ dwells with thee 
Ask of the Leam’d the way, the Learn’d are bhnd. 

This bids to serve, and that to shun mankmd, 20 

Some place the bhss m action, some m ease. 

Those call it Pleasure, and Contentment these, 

Some sunk to Beasts, find pleasure end m pam. 

Epistle IV Of the Nature and State of Man, with respect to 
Happiness [P] 

8 mortal^ The epithet is important Where amongst human beings 
10 Appropriate to the plant figure, on the old belief that minerals were 
organisms ripened by the sun’s rays 

IS smcer^ Unmixed, pure, as perhaps at ii 255 
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Some swell’d to Gods^ confess ev^n Virtue vam> 

Or indolent, to each extreme they fall, 25 

To trust m ev’ry thmg, or doubt of all 
Who thus define it, say they more or less 
Than this, that Happmess is Happmess ^ 

II Take Nature’s path, and mad Opimon’s leave, 

All states can reach it, and all heads conceive, 30 

Obvious her goods, m no extreme they dwell. 

There needs but thinkmg right, and meamng well. 

And mourn our various portions as we please. 

Equal is Common Sense, and Common Ease 
Remember, Man, ‘the Umversal Cause 35 

Acts not by partial, but by gen’ral laws,’ 

And makes what Happmess we justly call 
Subsist not m the good of one, but all 
There’s not a blessmg Individuals find. 

But some way leans and hearkens to the kmd 40 

No Bandit fierce, no Tyrant mad with pnde, 

No cavem’d Hermit, rests self-sausfy’d 
Who most to shun or hate Mankmd pretend. 

Seek an admirer, or would fix a fnend 

Abstract what others feel, what others think, 45 

All pleasures sicken, and all glories sink, 

Each has his share, and who would more obtam. 

Shall find, the pleasure pays not half the pam 
Order is Heav’n’s first law, and this confest. 

Some are, and must be, greater than the rest, 50 

More nch, more wise, but who infers from hence 
That such are happier, shocks all common sense 
Heav’n to Mankmd impartial we confess. 

If all are equal m their Happmess 

But mutual wants this Happmess mcrease, 55 

All Nature’s diff’rence keeps all Nature’s peace 
Condition, circumstance is not the thmg, 

Bhss IS the same m subject or m kmg. 

In who obtam defence, or who defend. 

In him who is, or him who finds a fnend 60 

29 ff Happiness the End of all Men, and attainable by all [P] 
The accepted view, in traditional ethics 

35 ff God governs by general not particular Laws intends Happmess 
to be equal, and to be so, it must be social, since all perfect Happiness 
depends on general [P] 

49 ff It IS necessary for Order and the common Peace, that External 
Goods be unequal, therefore Happiness is not constituted in these [P] 
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Heav’n breaths thro’ ev’ry member of the whole 
One common blessing, as one common soul 
But Fortune’s gifts if each alike possest, 

And each were equal, must not all contest ’> 

If then to all Men Happmess was meant, 65 

God m Externals could not place Content 
Fortune her gifts may variously dispose. 

And these be happy call’d, unhappy those. 

But Heav’n’s just balance equal will appear. 

While those are plac’d in Hope, and these m Fear 70 
Not present good or ill, the joy or curse. 

But future views of better, or of worse 
Oh sons of earth* attempt ye still to rise. 

By moimtams pil’d on mountams, to the slues ? 

Heav’n still with laughter the vain toil surveys, 75 

And buries madmen m the heaps they raise 
III Know, all the good that mdividuals find. 

Or God and Nature meant to mere Mankmd, 

Reason’s whole pleasure, all the joys of Sense, 

Lie m three words, Health, Peace, and Competence 80 
But Health consists with Temperance alone. 

And Peace, oh Virtue* Peace is all thy own 
The good or bad the gifts of Fortune gam. 

But these less taste them, as they worse obtain 

Say, m pursmt of profit or dehght, 85 

Who risk the most, that take wrong means, or right ^ 

Of Vice or Virtue, whether blest or curst. 

Which meets contempt, or which compassion first > 

Count all th’advantage prosp’rous Vice attams, 

’Tis but what Virtue flies from and disdains 90 

And grant the bad what happmess they wou’d. 

One they must want, which is, to pass for good 
Oh blind to truth, and God’s whole scheme below. 

Who fancy Bhss to Vice, to Virtue Woe* 

Who sees and follows that great scheme the best, 95 

Best knows the blessing, and will most be blest 


67 ff The balance of human happiness kept equal (notwithstanding 
Externals) by Hope and Fear The Exemplification of this Truth, by a 
view of the Equality of Happiness in the several particular Stations of Life, 
were [was] design’d for the subject of a future Epistle [P] 

77 ff In what the Happiness of Individuals consists, and that the 
Good Man has the advantage, even in this world [P] 

84 y^orse\ Adverbial 

93 ff That no man is unhappy thro’ Virtue [P] 
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But fools the Good alone unhappy call. 

For ills or accidents that chance to all 

See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the just^ 

See god-like Turenne prostrate on the dust* loo 
See Sidney bleeds amid the martial strife* 

Was this their Virtue, or Contempt of Life > 

Say, was it Virtue, more tho’ Heav’n ne’er gave. 
Lamented Digby * sunk thee to the grave 
Tell me, if Virtue made the Son expire, 105 

Why, full of days and honour, hves the Sire > 

Why drew Marseille’s good bishop purer breath. 

When Nature sicken’d, and each gale was death ^ 

Or why so long (m hfe if long can be) 

Lent Heav’n a parent to the poor and me > no 

IV What makes all physical or moral ill ? 

There deviates Nature, and here wanders Will 
God sends not ill, if rightly understood. 

Or paraal 111 is umversal Good, 

Or Change adimts, or Nature lets it fall, 115 

Short and but rare, ’till Man improv’d it all 
We just as wisely imght of Heav’n complam, 

That righteous Abel was destroy’d by Cam, 

As that the virtuous son is ill at ease. 

When his lewd father gave the dire disease 120 

Think we, like some weak Prmce, th’Eternal Cause, 
Prone for his fav’ntes to reverse his laws ? 

Shall burnmg iEtna, if a sage requires. 

Forget to thimder, and recall her j&res ’> 


99 Falkland \vas killed at the battle of Newbury, 20 Sept 1643 
Clarendon refers to his ‘prodigious parts, ‘inimitable sweetness and 
delight’, ‘flowing and obliging goodness to mankind’, and simphcity 

and integrity of life’ « , , j tjt 

100 Turenne was slain 27 July 1675 at Sessbach in Baden He was 
called ‘the Support of the Throne, the Father of his Soldiers the Delight 
of his Countrymen, and An Honour to Human Kind’ 

1 01 Sidney was fatally wounded at Zutphen, 22 Sept 1586 

103-6 Robert Digby died, aged 40, m 1726 His father. Lord Digby, 
was 74 when this fourth epistle was published For Pope’s epitaph on the 

son see p 498 , j j ^ n c ^ 

107-8 Though most of the doctors and clergy who did not nee trom 

Marseilles in 1720 fell victim to the plague, Belsunce survived 
no Pope’s mother died, aged 91, 7 June 1733 
1 16 'nil all] E g in his fall and its consequences 
123-4 Empedocles was variously reported to have fallen into the crater 
of Aetna while trying to conceal himself, to have been the ^ctim of an 
eruption which he was seeking to observe scientifically, or to have thrown 
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On air or sea new motions be imprest, 125 

Oh blameless Bethel* to reheve thy breast > 

When the loose mountain trembles from on high. 

Shall gravitation cease, if you go by ? 

Or some old temple, noddmg to its fall, 

For Chartres’ head reserve the hanging wall ^ 130 

V But still this world (so fitted for the knave) 

Contents us not A better shall we have > 

A kmgdom of the Just then let it be 

But first consider how those Just agree 

The good must merit God’s pecuhar care, 135 

But who, but God, can tell us who they are ? 

One thinks on Calvm Heav’n’s own spirit fell. 

Another deems him mstrument of hell. 

If Calvm feel Heav’n’s blessmg, or its rod, 

This cries there is, and that, there is no God 140 

What shocks one part will edify the rest. 

Nor mth one system can they all be blest 
The very best will variously mclme. 

And what rewards your Virtue, punish mme 

‘Whatever is, is right ’ — ^This world, ’tis true, 145 

Was made for Caesar — ^but for Titus too 

And which more blest ? who cham’d his country, say, 

Or he whose Virtue sigh’d to lose a day ? 

‘But sometimes Virtue starves, while Vice is fed ’ 

What then ? Is the reward of Virtue bread '> 150 

That, Vice may merit, ’tis the price of toil. 

The knave deserves it, when he tills the soil. 

The knave deserves it when he tempts the mam. 


himself into the volcano to confirm reports that he had become a God 
Pope lines fit best the second version 

125-6 Hugh Bethel (d 1748), one of Pope’s oldest and firmest friends 
130 Francis Chartres, a notonous scoundrel, lately dead See Pope’s 
note to Moral Ess , in 20 (p 571) 

133 kingdom Just] I e of the righteous in the sight of God 
141-4 I e the very best men will differ m their judgement, with the 
result that what you take to be a reward of what you call virtue will seem 
to me a punishment of what I call virtue 

145-6 This Caesar} Alludmg to the complaint of Cato in Addi- 
son’s tragedy, iv iv 23-4 

Justice gives way to force the conquer’d world 
Is Caesar's Cato has no business in it — 

148 Alluding to the anecdote told of the Emperor Titus, that when 
he lost a day, he sighed at night 
15 1 That] I e bread 
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Where Folly fights for kings^ or dives for gam 

The good man may be weak, be mdolent, 155 

Nor IS his claim to plenty, but content 

But grant him Riches, your demand is o’er ^ 

‘No — shall the good want Health, the good want Pow’r ?’ 
Add Health and Pow’r, and ev’ry earthly thmg, 

‘Why bounded Pow’r ^ why private why no kmg ?’ 160 

Nay, why external for mtemal giv’n^ 

Why is not Man a God, and Earth a Heav’n 
Who ask and reason thus, will scarce conceive 
God gives enough, while he has more to give 
Immense that pow’r, immense were the demand, 165 
Say, at what part of nature will they stand ^ 

VI What nothmg earthly gives, or can destroy, 

The soul’s calm sim-shme, and the heart-felt )oy. 

Is Virtue’s prize A better would you fix > 

Then give Humihty a coach and six, 170 

Justice a Conq’ror’s sword, or Truth a gown. 

Or Pubhc Spirit its great cure, a Crown 
Weak, foohsh man’ will Heav’n reward us there 
With the same trash mad mortals wish for here ^ 

The Boy and Man an mdividual makes, 175 

Yet sigh’st thou now for apples and for cakes ^ 

Go, hke the Indian, m another life 
Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife 
As well as dream such tnfles are assign’d. 

As toys and empires, for a god-like mmd 180 

Rewards, that either would to Virtue bnng 

No joy, or be destructive of the thmg 

How oft by these at sixty are undone 

The virtues of a samt at twenty-one’ 

To whom can Riches give Repute, or Trust, 185 

Content, or Pleasure, but the Good and Just > 

Judges and Senates have been bought for gold, 

EsteeffiL and Love were never to be sold 
Oh fool’ to think God hates the worthy mmd, 

The lover and the love of human-kmd, 190 

Whose life is healthful, and whose conscience clear. 
Because he wants a thousand poxmds a year 

160 I e why a private citizen^ 

169 ff That External Goods are not the proper rewards of Virtue^ often 
inconsistent with, or destructive of it, but that all these can make no man 
happy without Virtue Instanced in each of them [P] 

185 ff I Riches [P} 
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Honour and shame from no Condition rise. 

Act well your part, there all the honour lies 
Fortime m Men has some small difference made, 195 
One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade. 

The cobler apron’d, and the parson gown’d, 

The friar hooded, and the monarch crown’d 
‘What differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl 
I’ll tell you, friend, A Wise man and a Fool 200 

You’ll find, if once the monarch acts the monk. 

Or, cobler-hke, the parson will be drunk, 

Worth makes the man, and want of it, the fellow. 

The rest is all but leather or prunella / 

Stuck o’er with titles and himg roimd with strings, 205 
That thou may’st be by kings, or whores of kmgs 
Boast the pure blood of an illustrious race. 

In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece, 

But by your father’s worth if yours you rate. 

Count me those only who were good and great 210 

Go * if your ancient, but ignoble blood 
Has crept thro’ scoundrels ever since the flood. 

Go * and pretend your fanuly is young. 

Nor own, your fathers have been fools so long 
What can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards ^ 215 

Alas’ not aU the blood of all the Howards 
Look next on Greamess, say where Greatness lies ^ 
‘Where, but among the Heroes and the Wise 
Heroes are much the same, the point’s agreed, 

From Macedoma’s madman to the Swede, 220 

The whole strange purpose of their hves, to find 
Or make, an enemy of all mankmd’ 

Not one looks bacl^ard, onward still he goes. 

Yet ne’er looks forward farther than his nose 
No less alike the Politic and Wise, 225 

193 ^ Honours [P] 

194 The central maxim (along with that which opens Epistle ii) of 
traditional ethics 

204 I e dress the cobbler’s apron of leather, the clergyman’s gown 
of prunella 

205-6 3 Titles [P] 

205 A contemptuous image of carcasses dressed for the table (or for 
sacrifice) may be relevant here For Strings^ see p 631 , 1 1472 

207 ff 4 Birth [P] 

217 ff 5 Greatness [P] 

220 Macedonia's madman] Alexander the Great 
the Swede] Charles xii (1682—1718) ‘His behavior at Bender shews him 
rather fitted for Bedlam than to govern a Nation ’ 
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All sly slow things, with circumspective eyes 
Men m their loose unguarded hours they take. 

Not that themselves ate wise, but others weak 
But grant that those can conquer, these can cheat, 

’Tis phrase absurd to call a Viliam Great 230 

Who wickedly is wise, or madly brave. 

Is but the more a fool, the more a knave 
Who noble ends by noble means obtams. 

Or faihng, smiles m exile or m chains, 

Like good Aurehus let him reign, or bleed 235 

Like Socrates, that Man is great mdeed 
What’s Fame? a fancy’d hfe m others breath, 

A thmg beyond us, ev’n before our death 
Just what you hear, you have, and what’s unknown 
The same (my Lord) if TuUv’s or your own 240 

All that we feel of it begms and ends 
In the small circle of our foes or fnends. 

To all beside as much an empty shade, 

An Eugene hvmg, as a Caesar dead, 

Alike or when, or where, they shone, or shme, 245 
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhme 
A Wit’s a feather, and a Chief a rod. 

An honest Man’s the noblest work of God 
Fame but from death a villam’s name can save, 

As Justice tears his body from the grave. 

When what t’obhvion better were resign’d. 

Is himg on high, to poison half mankmd 
All fame is foreign, but of true desert. 

Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart 
One self-approvmg hour whole years out-weighs 
Of stupid starers, and of loud huzzas. 

And more true )oy Marcellus exil’d feels. 

Than Caesar with a senate at his heels 
In Parts superior what advantage hes ^ 

Tell (for You can) what is it to be wi^ ^ 


250 


255 


260 


a Eugene living is as much an empty 


237 ff 6 Fame [P] 

243-4 as much dead] I e 
shade as a Caesar dead 

244 Eugene] Prince Eugene of Savoy (1663-1736), the commander ot 
the Imperial armies in the War of the Spanish Succession and the join 
hero with Marlborough of Blenheim and Malplaquet 

247 Alluding to the pen with which the wit writes, and the truncheon 
of the general 

259 ft 7 Superior Parts [P] 

260 You] I e Bohngbroke 
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’Tis but to know how little can be known. 

To see all others faults, and feel our own 
Condemn’d in bus’ness or m arts to drudge 
Without a second, or without a judge 
Truths would you teach, or save a sinkmg land ? 265 

All fear, none aid you, and few understand 
Painful prehemmence* yourself to view 
Above hfe’s weakness, and its comforts too 
Bring then these blessmgs to a strict account. 

Make fair deductions, see to what they mount 270 

How much of other each is sure to cost, 

How each for other oft is wholly lost. 

How inconsistent greater goods with these. 

How sometimes life is risq’d, and always ease 

Think, and if still the thmgs thy envy call, 275 

Say, would’st thou be the Man to whom they fall ^ 

To sigh for ribbands if thou art so silly, 

Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy 
Is yellow dirt the passion of thy life^ 

Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus’ wife 280 

If Parts allure thee, think how Bacon shm’d. 

The wisest, brightest, meanest of mankmd 
Or ravish’d with the whisthng of a Name, 

See Cromwell, damn’d to everlasting fame* 

If all, umted, thy ambition call, 285 

From ancient story learn to scorn them all 
There, in the rich, the honour’d, fam’d and great. 

See the false scale of Happiness complete* 

In hearts of Kmgs, or arms of Queens who lay. 

How happy* those to rum, these betray, 290 

Mark by what wretched steps their glory grows. 

From dirt and sea-weed as proud Vemce rose. 

In each how guilt and greatness equal ran. 

And all that rais’d the Hero, sunk the Man 

Now Europe’s laurels on their brows behold, 295 

But stam’d with blood, or ill exchang’d for gold. 

Then see them broke with toils, or sunk in ease. 

Or infamous for plunder’d provmces 


277 ribhands\ Cf iv 205 

285 aZi] The worldly goods dealt with separately above, 185 ff 275 ff 
288 scale\ Ladder cf steps in 291 

290 I e what a form their happiness took, consisting in ruining the 
kings who trusted and betraying the queens who loved them 
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Oh wealth ill-fated * which no act of fame 

E’er taught to shme, or sanctify’d from shame’ 300 

What greater bhss attends their close of life> 

Some greedy mmionj or impenous wife^ 

The trophy’d arches, story’d halls mvade. 

And haunt their slumbers in the pompous shade 

Alas ’ not dazzled with their noon-tide ray, 3^5 

Compute the mom and ev’nmg to the day. 

The whole amount of that enormous fame, 

A Tale, that blends their glory with their shame’ 

VII Know then this truth (enough for Man to know) 
‘Virtue alone is Happmess below ’ 310 

The only pomt where human bhss stands still. 

And tastes the good without the fall to ill. 

Where only Merit constant pay receives, 

Is blest m what it takes, and what it gives. 

The joy unequal’d, if its end it gam, 315 

And if It lose, attended with no pam 
Without satiety, tho’ e’er so blest. 

And but more rehsh’d as the more distress’d 
The broadest mirth unfeehng Folly wears. 

Less pleasmg far than Virtue’s very tears 320 

Good, from each object, from each place acquir’d, 

For ever exercis’d, yet never tir’d, 

Never elated, while one man’s oppress’d, 

Never dejected, while another’s bless’d. 

And where no wants, no wishes can remam, 325 

Smce but to wish more Virtue, is to gam 
See’ the sole bhss Heav’n could on all bestow. 

Which who but feels can taste, but thinks can know 
Yet poor with fortune, and with leammg bhnd, 

The bad must miss, the good, untaught, will find, 330 


307 enormous\ Cf iii 242 

308 Tale] ‘Tally’, as well as ‘story’ cf ‘compute in 306 

309 ff That Virtue only constitutes a Happmess, whose Object is 
Universal^ and whose Prospect Eternal [P] 

310 Virtu^ Regularly identified with benevolence 

31 1 The allusion here seems to be to the pole, or central point, of a 
spherical body which, during the rotatory motion of every other part, 
continues immovable and at rest 

313-14 I e the only pomt where ment unuiterruptedly receives its 
reward, in the recipient bringing the happiness of receiving, in the giver 

the happmess of giving ^ 

327 ff That the Perfecti<m of Happiness consists m a Conformity to me 
Order of Providence here, and a Resignation to it, here and hereafter [Pj 
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Slave to no sect^ who takes no private road. 

But looks thro’ Nature, up to Nature’s God, 

Pursues that Cham which links th’immense design. 

Joins heav’n and earth, and mortal and divine. 

Sees, that no bemg any bhss can know, 335 

But touches some above, and some below, 

Learns, from this union of the nsmg Whole, 

The first, last purpose of the human soul. 

And knows where Faith, Law, Morals, all began. 

All end, m Love of God, and Love of Man 340 

For him alone, Hope leads from goal to goal. 

And opens still, and opens on his soul, 

’Till lengthen’d on to Faith, and imconfin’d. 

It pours the bliss that fills up all the mmd 

He sees, why Nature plants in Man alone 345 

Hope of known bhss, and Faith m bhss unknown 

(Nature, whose dictates to no other kmd 

Are giv’n in vam, but what they seek they find) 

Wise is her present, she connects in this 

His greatest Virtue with his greatest Bhss, 350 

At once his own bright prospect to be blest. 

And strongest motive to assist the rest 
Self-love thus push’d to social, to divine, 

Gives thee to make thy neighbour’s blessing thme 

Is this too httie for the boundless heart ’> 355 

Extend it, let thy enemies have part 

Grasp the whole worlds of Reason, Life, and Sense, 

In one close system of Benevolence 
Happier as kinder, m whate’er degree. 

And height of Bhss but height of Charity 360 

God loves from Whole to Parts but human soul 
Must rise from Individual to the Whole 
Self-love but serves the virtuous mind to wake. 

As the small pebble stirs the peaceful lake. 

The centre mov’d, a arcle strait succeeds, 365 

Another still, and still another spreads, 

Fnend, parent, neighbour, first it will embrace. 

His country next, and next all human race, 

341 I e from such objectives as are represented in Ep ii and iii 
(through the extension of self-love into cantos) to those represented here 
cf II 274, 285, III 14s, with I 91 ff and this passage 

347-8 A traditional argument for immortality based ultimately on the 
axiom, Natura nihil facit frustra 

3 57 I e creatures with life only, creatures with feeling or ‘sense’ — as 
animals , and creatures with reason — as men and angels 
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Wide and more wide, th’o’erfiowmgs of the mmd 

Take ev’ry creature m, of ev’ry kmd, 310 

Earth smiles around, with boundless bounty blest, 

And Heav’n beholds its image m his breast 
Come then, my Friend, my Gemus, come along, 

Oh master of the poet, and the song* 

And while the Muse now stoops, or now ascends, 375 
To Man’s low passions, or their glorious ends. 

Teach me, like thee, m various nature wise. 

To fall with digmty, with temper rise. 

Form’d by thy converse, happily to steer 

From grave to gay, from lively to severe, 380 

Correct with spirit, eloquent with ease. 

Intent to reason, or pohte to please 

Oh* while along the stream of Time thy name 

Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame. 

Say, shall my little bark attendant sail, 385 

Pursue the triumph, and partake the gale? 

When statesmen, heroes, kmgs, m dust repose. 

Whose sons shall blush their fathers were thy foes, 

Shall then this verse to future age pretend 

Thou wert my guide, philosopher, and friend ^ 390 

That urg’d by thee, I turn’d the tuneful art 

From sounds to things, from fancy to the heart. 

For Wit’s false mirror held up Nature’s hght, 

Shew’d errmg Pride, WHATEVER is, is right. 

That Reason, Passion, answer one great aim, 395 
That true Self-love and Social are the same. 

That Virtue only makes our Bhss below. 

And all our Knowledge is, ourselves to know 

389 pretend] In the Latin sense stretch out before, x e proclaim 




Moral Essays 

Est hrevitate opus^ ut currat sententtas neu se 
Impediat verbis lassas onerantibus aures 
Et sermone opus est modo tnsti^ scepe jocoso^ 
Defendente vicem modo Rhetons atque Poeta^ 
Interdum urbam^ parcentibus vtnbuss citque 
Extenuantis eas consultd 

HOR [Sat I X 9-14] 




Epstle I To Richard Temple, Viscount 
Cobham 

[written i730~33» published 1734] 

ARGUMENT OF THE FIRST EPISTLE 

Of the Knowledge and Characters of Men That tt ts not sufficient 
for this knowledge to consider Man in the Abstract Books will not 
serve the purpose^ nor yet our own Expenence singly, v i General 
maxims, unless th^ be formed upon both, will he but notional, v 10 
Some Peculiarity m every many characteristic to himself, yet varying 
from himself, v 15 The further difficulty of separating and fixing 
this, arising from our own Passions, Fanaes, Faculties, &c v 23 
The shoi tness of Life, to observe m, and the uncertainty of the 
Prmaples of Action in men, to observe by, v 29, &c Our own 
Principle of action often hid from ourselves v 41 No judging of the 
Motives from the actions, the same actions proceeding from con-- 
trary Motives, and the same Motives influencing contrary actions, 
V 51 Yet to form Characters, we can only take the strongest 
actions of a maris life, and try to make them agree The utter un-- 
certainty of this, from Nature itself, and from Pohcy, v 71 
Characters given according to the rank of men in the world, v 87 
And some reason for it, v 92 Education alters the Nature, or at 

Heading] First printed in 1733 [P] Sir Richard Temple (1675-1749), 
Whig pohtician and soldier, raised to the peerage as Viscount Cobham on 
the Hanoverian succession, became a Field Marshal in 1742 He opposed 
the Government in tjae debates on the Excise Bill (1733) and thereafter 
was one of the Opposition Whigs He hved at Stowe, where he entertained 
his friends and erected monuments and temples to their memories in the 
elaborate landscape gardens 
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least Character of many^ v loi Some few Characters plain^ hut in 
general confounded^ dissembled^ or inconsistent ^ v 122 The same 
man utterly different in different places and seasons ^ v 130 17 m- 
imaginable weaknesses in the greatest^ v 140, &c Nothing constant 
and certain but God and Nature, v 154 Actions, Passions, 
Opinions, Manners, Humours, or Principles all subject to charge 
No judging by Nature, from v 158 to 173 It only remains to find 
(if we can) te Ruling Passion That will certainly influence 
all the rests and can reconcile the seeming or real inconsistency 
of all his actions s v 174 Instanced in the extraordinary character 
of Wharton, v 179 A caution against mistaking second quahties 
for first, which will destroy all possibility of the knowledge of man- 
kinds V 210 Examples of the strength of the Ruling Passion, and 
Its continuation to the last breaths v 222, &c 

Yes, you despise the man to Books confin’d. 

Who from his study rails at human kmd, 

Tho’ what he learns, he speaks and may advance 
Some gen’ral maxims, or be right by chance 
The coxcomb bird, so talkative and grave, 5 

That from his cage cries Cuckold, Whore, and Knave, 

Tho’ many a passenger he rightly call. 

You hold him no Philosopher at aU 
And yet the fate of all extremes is such. 

Men may be read, as well as Books too much 10 

To Observations which ourselves we make. 

We grow more partial for th’ observer’s sake, 

To written Wisdom, as another’s, less 
Maxims are drawn from Notions, these from Guess 
There’s some Peculiar m each leaf and gram, 15 

Some unmark’d fibre, or some varying vem 
Shall only Man be taken m the gross ? 

Grant but as many sorts of Mind as Moss 
That each from other differs, first confess. 

Next, that he vanes from himself no less 20 

Add Nature’s, Custom’s, Reason’s, Passion’s strife. 

And all Opinion’s colours cast on life 
Yet more, the diff’rence is as great between 

14 Notions'] Defined by Locke as complex ideas, with ‘their original 
and constant existence more m the thoughts of men than in the reality 
of things* 

thes^ i e observations The general sceptical argument developed in 
the first half of the Epistle derives from Montaigne 

18 There are above 300 sorts of Moss observed by Naturalists [P] 
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The optics seeing, as the objects seen 

All Manners take a tincture from our own, 25 

Or come discolour’d thro’ our Passions shown 

Or Fancy’s beam enlarges, mulnphes. 

Contracts, mverts, and gives ten thousand dyes 
Our depths who fathoms, or our shallows fnds, 

Qmck whirls, and shiftmg eddies, of our mmds ^ 30 

Life’s stream for Observation will not stay, 

It hurries all too fast to mark their way 
In vam sedate reflections we would make. 

When half our knowledge we must snatch, not take 
On human actions reason tho’ you can, 35 

It may be reason, but it is not man 
His Prmciple of action once explore. 

That mstant ’tis his Prmciple no more 
Like foUowmg life thro’ creatures you dissect. 

You lose It m the moment you detect 40 

Oft m the Passions’ wild rotation tost. 

Our sprmg of action to ourselves is lost 
Tir’d, not detenmn’d, to the last we yield. 

And what comes then is master of the field 

As the last image of that troubled heap, 45 

'^en Sense subsides, and Fancy sports m sleep, 

(Tho’ past the recollection of the thought) 

Becomes the stuff of which our dream is wrought 
Somethmg as dim to our mtemal view. 

Is thus, perhaps, the cause of most we do 50 

In vam the Sage, with retrospective eye, 

Would from th’ apparent What conclude the Why, 

Infer the Motive from the Deed, and show. 

That what we chanc’d was what we meant to do 
Behold * If Fortune or a Mistress frowns, 55 

Some plunge m bus’ness, others shave their crowns 
To ease the Soul of one oppressive weight. 

This qmts an Empire, that embroils a State 
The same adust complexion has impell’d 

39 Stephen Hales the physiologist -v^as a neighbour and friend of 
Pope’s See Moral Es II y igSn, p 566 
46 Sense] consciousness 
56 shave their crowns] become monks 

59 adust complexion] originally a medical term, ‘characterized by dry- 
ness of the body, heat, thirst, burnt colour of the blood and little serum 
m It’ {OED) ^ ^ , 

tmpeWd] The rhyme vnth field appears to be one of the very few false 
rhymes in Pope 



552 


POEMS 1730-1744 


Charles to the Convent, Phihp to the Field 60 

Not always Actions show the man we find 
Who does a kindness, is not therefore kind. 

Perhaps Prosperity becalm’d his breast. 

Perhaps the Wmd just shifted from the east 
Not therefore humble he who seeks retreat, 65 

Pride guides his steps, and bids him shun the great 
Who combats bravely is not therefore brave. 

He dreads a death-bed like the meanest slave 
Who reasons wisely is not therefore wise. 

His pride m Reas’nmg, not in Actmg hes 70 

But grant that Actions best discovei man, 

Take the most strong, and sort them as you can 
The few that glare each character must mark, 

You balance not the many m the dark 

What will you do with such as disagree 75 

Suppress them half, or call them Pohcy? 

Must then at once (the character to save) 

The plain rough Hero turn a crafty iCnave ^ 

Alas * m truth the man but chang’d his mmd. 

Perhaps was sick, m love, or had not dm’d 80 

Ask why from Britam Caesar would retreat ^ 

Caesar himself might whisper he was beat 
Why risk the world’s great empire for a Punlt 
Caesar perhaps might answer he was drunk 
But, sage historians* ’tis your task to prove 85 

One action Conduct, one, heroic Love 
’Tis from high Life high Characters are drawn, 

A Samt m Crape is twice a Samt in Lawn, 

A Judge is just, a Chanc’lor juster still, 

A Gownman, leam’d, a Bishop, what you will, 90 

Wise, if a Mimster, but, if a Kmg, 

More wise, more leam’d, more just, more ev’rythmg 
Court-virtues bear, like Gems, the highest rate. 

Bom where Heav’n’s mfiuence scarce can penetrate 
In life’s low vale, the soil the virtues like, 95 

They please as Beauties, here as Wonders strike 

60 Charles V <and> Philip II [P] 

83-4 The substitution of Caesar for Peter the Great in 1744 has 
landed Pope in a historical mis-statement Drunkenness was never one of 
Caesar’s vices And ‘Punk’ — ^though perhaps the right word for the 
Lithuaman peasant girl who was successively Peter’s lover, consort, and 
successor (as Catherine I) — does not seem to suit Cleopatra 

88 Lavm is the fine linen used for the sleeves of bishops, crape is the 
thin worsted that the mfenor clergy generally wore 
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Tho’ the same Sun with all-diffusive rays 
Blush m the Rose, and in the Diamond blaze. 

We prize the stronger effort of his pow’r. 

And justly set the Gem above the Flow’r loo 

’Tis Education forms the common mmd, 

Just as the Twig is bent, the Tree’s mchn’d 
Boastful and rough, your first son is a ’Squire, 

The next a Tradesman, meek, and much a lyar, 

Tom struts a Soldier, open, bold, and brave, 105 

Will sneaks a Scnv’ner, an exceedmg knave 
Is he a Churchman ? then he’s fond of pow’r "I 

A Quaker ’> sly A Presbyterian ? sow’r > 

A smart Free-thinker ? all thmgs in an hour J 
True, some are open, and to all men known, no 

Others so very close, they’re hid from none, 

(So Darkness strikes the sense no less than Light) 

Thus gracious Chandos is belov’d at sight. 

And ev’ry child hates Shylock, tho’ his soul 

StiU sits at squat, and peeps not from its hole 115 

At half mankmd when gen’rous Manly raves. 

All know ’tis Virtue, for he thinks them knaves 
When umversal homage Umbra pays. 

All see ’tis Vice, and itch of vulgar praise 
When Flatt’ry glares, all hate it m a Queen, 120 

While one there is who charms us with his Spleen 
But these plam Characters we rarely find, 

Tho’ strong the bent, yet qtuck the turns of mmd 

1 01-9 Pope IS satirizing the vulgar error and prevalent neo- 
classic notion that all members of a single profession share the same 
characteristics 

106 Scnv’ner] Notary, and consequently one who ‘received money to 
place out at interest, and who supplied those who wanted to raise money 
on secunty* (JOED) 

109 Free-^thmker] A ‘society* Deist or atheist See also 11 162-5 

1 13 James Brydges, first Duke of Chandos (1673-1744) Whig irullion- 
aire Chandos was a lavish patron of all the arts and his mansion at 
Cannons, near Edgware, was one of the most magnificent in England 
Pope and his friends were irritated and distressed by a whispermg cam- 
paign which identified the character of Timon (To Burlington^ 11 99-176) 
with Chandos The compliment here was apparently intended to remove 
the impression that Pope had satirized the Duke as Timon 

1 15 Cf him there they found 

Squat like a Toad 

Par Lost, iv 799-800 Another reminiscence of this passage is in Epistle 
to Arbuthnot, 319, p 608 

1 16 Manly] The ‘plain dealer* in Wycherley’s comedy (1676) 

121 his Spleen] His misanthropy The compliment appears to be 
intended for Swift 
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Or pxrzzling Contranes coiifoimd the whole, 

Or Affectauons quite reverse the soul 125 

Or Falshood serves the dull for pohcy, 

And in the Cunning, Truth itself ’s a lye 
Unthought“Of Frailties cheat us in the Wise, 

The Fool hes hid in inconsistencies 

See the same man, m vigour, in the gout, 130 

Alone, m company, in place, or out. 

Early at Business, and at Hazard late. 

Mad at a Fox-chace, wise at a Debate, 

Drunk at a Borough, civil at a Ball, 

Friendly at Hackney, faithless at Whitehall 135 

Catius IS ever moral, ever grave. 

Thinks who endures a knave, is next a knave, 

Save just at dinner — ^then prefers, no doubt, 

A Rogue with Ven’son to a Samt without 
Who would not praise Patritio’s high desert, 140 

His hand unstam’d, his uncorrupted heart. 

His comprehensive head* all Interests weigh’d. 

All Europe sav’d, yet Britain not betray’d 
He thanks you not, his pnde is m Picquette, 
New-market-fame, and judgment at a Bett 145 

What made (say Montagne, or more sage Charron*) 

Otho a warrior, Cromwell a buffoon ^ 

A perjur’d Prmce a leaden Saint revere, 


ia6 I e flat falsehood is often, if unexpectedly, to be met with in the 
stupid 

135 I e full of professions, when a candidate for a seat in Parliament 
(for the Middlesex members were nominated at Hackney) and faithless 
to those professions when the object of them is secure 

136 Catius] The epicure in Horace, Sat , n iv 

140 Patntto] Sidney, first Earl of Godolphin (1645-1712) 

143 Britain not betray'd] The Tories had accused Marlborough of pro- 
longing the war against France to serve his own interest 

146 ‘Charron was an admirer of Montagne, had contracted a strict 
friendship with him, and has transferred an infinite number of his 
thoughts into his famous book De la Sagesse^ but his moderating every- 
where the extravagant Pyrrhomsm of his friend, is the reason why the 
poet calls him more sage Charron* [Warburton] 

147 M Salvius Otho, Roman emperor from January to Aptil 69, had 
been a companion of Nero in his debaucheries On the news of the revolt 
of Vitelhus reachmg Rome, Otho is said by Tacitus to have led his army 
against the enemy m person and on foot Cromwell’s buffooneries are a 
relic of royalist prejudice 

148 Louis XI of France wore in his Hat a leaden image of the Virgin 
Mary, which when he swore by, he feared to break his oath |P] 
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A godless Regent tremble at a Star^ 

The throne a Bigot keep, a Genius quit, 150 

Faithless thro’ Piety, and dup’d thro’ WiO 
Europe a Woman, Child, or Dotard rule. 

And just her wisest monarch made a fool ^ 

Know, God and Nature only are the same 
In Man, the judgment shoots at flying game, 155 

A bird of passage^ gone as soon as foimd. 

Now m the Moon perhaps, now under ground 
Ask men’s Opimons Scoto now shall tell 
How Trade mcr eases, and the World goes well. 

Strike off his Pension, by the settmg sun, 160 

And Britain, if not Europe, is undone 
That gay Free-thinker, a fine talker once. 

What turns him now a stupid silent dunce > 

Some God, or Spirit he has lately found. 

Or chanc’d to meet a Mimster that frown’d 165 

Manners with Fortunes, Humours turn with Chmes, 
Tenets with Books, and Prmciples with Times 
Judge we by Nature ? Habit can efface, 

Int’rest o’ercome, or Pohcy take place 
By Actions those Uncertamty divides 170 

By Passions ? these Dissimulation hides 
Opimons ^ they still take a wider range 
Find, if you can, m what you cannot change 
Search then the Rulmg Passion There alone. 

The Wild are constant, and the Cunmng known, 175 
The Fool consistent, and the False smcere, 

Priests, Prmces, Women, no dissemblers here 


149 ‘Philip Duke of Orleans, Regent of France in the inmonty of 
Louis XV superstitious in judicial astrology, tho* an unbehever in all 
religion* 

1 50-1 Philip V of Spain <d 1746), who, after renouncing the throne 
for Religion, resum’d it to gratify his Queen, and Victor Amadeus II 
Kmg of Sardmia <d I733>, who resign’d the crown, and trying to reas- 
sume It, was imprisoned till his death [P] 

152-3 The ‘Child* is Louis XV, the ‘wisest monarch’ no doubt Victor 
Amadeus II, the ‘Woman’ probably the Czanna Anna Ivanovna (Empress 
1730-40) and the ‘Dotard’ Clement XII (Pope 1730-41) 

158-61 James Johnston (1655-1737), a Twickenham neighbour of 
Pope’s, Secretary of State for Scotland, 1692-6 Johnston’s ‘Pension’ was 
the grant of £5,000, received in 1697 and paid out of the annual tithes in 
the rents of the nonjurmg Scotch bishops Johnston was a Whig and a 
great favounte of Queen Caroline 
162 Free-thinker] See 1 109W, above 
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This clue once founds unravels all the rest. 

The prospect clears, and Wharton stands confest 
Wharton, the scorn and wonder of our days, 180 

Whose ruling Passion was the Lust of Praise, 

Bom with whatever coxild win it from the Wise, 

Women and Fools must like him or he dies, 

Tho’ wond’rmg Senates hung on all he spoke. 

The Club must hail him master of the )oke 185 

Shall parts so various aim at nothing new 

He’ll shme a Tully and a Wilmot too 

Then turns repentant, and his God adores 

With the same spirit that he drinks and whores. 

Enough if all around him but admire, 190 

And now the Punk applaud, and now the Fryer 
Thus with each gift of nature and of art, 

And wantmg nothmg but an honest heart. 

Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt. 

And most contemptible, to shun contempt, 195 

His Passion still, to covet gen’ral praise. 

His Life, to forfeit it a thousand ways, 

A constant Bounty which no friend has made. 

An angel Tongue, which no man can persuade, 

A Fool, with more of Wit tiian half mankind, 200 

Too qmck for Thought, for Action too refin’d, 

A Tyrant to the wife his heart approves, 


179 Wharton] Philip, Duke of Wharton (1698-1731), visited Old Pre- 
tender at Avignon and Mane Beatrix at St Germain, 1716 , created Duke 
of Wharton 1718, to retain him m the Whig interest, adopted in 1726 the 
cause of ‘James IIP, urging a Spanish invasion of England, and became 
a Roman Catholic, served against Gibraltar, 1727, and outlawed, 1729, 
died m Cataloma 

184 His most dazzling parliamentary performance was his defence of 
Pope’s fnend Atterbury m the House of Lords in May 1723 

185 He was president of one of the short-lived Hell-Fire Clubs 

187 Wilmot] John Willmot, Earl of Rochester, famous for his Wit and 
Extravagancies in the time of Charles the Second [P] 

188-9 ‘He has public devotions twice a day, and assists at them m 
person with exemplary devotion, and there is nothing pleasanter than the 
remarks of some pious ladies on the conversion of so great a sinner’ (Lady 
Mary Wortley Montagu) 

191 Fryer] Wharton became a Roman Catholic in 1726 and entered a 
convent for a brief period m 1729 

198 One beneficiary of Wharton’s ‘Bounty’ was Pope’s friend Edward 
Young, who dedicated his tragedy The Revenge (1721) to the Duke and 
was said to have received £2,000 for the comphment 

202 His first wife (by a Fleet marriage in 171 5, when Wharton was only 
sixteen) was Martha Holmes (d 1726) Although he abandoned or 
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A Rebel to the very king he loves. 

He dies, sad out-cast of each church and state. 

And (harder still) flagitious, yet not great ^ 205 

Ask you why Wharton broke thro’ ev’ry rule ? 

’Twas all for fear the Knaves should call him Fool 
Nature well known, no prodigies remam. 

Comets are regular, and Wharton plam 
Yet, m this search, the wisest may imstake, 210 

If second quahties for first they take. 

When Catalme by rapine swell’d his store. 

When Caesar made a noble dame a whore, 

In this the Lust, m that the Avarice 

Were means, not ends. Ambition was the vice 215 

That very Caesar, bom m Scipio’s days, 

Had aim’d, like him, by Chastity at praise 
Lucullus, when Frugahty could charm. 

Had roasted turnips m lie Sabm farm 
In vam th’ observer eyes the builder’s toil, 220 

But quite mistakes the scaffold for the pile 
In this one Passion man can strength en)oy. 

As Fits give vigour, just when they destroy 
Time, that on all things lays his lement hand. 

Yet tames not this, it sucks to our last sand 225 

Consistent m our folhes and our sms. 

Here honest Nature ends as she begms 


neglected her for most of their married life, he had occasional fits of 
affection His second wife, Maria Theresa O Byrne, seems to have been 
better treated 

203 A bill of indictment was preferred against him for High Treason 
He had been aide-de-camp to the Conde de los Torres at the unsuccessful 
siege of Gibraltar by the Spanish in 1727 He was outlawed by a resolution 
of the House of Lords on 3 April 1729 

204 This is an overstatement Wharton died a member of the Church 
of Rome, m a Franciscan convent at Poblet m Cataloma, and attired in the 
habit of the Order 

209 The study of comets had been notably advanced in Pope’s time by 
Newton {De Systemate Mundt, 1687) and Halley {Synopsis Astronormae 
Cometicae, 1705) 

212 Catihn^ L Sergius Catihna, the notorious conspirator 

213 noble dame} Serviha, the sister of Cato and mother of Brutus 

216 Sctpid] P Cornelius Scipio Africanus Major, the conqueror of 

Hannibal 

218 Lucullus} h Licinius Lucullus, the conqueror of Mithndates, 
devoted lus retirement to the exploitation of a natural gemus for luxury 

224 lenient} softemng 
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Behold a rev’rend sire, whom want of grace 
Has made the father of a nameless race. 

Shov’d from the wall perhaps, or rudely press’d 230 

By his own son, that passes by unbless’d. 

Still to his wench he crawls on knockmg knees. 

And envies ev’ry sparrow that he sees 
A salmon’s belly, Helluo, was thy fate, 

The doctor call’d, declares all help too late 235 

Mercy’ cries Helluo, mercy on my soul’ 

Is there no hope ? Alas’ — ^^en brmg the jowl 
The frugal Crone, whom praymg priests attend. 

Still tries to save the hallow’d taper’s end. 

Collects her breath, as ebbmg hfe retires, 240 

For one puff more, and m that puff expires 
‘Odious’ m woollen’ ’twould a Saint provoke, 

(Were the last words that poor Narcissa spoke) 

No, let a charmmg Chmtz, and Brussels lace 

Wrap my cold hmbs, and shade my lifeless face 245 

One would not, sure, be frightful when one’s dead — 

And — ^Betty — give tins Cheek a httle Red ’ 

Old Pohticians chew on wisdom past. 

And totter on in bus’ness to the last, 

As weak, as earnest, and as gravely out, 250 


228-33 Perhaps intended for Lancelot Blackburne (1658-1743), the 
disreputable Archbishop of York See also 1740, 1 58 (p 829), and Soh 
Adv , 11 43-4 (p 669) 

234-7 ‘When Phiioxeniis the Epicure had fallen desperately sick upon 
glutting himself on a delicate and costly fish, perceiving he was to die, he 
calls for the remainder of his fish, and eats it up, and dies a true Martyr to 
his belly* (Hales, Golden Remains) 

242 Odious) IJkQ frightful (1 246) this was fashionable feminine slang 
Congreve’s Millamant — another of Mrs Oldfield’s r 61 es — ^uses both 
words See also Moral Es II, 1 40, p 561 

242-7 This story, as well as the others, is founded on fact, tho* the 
author had the goodness not to mention the names Several attribute this 
in particular to a very celebrated Actress, who, in detestation of the 
thought of being buried in woollen, gave these her last orders with her 
dying breath [P] The actiess was ^ne Oldfield (1683-1730), who is 
attadked, perhaps because she was Cibber’s ally, more than once by Pope 
(See Sober Advice, 11 4-5, hmt Hor , Bp , ii 1 331 ) Narcissa, the jtxerome 
of Cibber’s Lovers Last Shift, was one of her stock parts A series of Acts 
of Parhament making it illegal to bury the dead m anything but woollens 
had been passed from 1666 onwards as a protective measure against 
foreign hnen 

247 Betty] A generic name in the eighteenth century for the lady’s 
maid Compare Rape of Lock, i 148 (p 224) 

249 business] m the conduct of public affairs 
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As sober Lanesb’row dancing in the gout 

The Courtier smooth, who forty years had shm^d 
An humble servant to all human kmd. 

Just brought out this, when scarce his tongue could stir, 
Tf— where Fm going — I could serve you. Sir 255 

T give and I devise, (old Euclio said. 

And sigh’d) My lands and tenements to Ned ’ 

Your money. Sir? ‘My money. Sir, what all? 

Why, — ^if I must — (then wept) I give it Paul ’ 

The Manor, Sir? — ‘The Manor’ hold,’ he cry’d, 260 
‘Not that, — I cannot part with that’ — ^and dy’d 
And you! brave Cobham, to the latest breath 
Shall feel your ruling passion strong m death 
Such m those moments as m all the past, 

‘Oh, save my Country, HeaVn^’ shall be your last 265 

251 LaneshWowl An ancient Nobleman, who continued this practice 
long after his legs were disabled by the gout Upon the death of Prince 
George of Denmark, he demanded an audience of the Queen, to advise 
her to preserve her health and dispel her grief by Dancing [P] James 
Lane, second Viscount Lanesborough (1650-1724) 

256-61 Euclio is the miser in Plautus* Aulvlana 


Epistle II To a Lady 

OF THE CHARACTERS OF WOMEN^ 

[written 1732-34, pubhshed 1735] 

ARGUMENT 

Of the Characters of Women (consider’d only as contradistm- 
guished from the other Sex ) That these are yet more mconsistent 
and mcomprehensible than those of Men, of which Instances are 
given even from such Characters as are plamest, and most 
strongly mark’d, as m the Affected, Ver 7, &c The Soft-natufd 
29 the Cunning, 45 the Whimsical, 53 the Wits and Refiners, 87 
the Stupid and Silly, loi How Contrarieties run thro’ them all 
But tho’ the Particular Characters of this Sex are more vanous 
than those of Men, the General Charactenstick, as to the Ruhng 
Passion, IS more uniform and confin’d In what That hes, and 

1 Of the Characters of Women, treating of this Sex only ^ con- 
tradistinguished from the other [P] The lady was Martha Blount ( » 

1600-1763), a Catholic and one of Pope’s oldest friends, to whom his 
devotion remamed unbroken By his will he left her £1,000, all his goods 
and chattels and a life-interest m the rest of his estate 
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whence it proceeds^ 207, &c Men are best known in publick 
Life^ Women in private, 199 What are the AimSi and the Fate of 
the Sex, both as to Power and Pleasure 219, 231, &c Advice for 
their true Interest, 249 The Picture of an esteemable Woman, 
made up of the best kind of Contrarieties, 269, &c 


Nothmg so true as what you once let fall, 

‘Most Women have no Characters at all’ 

Matter too soft a lasting mark to bear, 

And best distmgmsh’d by black, brown, or fair 
How many pictures of one Nymph we view, 5 

All how unlike each other, all how true* 

Arcadia’s Countess, here, m ermm’d pride. 

Is there, Pastora by a fountam side 
Here Fanma, leermg on her own good man. 

Is there, a naked Leda with a Swan 10 

Let then the Fair one beautifully cry. 

In Magdalen’s loose hair and lifted eye. 

Or drest m smiles of sweet Ceciha shme, 

With simp’rmg Angels, Palms, and Harps divme. 
Whether the Charmer sinner it, or samt it, 15 

If Folly grows romantic, I must paint it 
Come then, the colours and the ground prepare* 

Dip in the Rambow, trick her off m Air, 

Chuse a firm Cloud, before it fall, and m it 

Catch, ere she change, the Cynthia of this mmute 20 

I That their particular Characters aie not so strongly mark’d as those 
of Men, seldom so fixed, and still more inconsistent with themselves [P] 
7-13 Attitudes m which several ladies affected to be drawn, and some- 
times one lady in them all — The poet’s politeness and complaisance to 
the sex is observable in this instance, amongst others, that, whereas in the 
Characters of Men he has sometimes made use of real names, in the 
Characters of Women always fictitious [P] 

Arcadia* s Countess’l The full title of Sir Philip Sidney’s romance was 
(in compliment to his sister Mary) The Countesse of Pembrokes Arcadia 
(1590) Pope’s countess may have been Margaret, first wife of the eighth 
Earl of Pembroke, whose portrait with a lamb is still at Wilton This 
would explain ‘Pastora’ The other ‘attitudes’ may be due to a confused 
recollection by Pope of two fine double portraits of a husband and wife 
(Fanma), a version of Leonardo’s ‘Leda and the Swan’, and two Mary 
Magdalens which are also at Wilton 
9 Fanmd\ Note the contrast between Fanma looking at her husband 
in the attitude of a modest matron, and Fanma in the looser posture of 
an imattired wanton 

16 roinantic\ extravagant 

17-18 Note the technical terms from painting To dip is to immerse 
in a colouring solution, to tnck is to sketch in outline 
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Rufa, whose eye quick-glancmg o’er the Park^ 

Attracts each hght gay meteor of a Spark, 

Agrees as ill with Rufa studying Locke, 

As Sappho’s diamonds with her dirty smock. 

Or Sappho at her toilet’s greazy task, 25 

With Sappho fragrant at an ev’mng Mask 
So mommg Insects that in muck begun, 

Shme, buzz, and fly-blow m the settmg-sun 
How soft is Siha* fearful to ojBfend, 

The Frail one’s advocate, the Weak one’s fnend 30 
To her, Cahsta proVd her conduct mce, 

And good Simphcius asks of her advice 
Sudden, she storms* she raves* You tip the wink. 

But spare your censure, Siha does not dnnk 
All eyes may see from what the change arose, 35 

All eyes may see — a Pimple on her nose 
PapiUia, wedded to her doatmg spark. 

Sighs for the shades — ‘How charming is a Park*’ 

A Park is purchas’d, but the Fair he sees 
All bath’d m tears — ‘Oh odious, odious Trees*’ 40 
Ladies, like variegated Tuhps, show, 

’Tis to their Changes that their charms we owe. 

Their happy Spots the mce admirer take, 

Fme by defect, and dehcately weak 

’Twas thus Calypso once each heart alarm’d, 45 

Aw’d without Virtue, without Beauty charm’d, 

Her Tongue bewitch’d as odly as her Eyes, 

Less Wit than Mimic, more a Wit than wise 
Strange graces still, and stranger fibights she had. 

Was )ust not ugly, and was just not mad, 50 

Yet ne’er so sure our passion to create, 


21 Instances of contrarieties given even from such Characters as ^e 
most strongly mark’d and seemingly therefore most consistent As I In 
the Affected, v ai &c [P] 

Rufd[ Red-head, popularly deemed lubricious 
24 Sapph 6 \ Lady Mary Wortley Montagu 

20-40 Contraneties in the So/t-Twitwred [P] , » 

31 Cahsta] Cahsta was the guilty heroine of Rowe s The Fair Penitent 

(1703) 

nice] Punctilious, though with a flavour of contempt 

32 Stmphaus'] The histoncal Simphcius was a sixth-century neo- 
platonist 

37 Papilha] Papiho is Latin for butterfly ^ ^ 

45—52 III Contrarieties in the Curmtng and Artful [Pj ^Calypso 
represents a rewriting of the openmg lines of ‘Sylvia, a Fragment , p 492 
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As when she touch’d the brink of all we hate 
Narcissa’s nature, tolerably mild, 

To make a wash, would hardly stew a child. 

Has ev’n been prov’d to grant a Lover’s pray’r, 55 
And paid a Tradesman once to make him stare, 

Gave alms at Easter, in a Christian trim. 

And made a Widow happy, for a whim 
Why then declare Good-nature is her scorn. 

When ’tis by that alone she can be bom > 60 

Why pique all mortals, yet affect a name ^ 

A fool to Pleasure, and a slave to Fame 
Now deep in Tayldr and the Book of Martyrs, 

Now drinkmg citron with his Grace and Chartres 
Now Conscience chills her, and now Passion burns, 65 
And Atheism and Rehgion take their turns, 

A very Heathen m the carnal part. 

Yet stdl a sad, good Christian at her heart 
See Sm in State, majestically drunk. 

Proud as a Peeress, prouder as a Punk, 70 

Chaste to her Husband, frank to all beside, 

A teemmg Mistress, but a barren Bride 
What then let Blood and Body bear the fault. 

Her Head’s untouch’d, that noble Seat of Thought 
Such this day’s doctnne — another fit 75 

She sms with Poets thro’ pure Love of Wit 
What has not fir’d her bosom or her bram ^ 

Caesar and Tall-boy, Charles and Charlema’ne 
As HeUuo, late Dictator of the Feast, 

53-68 IV In the Whimsical [P] Narcissa, like Calypso, has been made 
up from the disjecta membra of ‘Sylvia, a Fragment* 

54 wash] Washes for the hair or the skin were normally home-made in 
the eighteenth century 

63 Taylor"] Jeremy TayloFs Holy Living and Holy Dying had reached 
Its twenty-fourth edition in 1727 

Book of Martyrs] John Foxe’s martyrology, Actes and Monuments 
(1563) reached a nmth edition in 1684 

64 atrori] Citron-water, brandy flavoured with citron- or lemon-peel 

his Grace] Philip Duke of Wharton (see note to To Cobham, 179, p 556) 

Chartres] See To Bathurst, 2,on, p 571 

69-87 V In the Lewd and Vicious [P] 

73 fault] Pope regularly rhymes ‘faiilt’ with such words as ‘taught* (see 
1 212), ‘brought* {Dunciad, i 226), ‘ought* (Eloisa to Abelard, 184) 

78 Tall-boy] The booby young lover m Richard Brome’s comedy 
The Jovial Crew (1641), which was still a stock piece in the eighteenth 
century 

Charles] Used generically for the typical footman 

79 Helluo] Glutton, in Latin 
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The Nose of Hautgout, and the Tip of Taste^ 80 

Cntick’d your wine, and analyz’d your meat. 

Yet on plain Pudding deign’d at-home to eat, 

So Philomede, lect’rmg all mankind 
On the soft Passion, and the Taste refin’d, 

Th’ Address, the Dehcacy — ^stoops at once, 85 

And makes her hearty meal upon a Dunce 
Flavia’s a Wit, has too much sense to Pray, 

To Toast our wants and wishes, is her way. 

Nor asks of God, but of her Stars to give 

The mighty blessmg, ‘while we hve, to hve ’ 90 

Then all for Death, that Opiate of the souP 

Lucretia’s dagger, Rosamonda’s bowl 

Say, what can cause such impotence of mmd ^ 

A Spark too fickle, or a Spouse too kmd 

Wise Wretch* with Pleasures too refin’d to please, 95 

With too much Spirit to be e’er at ease, 

With too much Quickness ever to be taught. 

With too much Thinking to have common Thought 
Who purchase Pam with all that Joy can give. 

And die of nothmg but a Rage to hve 100 

Turn then from Wits, and look on Simo’s Mate, 

No Ass so meek, no Ass so obstmate 

Or her, that owns her Faults, but never mends. 

Because she’s honest, and the best of Friends 

Or her, whose life the Church and Scandal share, 105 

For ever m a Passion, or a Pray’r 

Or her, who laughs at Hell, but (like her Grace) 

Cries, ‘Ah I how charmmg if there’s no such place*’ 

Or who in sweet vicissitude appears 

Of Mirth and Opium, Ratafie and Tears, 1 10 

The daily Anodyne, and mghtiy Draught, 

To kill those foes to Fair ones. Tune and Thought 
Woman and Fool are two hard thmgs to hit. 

For true No-meamng puzzles more than Wit 
But what are these to great Atossa’s mmd 115 


80 Hautgout\ ‘Anything with a strong rehsh or strong scent, as o\er- 
kept venison or game’ (Johnson) , ^ j m 

87-100 VI Contraneties in the Witty and Refin’d [P] 

98 commcm thought^ Common sense 

108 charmvnii Femmine slang, like odtom (1 140) 

no Ratafie] A sort of cherry brandy made with peach and apricot 

Atossa\ This character first appeared m the r744 edition The 
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Scarce once herself, by turns all Womankind* 

Who, with herself, or others, from her birth 
Fmds all her life one warfare upon earth 
Shmes, m exposmg Knaves, and pamting Fools, 

Yet is, whatever she hates and ridicules 120 

No Thought advances, but her Eddy Brain 
Whisks It about, and down it goes again 
Full sixty years the World has been her Trade, 

The wisest Fool much Time has ever made 
From loveless youth to unrespected age, 125 

No Passion gratify’d except her Rage 
So much the Fury still out-ran the Wit, 

The Pleasure miss’d her, and the Scandal hit 
Who breaks with her, provokes Revenge from Hell, 

But he’s a bolder man who dares be well 130 

Her ev’ry turn with Violence pursu’d. 

Nor more a storm her Hate than Gratitude 
To that each Passion turns, or soon or late. 

Love, if It makes her yield, must make her hate 
Superiors ? death* and Equals ? what a curse* 135 

But an Inferior not dependant ? worse 
Offend her, and she knows not to forgive, 

Obhge her, and she’ll hate you while you hve 


name is well chosen The historical Atossa was the daughter of Cyrus and 
the sister of Cambyses, the Duchess of Buckinghamshire (i682?-i743) 
was a natural daughter of James II and a half-sister of the Old Pretender 
The Duke had been one of the earliest to salute Pope’s genius (see Eptstle 
to Arbutknot, 139) and Pope edited his posthumous Works (1723) Pope 
would seem to have been on friendly terms with the Duchess until 1729, 
when his revision of a character she had written of herself led to a quarrel 
The first draft of Atossa was probably written at this period In 1735 there 
was a reconcihation and Pope wrote an epitaph on her ‘Booby Son* the 
second Duke (see pp 698, 822) The Duchess’s will irritated Pope since all 
her private papers were left m the hands of Lord Hervey, his enemy 
Perhkps prompted by this, Pope put the final touches to the character 
The Duchess was an arrogant, quarrelsome, eccentric woman, but was 
not without energy, intelligence, and public spirit 

1 18 The Duchess was engaged in constant law-suits with the Duke’s 
natural children 

121-2 The Duchess, always eccentric, finally became insane 

125 Her first husband was James, third Earl of Anglesey She obtained 
a separation from him by an Act of Parliament in 1701 because of his 
brutahty to her In her old age she became one of the town’s jokes 

126 Pope later attnbuted her eventual insanity to the violence of her 
rages 

138 Pope had obliged her more in editing the Duke’s works, but it was 
his attempt (made at her request) to revise the character she had written 
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But die, and she’ll adore you — ^Then the Bust 

And Temple rise — ^then fall agam to dust 140 

Last mght, her Lord was all that’s good and great, 

A Knave this mommg, and his Will a Cheat 
Strange* by the Means defeated of the Ends, 

By Spirit robb’d of Pow’r, by Warmth of Friends, 

By Wealth of FoUow’rs* without one distress 145 

Sick of herself thro’ very selfishness* 

Atossa, curs’d with ev’ry granted pray’r. 

Childless with all her Children, wants an Heir 
To Heirs unknown descends th’ imguarded store 
Or wanders, Heav’n-directed, to the Poor 150 

Pictures hke these, dear Madam, to design. 

Asks no firm hand, and no imerrmg Ime, 

Some wand’rmg touch, or some reflected hght. 

Some flymg stroke alone can hit ’em right 

For how should equal Colours do the knack ? 155 

Chameleons who can pamt in white and black ^ 

‘Yet Cloe sure was form’d without a spot — ’ 

Nature m her then err’d not, but forgot 
‘With ev’ry pleasmg, ev’ry prudent part. 

Say, what can Cloe want >’ — ^she wants a Heart i6o 

She speaks, behaves, and acts )ust as she ought. 

But never, never, reach’d one gen’rous Thou^t 
Virtue she finds too painful an endeavour. 

Content to dwell in Decenaes for ever 

So very reasonable, so unmov’d, 165 

As never yet to love, or to be lov’d 

She, while her Lover pants upon her breast. 

Can mark the figures on an Indian chest. 


of herself that precipitated the explosion After the quarrel the Duchess 
tried to liquidate her obligations to him by sending him a note for £100 
Pope refused the money 

139-40 The Duchess erected elaborate and expensive monuments to 
her husband and her son 

142 The disputes with the Duke’s illegitimate children were over his 
will 

148-50 Her five children by the Duke all predeceased her and at her 
death there was *a trial at bar to prove who was heir-at-law* to the Duke 
Some distant Irish connections called Walsh were at last found to be his 
heirs 

157-80 The character of Cloe was probably a last-minute addition 
Some features seem to be denved from Hennetta Hobart, later Mrs 
Howard, later Countess of Suffolk (1681-1767), an intimate fnend of 
Pope, Swift, and Martha Blount 
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And when she sees her Friend in deep despair. 

Observes how much a Chmtz exceeds Mohair 170 

Forbid It Heav’n, a Favour or a Debt 
She e’er should cancel — ^but she may forget 
Safe IS your Secret still m Cloe’s ear. 

But none of Cloe’s shall you ever hear 

Of all her Dears she never slander’d one, 175 

But cares not if a thousand are undone 

Would Cloe know if you’re ahve or dead > 

She bids her Footman put it m her head 
Cloe IS prudent — ^would you too be wise ^ 

Then never break y6ur heart when Qoe dies 180 

One certain Portrait may (I grant) be seen. 

Which Heav’n has varmsh’d out, and made a Queen 
The same for ever* and describ’d by all 
With Truth and Goodness, as with Crown and Ball 
Poets heap Virtues, Pamters Gems at wiU, 185 

And show their zeal, and hide their want of skill 
’Tis well — ^but, Artists* who can pamt or write. 

To draw the Naked is your true delight 
That Robe of Quahty so struts and swells. 

None see what Parts of Nature it conceals 190 

Th’ exactest traits of Body or of Mmd, 

We owe to models of an humble kind 
If Queensberry to stnp there’s no compelhng, 

’Tis from a Handmaid we must take a Helen 
From Peer or Bishop ’tis no easy thmg 195 

To draw the man who loves his God, or King 
Alas* I copy (or my draught would fail) 

From honest Mah’met, or plam Parson Hale 

170 Mohair was a fine material made from the hair of the Angora goat 
1 8a vamish*d oui\ 1 e completed, and a coat of varmsh applied 
a Qmen\ Queen Caroline (1683-1737) A firm supporter of Walpole 
Pope’s antipathy to her was political, though politics may have been 
remforced by his dislike of her Vice-Chamberlain and confidant Lord 
Hervey and his affection for the Kmg’s mistress, Mrs Howard 

193 Catherine Hyde, Duchess of Queensberry (1700-77), the friend 
and protectress of Gay, and one of the most beautiful women of the 
eighteenth century 

197 draught\ Drawing, sketch or picture 

198 Mah*mei\ Servant to the late king, said to be the son of a Turkish 
Bassa, whom he took at the siege of Buda, and constantly kept about his 
person [P] 

Parson Hale] Dr Stephen Hales (1637-1761), the perpetual curate of 
Teddmgton and a famous physiologist, witnessed Pope’s will His vivisec- 
tions distressed Pope 
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But grantj m Public Men sometimes are shown, 

\ Woman’s seen in Pnvate life alone 200 

Our bolder Talents in full hght display’d. 

Your Virtues open fairest m the shade 
Bred to disguise, m Pubhc ’tis you hide, 

There, none distinguish ’twixt your Shame or Pnde, 
Weakness or Dehcacy, all so mce, 205 

That each may seem a Virtue, or a Vice 
In Men, we various Rulmg Passions find. 

In Women, two almost divide the kmd, 

Those, only fix’d, they first or last obey, 

The Love of Pleasure, and the Love of Sway 210 

That, Nature gives, and where the lesson taught 
Is but to please, can Pleasure seem a fault 
Experience, this, by Man’s oppression curst. 

They seek the second not to lose the first 
Men, some to Bus’ness, some to Pleasure take, 215 
But ev’ry Woman is at heart a Rake 
Men, some to Qmet, some to pubhc Strife, 

But ev’ry Lady would be Queen for hfe 
Yet mark the fate of a whole Sex of Queens 1 
Pow’r all their end, but Beauty all the means 220 

In Youth they conquer, with so wild a rage. 

As leaves them scarce a Subject in their Age 
For foreign glory, foreign joy, they roam. 

No thought of Peace or Happiness at home 

But Wisdom’s Triumph is well-tim’d Retreat, 225 

As hard a science to the Fair as Great* 

Beauties, like Tyrants, old and fnendless grown. 

Yet hate to rest, and dread to be alone, 

199 In the former Editions, between this and the foregomg hnes, a 
want of Connection might be perceived, occasioned by the omission of 
certain Examples and Elustrattons to the Maxims laid down, and tho’ 
some of these have since been found, viz the Characters of PkdomecUt 
Atossa^ Clocy and some verses following, others are still wantmg, nor can 
we answer that these are exactly insert^ [P] 

Z07 The former part having shewn, that the particular Characters of 
Women are more various than those of Men, it is nevertheless observ’d, 
that the general Characteristic of the sex, as to the ruling Passion^ is more 
uniform [P] For Pope’s theory of the Ruling Passion see E on Man, il 1 33 
ff (p 520) 

2 1 1 This IS occasioned partly by their Nature, partly by their Education, 
and in some degree by Necessity 0 ?] 

212 faidt] For the rhyme see note to 1 73 

215-26 This couplet, like the characters of Calypso and Narassa, 
derives from Pope’s ‘Sylvia, a Fragment’ (p 492) 

219 What are the Aims and the Fate of this Sex^ — I As to Power [P] 
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Worn out m public, weary ev’ry eye. 

Nor leave one sigh behind them when they die 230 
Pleasures the sex, as children Birds, pursue. 

Still out of reach, yet never out of view. 

Sure, if they catch, to spoil the Toy at most. 

To covet flymg, and regret when lost 
At last, to folhes Youth could scarce defend, 235 

’Tis half their Age’s prudence to pretend, 

Asham’d to own they gave dehght before. 

Reduc’d to feign it, when they give no more 
As Hags hold Sabbaths, less for joy than spight. 

So these their merry, miserable Night, 240 

Still round and round the Ghosts of Beauty ghde. 

And haunt the places where their Honour dy’d 
See how the World its Veterans rewards ^ 

A Youth of frohcks, an old Age of Cards, 

Fair to no purpose, artful to no end, 245 

Young without Lovers, old without a Friend, 

A Fop their Passion, but their Prize a Sot, 

Ahve, ridiculous, and dead, forgot ’ 

Ah Friend ^ to dazzle let the Vain design, 249 

To raise the Thought and touch the Heart, be thme ’ 
That Charm shall grow, while what fatigues the Rmg 
Flaunts and goes down, an unregarded thmg 
So when the Sim’s broad beam has tir’d the sight. 

All mild ascends the Moon’s more sober light. 

Serene m Virgin Modesty she shmes, 255 

And unobserv’d the glarmg Orb declines 
Oh I blest with Temper, whose unclouded ray 
Can make to morrow chearful as to day. 

She, who can love a Sister’s charms, or hear 
Sighs for a Daughter with unwounded ear, 260 

She, who ne’er answers till a Husband cools. 

Or, if she rules him, never shows she rules, 

231 II As to Pleasure [P] 

231-2 This couplet derives from ‘Stanzas From the french of 
Malherbe* (p 114) 

240 Night\ Visiting night 

241-2 These two lines derive from ‘Epigram* (p 808) 

243-8 These lines had already appeared as 5-10 of ‘To Mrs M B 
on Her Birth-day* (p 315) 

249 Advice for their true Interest [P] 

251 the jRmg] A clump of trees in Hyde Park, round which the car- 
nages of the fashionable world used to drive 

253-6 Transferred from verses to Mrs Judith Cowper (p 473) 



MORAL ESSAYS EPISTLE TO A LADY 


569 


Charms by acceptmg^ by subrmttmg sways, 

Yet has her humour most, when she obeys. 

Lets Fops or Fortune fly which way they will, 265 
Disdams all loss of Tickets, or Cochlle, 

Spleen, Vapours, or Small-pox, above them all. 

And Mistress of herself, tho’ Chma fall 
And yet, beheve me, good as well as ill. 

Woman’s at best a Contradiction stiU 270 

Heav’n, when it strives to pohsh all it can 
Its last best work, but forms a softer Man, 

Picks from each sex, to make its Fav’rite blest. 

Your love of Pleasure, our desire of Rest, 

Blends, m exception to all gen’ral rules, 275 

Your Taste of Follies, with our Scorn of Fools, 

Reserve with Frankness, Art with Truth ally’d. 

Courage with Softness, Modesty with Pride, 

Fix’d Principles, with Fancy ever new. 

Shakes all together, and produces — Y ou 280 

Be this a Woman’s Fame with this unblest. 

Toasts hve a scorn, and Queens may die a jest 
This Phoebus promis’d (I forget the year) 

When those blue eyes first open’d on the sphere. 
Ascendant Phoebus watch’d that hour with care, 285 
Averted half your Parents simple Pray’r, 

And gave you Beauty, but deny^d the Pelf 
Which buys your sex a Tyrant o’er itself 
The gen’rous God, who Wit and Gold refines, 

And npens Spirits as he ripens Mmes, 290 

Kept Dross for Duchesses, the world shall know it. 

To you gave Sense, Good-humour, and a Poet 

266 Ttckets\ Lottery tickets 

Codtllel A term in the fashionable card game ombre 

267 Small-posc\ Martha Blount had had small-pox m 1714 

269 The Picture of an estimable Woman, with the best kinds of 

►ntraneties [P] . , , « , vi u ^ 

283 Martha Blount was forty-four when the Epistle was published 


in 

286 half your Parents simple PmyV] An allusion to Aeneid, ii 794 f — 
which Dryden had translated, 

ApoUo heard, and granting half his Pray’r, 

Shuffled m Wmds the rest, and toss’d in empty Air 
289 Wit and Gold refines^ Phoebus refined wit as god of poetry, gold 
as the god of the sim— in accordance with the vulgar error that it was 

created by the sun’s rays ^ , 1 

202 Good-diutnour'l Martha’s sunny disposition particularly eimeared 
her to Pope He had already sung the praises of g^d humour in Rape of 
IjOckf V 29—32 (p 238), and Pp to JMhss Blount^ 61 ff (p 17®) 
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Epistle III To Allen Lord Bathurst 

[written 1730-32, published 1733] 

ARGUMENT 

Of the Use 0/ Riches That it is known to few^ most falling into one of 
the extremes^ Avarice or Profusion^ v i, &c The Point discuss^dy 
whether the invention of Money has been more commodious^ or 
pernicious to Mankind^ v 21 to 78 That Riches either to the 
Avaricious or the Prodigal, cannot afford Happiness^ scarcely 
Necessaries^ v 81 to 108 That Avance is an absolute Frenzy ^ 
without an End or Purpose^ v 109 &c Conjectures about the 
Motives of Avaricious men^ v 113 to 152 That the conduct ofmen^ 
with respect to Riches^ can only be accounted for by the ov 

Providence, which works the general Good out of Extremes^ and 
brings all to its great End by perpetual Revolutions^ v 161 to 178 
How a Miser acts upon Principles which appear to him reasonable^ 
v 179 How a’^Todigel does the same^y 199 The due Medium^ and 
true use of Riches^ v 219 The Man of Ross, v 250 The fate of 
the Profuse and the Covetous, in two examples, both miserable in 
Life and in Death, v 301, &c The Story of Sir Balaam, v 341 to 
the end 

Who shall decide, when Doctors disagree. 

And soimdest Casuists doubt, like you and me ^ 

You hold the word, from Jove to Momus giv’n. 

That Man was made the standing jest of Heaven, 

And Gold but sent to keep the fools m play, 5 

For some to heap, and some to throw away 
But I, who think more highly of our kind, 

(And surely, Heav’n and I are of a mmd) 

Opme, that Nature, as m duty bound. 

Deep hid the shimng mischi^ under ground 10 

But when by Man’s audaaous labour won. 

Flam’d forth this rival to, its Sire, the Sun, 

Heading^ Allen Bathurst (1685-1775), Tory M P for Cirencester from 
1705 till he was raised to the peerage as Baron Bathurst (1712) His easy 
morals were notorious, but the philosophy does not seem to ha\f‘ 
amounted to much more than worldly wisdom Bathurst was a lifelong 
fnend of Congreve, Prior, and Swift as well as Pope He was an enthusi- 
astic landscape gardener at both his country houses (Cirencester and 
Riskms, recte Richmgs, near Slough, where Tope’s Walk* is still 
preserved) 

3 Momm\ Derisive blame, personified as a god in the Theogony of 
Hesiod 
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Then careful Heav’n supply’d two sorts of Men^ 

To squander these, and those to hide agen 
Like Doctors thus, when much dispute has past, 15 
We find our tenets just the same at last 
Both fairly ownmg, Riches in effect 
No grace of Heav’n or token of th’ Elect, 

Giv’n to the Fool, the Mad, the Vam, the Evil, 

To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devil 20 

20 John Ward, of Hackney, Esq , Member of Parhament, being 
prosecuted bv the Duchess of Buckingham, and convicted of Forgery, 
was first expelled the House, and then stood m the Pillory on the 17th of 
March 1727 He was suspected of joining m a conveyance with Sir John 
Blunt, to secrete fifty thousand pounds of that Director’s Estate, forfeited 
to the South Sea Company by Act of Parhament The Company recovered 
the fifty thousand pounds against Ward, but he set up prior conveyances 
of his real estate to his brother and son, and conceal’d all his personal, 
which was computed to be one hundred and fifty thousand pounds These 
conveyances being also set aside by a bill in Chancery, Ward was 
imprisoned, and hazarded the forfeiture of his life, by not giving in his 
effects till the last day, which was that of his examination During his 
confinement, his amusement was to give poison to dogs and cats, and see 
them expire by slower or quicker torments To sum up the viorth of this 
gentleman, at the several sera’s of his hfe, at his standing in the Pillory he 
was worth above two hundred thousand pounds, at his commitment to 
Prison, he was worth one hundred and fifty thousandy but has been since so 
far diminished in his reputation, as to be thought a worse man hy fifty or 
Sixty thousand 

Fr Chartres <1675-1732), a man infamous for all manner of vices 
When he was an ensign in the army, he was drumm’d out of the regiment 
for a cheat, he was next banish’d Brussels, and drumm’d out of Ghent on 
the same account After a hundred tricks at the gammg-tables, he took to 
lendmg of money at exorbitant interest and on great penalties, accumulat- 
ing premium, interest, and capital into a new capital, and seizmg to a 
minute when the payments became due, in a word, by a constant atten- 
tion to the vices, wants, and follies of mankind, he acqmred an immense 
fortune His house was a perpetual bawdy-house He was twice con- 
demn’d for rapes, and pardoned but the last tune not without impnson- 
ment in Newgate, and large confiscations He died in Scotland m 1731, 
aged 62 The populace at his funeral rais’d a great not, almost tore the 
body out of the coffin, and cast dead dogs, &c into the grave along with it 
The following Epitaph contains his character very justly drawn by Dr 
Arbuthnot 

HERE continueth to rot 
The Body of FRANCIS CHARTRES, 

Who with an Inflexible Constancy, 
and Inimitable Uniformity of Life, 

Persisted, 

In spite of Age and Infirmities, 

In the Practice of Every Human V ice , 

Excepting Prodigality and Hypocrisy 
His insatiable Avarice exempted him from the 
first. 
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What Nature wants, commodious Gold bestows, 

’Tis thus we eat the bread another sows 
But how unequal it bestows, observe, 

’Tis thus we not, while who sow it, starve 

What Nature wants (a phrase I much distrust) 25 

Extends to Luxury, extends to Lust 

And if we coimt among the Needs of life 

Another’s Toil, why not another’s Wife ? 

Useful, I grant, it serves what hfe reqmres. 

But dreadful too, the dark Assassin hires 30 

Trade it may help, Society extend. 

But lures the Pyratd, and corrupts the Friend 
It raises Armies m a Nation’s aid. 

But bribes a Senate, and the Land’s betray’d 
Oh* that such bulky Bribes as all might see, 35 


His matchless Impudence from the second 
Nor was he more singular 
in the undeviatmg Pravity of his Manners 
Than successful 
in Accumulating Wealth 
For, without Trade or Profession, 

Without Trust of Public Money, 

And without Bribe-worthy Service, 

He acquired, or more properly created, 

A Ministerial Estate 
He was the only Person of his Time, 

Who cou*d CHEAT without the Mask of Honesty, 

Retain his Primeval Meanness 
When possess’d of Ten Thousand a Year, 

And having daily deserved the Gibbet for what 
he did, 

Was at last condemn’d to it for what he could 
not do 

Oh Indignant Reader! 

Think not his Life useless to Mankind! 

Providence conniv’d at his execrable Designs, 

To give to After-ages 
A conspicuous Proof and Example, 

Of how small Estimation is Exorbitant Wealth 
in the Sight of GOD, 

By his bestowing it on the most unworthy of 
all Mortals 

This Gentleman was worth seven thousand pounds a year estate m Land, 
and about one hundred thousand m Money [P] 

Mr Waters, the third of these worthies, was a man no way resembl- 
ing the former in his military, but extremely so in his civil capacity, his 
great fortune havmg been rais’d by the like diligent attendance on the 
necessities of others But this gentleman’s history must be deferred till his 
death, when his worth may be known more certainly [P] See 1 125W 
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Still, as of old, incumber’d ViUamy! 

In vam may Heroes fight, and Patnots rave. 

If secret Gold saps on from knave to knave 
Could France or Rome divert our brave designs. 

With all their brandies or with all their wines > 40 

What could they more than Kmghts and Squires confound. 
Or water all the Quorum ten miles round ? 

A Statesman’s slumbers how this speech would spoilt 
‘Sir, Spam has sent a thousand jars of oil. 

Huge bales of British cloth blotiade the door, 45 

A himdred oxen at your levee roar ’ 

Poor Avarice one torment niore would find, 

Nor could Profusion squander all m kmd 
Astride his cheese Sir Morgan might we meet. 

And Worldly crymg coals from street to street, 50 

(Whom with a wig so wild, and mien so maz’d. 

Pity mistakes for some poor tradesman craz’d) 

Had Colepepper’s whole wealth been hops and hogs, 

Could he himself have sent it to the dogs > 

His Grace will game to White’s a Bull be led, 55 

With spurmng heels and with a buttmg head 
To White’s be earned, as to ancient games. 

Fair Coursers, Vases, and allurmg Dames 


38 saps] A military metaphor, ‘undermines the position* 

39 Rome] The Pretender’s headquarters 

42 water] I e treat 

Quorum] Justices of the Peace 

50 Some Misers of great wealth, proprietors of the coal-mines, had 
enter’d at this time into an association to keep up coals to an extravagant 
pnee, whereby the poor were reduced almost to starve, till one of them 
takmg the advantage of underselhng the rest, defeated the design One of 
these Misers was worth ten thousand, another seven thousand a year [P] 

Worldly is Lady Mary s penurious husband Edward Wortley Montagu 
(1681-1761) 

53 Sir William CoLEPEPPER, Bart <i668-i74o> a person of an 
ancient family, and ample fortune, without one other quality of a Gentle- 
man, who, after ruining himself at the Gaming-table, past the rest of his 
days in sittmg there to see the rum of others, preferring to subsist upon 
borrowmg and begging, rather than to enter into any reputable method of 
hfe, and refusing a post in the army which was offer’d him [P] 

55 Hts Grace] The allusion is no doubt to Wnothesley Russell, third 
Duke of Bedford (1708-32), who on 27 November 1731 lost at 

White’s to Henry Jansen ’The episode is commemorated in Irmt Donne, 
II 88 (q V , p 678) 

XVhite*^ A chocolate-house established m St James’s Street about 1699 
and converted into a club about 1730 to exclude the professional sharpers 
White’s was notorious for the high play 
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Shall then Uxono^ if the stakes he sweep. 

Bear home six Whores, and make his Lady weep > 60 

Or soft Adorns, so perfum’d and fine. 

Drive to St James’s a whole herd of swine ? 

Oh filthy check on all industrious skill. 

To spoil the nation’s last great trade, Quadrille^ 

Once, we confess, beneath the Patriot’s cloak, 65 
From the crack’d bag the dropping Gumea spoke, 

And gmglmg down the back-stairs, told the crew, 

‘Old Cato IS as great a Rogue as you ’ 

Blest paper-credit » last and best supply* 

That lends Corruption lighter wmgs to fly* 70 

Gold imp’d by thee, can compass hardest things. 

Can pocket States, can fetch or carry Kmgs, 

A smgle leaf shall waft an Army o’er, 

Or ship off Senates to a distant Shore, 

A leaf, like Sibyl’s, scatter to and fro 75 

Our fates and fortimes, as the wmds shall blow 
Pregnant with thousands flits the Scrap unseen, 

And silent sells a Kmg, or buys a Queen 

59 U\ond\ John Hervey, first Earl of Bristol (1665-175 1), passionately 
fond of his wife, and a great sportsman 

61 Adonis] Apparently Lord Bristol’s son John, Baron Hervey (1696- 
1743), who as Vice-Chamberlain had official apartments in St James’s 
Palace, and whose effeminate appearance was continually satirized by Pope 

63 filthy] Feminine slang 

64 Quadrille was the fashionable card-game 

65-8 This IS a true story, which happened in the reign of William III, 
to an unsuspected old Patriot, who coming out at the back-door from 
having been closeted by the King, where he had received a large bag of 
Guineas, the bursting of the bag discovered his business there [P] 

71 imp'd] A term of falconry, meaning to insei t a feather into a hawk’s 
damaged wing, so as to increase its power of flight 

7Z In our author’s time, many Princes had been sent about the world, 
and great changes of Kings projected in Europe The partition-treaty 
<1700) had dispos’d of Spam, France had set up a King of England 
<i7oi>, who was sent to Scotland, and back again <i7i5>, Kmg 
Stanislaus was sent to Poland <1704 and 1733), and back again <1709 
and I733>, the Duke of Anjou was sent to Spam <i7oo>, and Don 
Carlos to Italy <1731) [P] 

74 Alludes to several Ministers, Counsellors, and Patriots banished m 
our times to Siberia, and to that more glorious fate of the Parlia- 
ment OF Paris, banished to Pontoise in the year 1720 [P] 

75 A Leaf like Sybils — ^Virg Aen 6 [P] Cf vi 1 16, in Dryden’s version 

But, oh * commit not thy prophetic mind 
To flitting leaves, and sport of every wind 

78 buys a Queen] An allusion to the rumour that Queen Carohne had 
accepted a large present from Robert Knight, the cashier of the South Sea 
Company 
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Since then, my Lord, on such a World we fall. 

What say you ? ‘Say > Why take it. Gold and all ’ 8o 
What Riches give us let us then enquire 
Meat, Fire, and Cloaths What more "> Meat, Cloaths, and 
Fire 

Is this too httle ? would you more than live ? 

Alas * *tis more than Turner finds they give 

Alas * ’tis more than (all his Visions past) 85 

Unhappy Wharton, wakmg, found at last * 

What can they give ? to dymg Hopkms Heirs, 

To Chartres, Vigour, Japhet, Nose and Ears ? 

Can they, m gems bid paUid'^Hippia glow. 

In Fulvia’s buckle ease the throbs below, 90 

Or heal, old Narses, thy obscener ail, 

With all th’ embroidery plaister’d at thy tail? 


84 Turner] One, who, being possessed of three hundred thousand 
pounds, laid down his Coach, because Interest was reduced from five to 
four per cent and then put seventy thousand into the Charitable Corpora- 
tion for better interest, which sum having lost, he took it so much to 
heart, that he kept his chamber ever after It is thought he would not have 
outliv’d It, but that he was heir to another considerable estate, winch he 
daily expected, and that by this course of hfe he sav’d both cloaths and all 
other expences [P] 

86 Wharton] A Nobleman of great quahties, but as unfortunate in the 
apphcation of them, as if they had been vices and follies See his Char- 
acter in the first Epistle [P] For the career of Philip Duke of Wharton see 
the notes to To Cobham, 179-209 (pp 556-7) 

87 Hopkins] A Citizen, whose rapacity obtained him the name of 
Vultur Hopkms He lived worthless, but died toorth three hundred thousand 
pounds, which he would give to no person living, but left it so as not to be 
inherited till after the second generation His counsel representing to him 
how many years it must be, before this could take effect, and that his 
money could only lie at interest all that time, he exprest great joy thereat, 
and said, ‘They would then be as long in spending, as he had been in 
getting It * But the Chancery afterwards set aside the will, and gave it to 
the heir at law [P] 

88 Chartres] See 1 zon 

Japhet, Nose and Ears] Japhet Crook <i662-i734>, ahas Sir Feter 
Stranger, was punished with the loss of those parts, for having forged a 
conveyance of an Estate to himself, upon which he took up several 
thousand pounds He was at the same time sued m Chancery for having 
fraudulently obtain’d a Will by which he possess’d another considerable 
Estate, in wrong of the brother of the deceas’d By these means he was 
wordt a great sum, which (in reward for the small loss of his ears) he 
enjoy’d in prison till his death, and quietly left to his executor [P] 

89 Htpptd] Hippia’s name and complexion both derive from a fashion- 
able abbreviation of hypochondria 

91 old Narses] William, first Earl Cadogan (1675-1726), a dis- 
tinguished soldier 
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They might (were Harpax not too wise to spend) 

Give Harpax self the blessmg of a Friend, 

Or find some Doctor that would save the life 95 

Of wretched Shylock, spite of Shylock’s Wife 
But thousands die, without or this or that, 

Die, and endow a College, or a Cat 

To some, mdeed, Heav’n grants the happier fate, 

T’ enrich a Bastard, or a Son they hate 100 

Perhaps you think the Poor might have their part ^ 

Bond damns the Poor, and hates them from his heart 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule. 

That ‘every man in ^ant is knave or fool ’ 

‘God cannot love (says Blunt, with tearless eyes) 105 
The wretch he starves’ — and piously demes 


93-4 Harpax (Greek for ‘robber*) is perhaps an ideal figure 

96 Shylocli\ Probably a further reference to Wortley Montagu (see 
1 5on) and Pope’s old enemy Lady Mary (see To a Lady, 24^) 

98 A famous Dutchess of R in her last will left considerable legaaes 
and annuities to her Cats [P] ‘La Belle Stuart*, Frances Theresa Stuart, 
Duchess of Richmond (1647-1702) 

102 This epistle was written in the year 1730, when a corporation was 
established to hand money to the poor upon pledges, by the name of the 
Charitable Corporation ^ It was under the direction of the Right Honour 
able Sir R S , Sir Arch Grant, Mr Denis Bond, Mr Burroughs, &c , 
but the whole was turned only to an iniquitous method of enriching 
particular people, to the ruin of such numbers, that it became a parlia 
mentary concern to endeavour the relief of those unhappy sufferers, and 
three of the managers, who were members of the house, were expelled 
By the report of the committee, appointed to enquire into that iniquitous 
affair, it appears, that when it was objected to the intended removal of the 
office, that the Poor, for whose use it was erected, would be hurt by it, 
Bond, one of the Directors, replied. Damn the Poor That ‘God hates the 
poor,* and, ‘That every man in want is knave or fool,* &c were the 
genuine apothegms of some of the persons here mentioned [P] ‘The 
Charitable Corporation, for Relief of Industrious Poor, by assisting them 
with small Sums upon Pledges at legal Interest* was incorporated in 1707, 
but only became active in 1725 By 1732 its subscribed capital amounted 
to £353*817 A large proportion of the capital found its way into the 
pockets of John Thomson, the chief warehouse-keeper, and his tools, but 
Thomson’s depredations were only made possible by the active con 
nivance of most of the eight directors of the company Three of the 
directors were M P s and were all expelled the House of Commons 

103 Sir Gilberi\ Sir Gilbert Heathcote (1652-1733), one of the 
founders, and later Governor, of the Bank of England, he was reputed to 
be the richest commoner m England His reputation for meanness arose 
from a dispute with the parson of his pansh over his brother’s funeral 
fees, his objection, however, was for paying fees for the same corpse in 
two places 

105 BZi/wt] Sir John Blunt Seel I35« 
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But the good Bishop, with a meeker air. 

Admits, and leaves them Providence’s care 
Yet, to be just to these poor men of pelf. 

Each does but hate his Neighbour as himself no 

Damn’d to the Aimes, an equal fate betides 
The Slave that digs it, and the Slave that hides 
Who suffer thus, mere Charity should own, 

Alust act on motives pow’rful, tho’ unknown 

Some War, some Plague, or Famme they foresee, 115 

Some Revelation hid from you and me 

Why Shylock wants a meal, the cause is found. 

He thinks a Loaf will nse to Bfty pound 
WTaat made Directors cheat m South-sea year ? 

To hve on Ven’son when it sold so dear 120 

Ask you why Phryne the whole Auction buys ? 

Phryne foresees a general Excise 

WTiy she and Sappho raise that monstrous sum > 

Alas* they fear a man will cost a plum 
Wise Peter sees the World’s respect for Gold, 125 
And therefore hopes this Nation may be sold 
Glorious Ambition* Peter, swell thy store. 

And be what Rome’s great Didius was before 


120 In the extravagance and luxury of the South sea > ear, the price of 
a haunch of Venison was from three to five pounds [P] 

121-2 Many people about the year 1733, had a conceit that such a 
thing was intended, of which it is not improbable this lady might have 
some intimation [P] Walpole’s Excise Bdl of 1733 was a warehousing 
scheme designed to make England a storehouse for the temporary deposit 
of goods, and London a free port The Opposition interpreted it as a 
general excise, which so much alarmed the public that Wdpole decided 
to withdraw the measure Phryne was probably Maria Skerret (1702 ?~3S), 
Walpole’s mistress and his second wife The historical Phryne was an 
Athenian hetaira of humble origin, but of great beauty and wealth 

124 plum\ Eighteenth-century slang for £100,000 

125 Peter Walter<i664?--i746>, a person not only eminent in the 
wisdom of his profession, as a dextrous attorney, but allow’d to be a good, 
if not a safe, conveyancer, extremely respected by the Nobility of this 
land, tho’ free from all manner of luxury and ostentation his Wealth was 
never seen, and his bounty never heard of, except to his own son, for 
whom he procured an employment of considerable profit, of which he 
gave him as much as was necessary Therefore the taxing of this gentleman 
with any Ambition, is certainly a great wrong to him [P] His activities as 
moneylender-in-chief to the aristocracy brought him much notoriety See 
also 1 20, Irnit Hor , Sat , ii 1 3, 40> ^ “ 168, Ep ,111 197 » Donne, 
II 66 f , Epilogue to Satires, 1 121, ii 58, and 1740, 26(>) 

128 A Roman Lawyer, so rich as to purchase the Empire when it was 
set to sale upon the death of Pertinax [P] 
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The Crown of Poland, venal twice an age. 

To just three milhons stinted modest Gage 130 

But nobler scenes Maria’s dreams unfold. 

Hereditary Realms, and worlds of Gold 
Congemal souls* whose life one Av’rice joins. 

And one fate buries m th’ Asturian Mmes 

Much injur’d Blunt* why bears he Britain’s hate ^ 135 
A wizard told him m these words our fate 
‘At length Corruption, like a gen’ral flood, 

(So long by watchful Mimsters withstood) 

Shall deluge all, and Av’nce creepmg on. 

Spread like a low-born mist, and blot the Sun, 140 
Statesman and Patriot ply alike the stocks. 

Peeress and Butler share alike the Box, 

And Judges job, and Bishops bite the town. 

And mighty Dukes pack cards for half a crown 


129 The Polish throne became vacant in 1696 with the death of John 
Sobieski, in 1707, at the abdication of Augustus II, in 1709 at the abdica- 
tion of Stanislas I, and in 1733 on the death of Augustus II The Polish 
nobility, who were the electors to the crown, were unblushingly venal 
130-4 The two persons here mentioned were of Quality, each of whom 
in the Missisippi despis’d to realize above three hundred thousand pounds ^ 
the Gentleman with a view to the purchase of the Crown of Poland, the 
Lady on a vision of the like royal nature They since retired into Spain, 
where they are still in search of gold in the mmes of the Asturies [P] 
Joseph Gage (1678 ?-i753 ?) acquired Mississippi stock representing the 
value of 13,000,000 1 and offered Augustus, king of Poland, 3,000,000 1 
for the crown, which was declined Gage obtained from the King of 
Spam a grant for working and draining all the gold mines in Old Spam 
The Astunan gold-mines were not very profitable, but in 1741 the King 
give him a silver mine of great value His second wife was Lady Mary 
Herbert (1700 ?-7o?), of whom Horace Walpole reports that she made a 
‘prodigious fortune in the Mississippi, & refused the Duke of Bouillon, 
bemg determined to marry nobody but a Sovereign Prince, but refusing 
to realise, lost the whole, & met Gage in the Asturian mines ’ 

132 Hereditary Realms'\ Lady Mary Herbert’s mother is said to ha\e 
been the illegitimate daughter of James II 

13s Sir J OHN Blunt <i66s-i733>, originally a scrivener, was one of 
the first projectors of the South-sea company, and afterwards one of the 
directors of the famous scheme in 1720 He was also one of those who 
suffer’d most severely by the biU of pains and penalties on the said 
directors He was a Dissenter of a most religious deportment, and pro- 
fess’d to be a great behever Whether he did really credit the prophecy 
here mentioned is not certam, but it was constantly in this very style he 
declaimed against the corruption and luxury of the age, the partiality of 
Parliaments, and the misery of party-spirit He was particularly eloquent 
agamst Avance in great and noble persons, of which he had indeed liv d 
to see many nuserable examples He died in the year 1732 [P] 
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See Britain sunk m lucre’s sordid charms^ 145 

And France reveng’d of Anne’s and Edward’s arms*’ 

No mean Court-badge, great Scriv’ner* fir’d thy brain, 

Nor lordly Luxury, nor City Gam 

No, ’twas thy righteous end, asham’d to see 

Senates degen’rate. Patriots disagree, 150 

And nobly wishmg Party-rage to cease, 

To buy both sides, and give thy Country peace 
‘All this IS madness,’ cries a sober sage 
But who, my friend, has reason m his rage ^ 

‘The rulmg Passion, be it what it will, 155 

The rulmg Passion conquers Reason still ’ 

Less mad the wildest whimsey we can frame. 

Than ev’n that Passion, if it has no Aim, 

For tho’ such motives Folly you may call, 

The Folly’s greater to have none at all 160 

Hear then the truth ‘ ’Tis Heav’n each Passion sends. 
And diff ’rent men directs to diff ’rent ends 
Extremes m Nature equal good produce. 

Extremes m Man concur to gen’ral use ’ 

Ask we what makes one keep, and one bestow > 165 

That Pow’r who bids the Ocean ebb and flow. 

Bids seed-time, harvest, equal course mamtam. 

Thro’ reconcil’d extremes of drought and ram, 

Biulds Life on Death, on Change Duration founds. 

And gives th’ eternal wheels to know their rounds 170 
Riches, like msects, when conceal’d they he. 

Wait but for wmgs, and m their season, fly 
Who sees pale Mammon pme amidst his store. 

Sees but a backward steward for the Poor, 

This year a Reservoir, to keep and spare, 175 

The next a Fountain, spouting thro’ his Heir, 

In lavish streams to quench a Coimtry’s thirst. 

And men and dogs shall drink him ’til they burst 

150 Patriots duagree\ Walpole owed his long tenure of power at least 
in part to the divisions within the Opposition 

152 The South Sea Company offered to take over the National Debt, 
and since members of every political party rushed to buy stock, Blunt 
might be said to have bought both sides 

1 55-6 For the Rulmg Passion see To Cobham (especially 11 174 f ) and 
E on Man ii 123-44 

163-4 See E on Man, ii 205-6, where the emphasis is on man the 
individual, and the paradox is the co-operation between vice and virtue 
in a particular person Here Pope is thinbng in terms of society, e g that 
the spendthrift is balanced by the miser 
PAP — V 
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Old Cotta sham’d his fortune and his birth. 

Yet was not Cotta void of wit or worth 
What tho’ (the use of barb’rous spits forgot) 

His kitchen vy’d m coolness with his grot ? 

His court with nettles, moats with cresses stor’d. 
With soups unbought and sallads blest his board 
If Cotta hv’d on pulse, it was no more 
Than Bramms, Saints, and Sages did before, 

To cram the Rich was prodigal expence. 

And who would take the Poor from Providence ’> 
Like some lone Chartreux stands the good old Hall, 
Silence without, aiSd Fasts within the wall. 

No rafter’d roofs with dance and tabor sound. 

No noontide-bell invites the country round. 
Tenants with sighs the smoakless tow’rs survey. 
And turn th’ unwillmg steeds another way 
Bemghted wanderers, the forest o’er. 

Curse the sav’d candle, and unop’nmg door. 

While the gaunt mastiff growhng at the gate. 
Affrights the beggar whom he longs to eat 
Not so his Son, he mark’d this oversight. 

And then mistook reverse of wrong for nght 
(For what to shun will no great knowledge need, 
But what to follow, is a task mdeed ) 

What slaughter’d hecatombs, what floods of wine. 
Fill the capacious Squire, and deep Divme^ 

Yet no mean motive this profusion draws. 

His oxen perish in his country’s cause, 

’Tis George and Liberty that crowns the cup, 
And Zeal for that great House which eats him up 
The woods recede around the naked seat. 

The Sylvans groan — ^no matter — ^for the Fleet 
Next goes his Wool — ^to clothe our vahant bands. 
Last, for his Coimtry’s love, he sells his Lands 
To town he comes, completes the nation’s hope. 
And heads the bold Tram-bands, and burns a Pope 
And shall not Britam now reward his toils, 

Bntam, that pays her Patriots with her Spoils ? 
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179 Old Cotta] Sir John Cutler (see 1 3i5«) 

184 — dapidus mensas onerabat memptis virg [P] Georg , iv 133 
199 Or rather his son-in-law, Charles Bodvile Robartes, second Earl of 
Radnor (1660-1723) 

214 Tram-bands] A trained company of citizen soldiery 
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In vam at Court the Bankrupt pleads his cause. 

His thankless Country leaves him to her Laws 
The Sense to value Riches, with the Art 
T’enjoy them, and the Virtue to impart, 220 

Not meanly, nor ambitiously pursu’d. 

Not sunk by sloth, nor rais’d by servitude. 

To balance Fortune by a )ust expence. 

Join with Oeconomy, Magnificence, 

With Splendour, Charity, with Plenty, Health, 225 
Oh teach us, Bathurst * yet unspoil’d by wealth* 

That secret rare, between th’ extremes to move 
Of mad Good-nature, and ofmiean Self-love 
To Want or Worth well-weigh’d, be Bounty giv’n, 

And ease, or emulate, the care of Heav’n, 230 

Whose measure full o’erfiows on human race. 

Mend Fortune’s fault, and justify her grace 
Wealth in the gross is death, but life diffus’d. 

As Poison heals, m just proportion us’d 
In heaps, like Ambergrise, a stink it hes, 235 

But well-dispers’d, is Incense to the Skies 
Who starves by Nobles, or with Nobles eats ? 

The Wretch that trusts them, and the Rogue that cheats 
Is there a Lord, who knows a cheerful noon 
Without a Fiddler, Flatt’rer, or Buffoon ^ 240 

Whose table. Wit, or modest Ment share, 

Un-elbow’d by a Gamester, Pimp, or Play’r ? 

Who copies Your’s, or Oxford’s better part. 

To ease th’ oppress’d, and raise the sinkmg heart ^ 
Where-e’er he shmes, oh Fortune, gild the scene, 245 
And Angels guard him in the golden Mean* 

There, Enghsh Bounty yet a-while may stand. 

And Honour huger ere it leaves the land 
But all our praises why should Lords engross > 

Rise, honest Muse* and smg the Man of Ross 250 

243 Oxford‘s\ Edward Harley, Earl of Oxford < 1 689-1 741 > The son of 
Robert, created Earl of Oxford and Earl Mortimer by Queen Anne This 
Nobleman died regretted by all men of letters, great numbers of whom 
had experienc’d his benefits He left behind him one of the most noble 
Libraries in Europe [P] 

250 Man of Ross] The person here celebrated, who with a small 
Estate actually performed aU these good works, and whose true name was 
almost lost (partly by the title of the Man of Ross given him by way of 
eminence, and partly by being buried without so much as an inscription) 
was called Mr John Kyrle He died m the year 1724, aged 90, and lies 
interr’d in the chancel of the church of Ross m Herefordshire [P] 
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Pleas’d Vaga echoes thro’ her winding bounds^ 

And rapid Severn hoarse applause resounds 
Who hung with woods yon mountain’s sultry brow 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow > 

Not to the siiQS m useless columns tost, 255 

Or in proud falls magnificently lost. 

But clear and artless, pouring thro’ the plain 
Health to the sick, and solace to the swain 
Whose Cause-way parts the vale with shady rows ^ 
Whose Seats the weary Traveller repose ? 260 

Who taught that heav’n-directed spire to rise 
The Man of Ros»s, each hsping babe rephes 
Behold the Market-place with poor o’erspread* 

The Man of Ross divides the weekly bread 
Behold yon Alms-house, neat, but void of state, 265 
Where Age and Want sit smiling at the gate 
Him portion’d maids, apprentic’d orphans blest. 

The young who labour, and the old who rest 
Is any sick> the Man of Ross relieves. 

Prescribes, attends, the med’cme makes, and gives 270 
Is there a variance ? enter but his door. 

Balk’d are the Courts, and contest is no more 
Despairmg Quacks with curses fled the place, 

And vile Attormes, now an useless race 

Thrice happy man* enabled to pursue 275 

What aU so wish, but want the pow’r to do I 
Oh say, what sums that gen’rous hand supply ? 

What mines, to swell that boundless charity ?’ 

Of Debts, and Taxes, Wife and Children clear. 

This man possest — ^five himdred pounds a year 280 

Blush, Grandeur, blush! proud Courts, withdraw your 
Ye little Stars* hide your dimimsh’d rays [blaze* 

‘And what ? no monument, inscription, stone ? 

His race, his form, his name almost unknown 
Who builds a Chiurch to God, and not to Fame, 285 
Will never mark the marble with his Name 
Go, search it there, where to be bom and die. 

Of rich and poor makes all the history. 

Enough, that Virtue fill’d the space between, 

Prov’d, by the ends of bemg, to have been 290 

When Hopkms dies, a thousand lights attend 


251 Vaga] The Wye 
287 The Parish-register [P] 
291-2 Seel 8 yn 
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The wretch, who hvmg sav’d a candle’s end 
Should’ring God’s altar a vile image stands, 

Behes his features, nay extends his hands. 

That live-long wig which Gorgon’s self might own, 295 

Eternal buckle takes m Panan stone 

Behold what blessmgs Wealth to life can lend^ 

And see, what comfort it affords our end 

In the worst inn’s worst room, with mat half-hxmg. 

The floors of plaister, and the walls of dung, 300 

On once a flock-bed, but repair’d with straw. 

With tape-ty’d curtams, never meant to draw, 

The George and Garter danglmg from that bed 
Where tawdry yellow strove with dirty red. 

Great ViUers hes — alas* how chang’d from him, 305 

That life of pleasure, and that soul of whim* 

Gallant and gay, m Chveden’s proud alcove. 

The bow’r of wanton Shrewsbury and love, 

Or just as gay, at Coimcil, m a rmg 

Of minuck’d Statesmen, and their merry Kmg 310 

No Wit to flatter, left of all his store* 

No Fool to laugh at, which he valu’d more 
There, Victor of his health, of fortune, friends, 

And fame, this lord of useless thousands ends 
His Grace’s fate sage Cuder could foresee, 315 

And well (he thought) advis’d him, ‘Live like me ’ 

293-6 The poet ridicules the wretched taste of carving large pernwigs 
on Busto’s, of which there are several vile examples in the tombs at 
Westminster and elsewhere [P] 

299-314 This Lord, yet more famous for his vices than his mis- 
fortunes, after having been possess’d of about 50,000 pound a year, and 
past thro* many of the highest posts in the kingdom, died in the year 1687, 
in a remote inn in Yorkshire, reduc’d to the utmost misery [P] Though 
poetically effective Pope’s lines and note are historically inaccurate 
Buckingham did die in Yorkshire in 1687, but not in an inn or in poverty 
The legend was already in existence a few days after Buckingham died 

301 Flock-beds were only used by the nuddle classes, the anstocracy 
had feather-beds 

307 A delightful palace, on the banks of the Thames, built by the Duke 
of Buckingham [P] 

308 The Countess of Shrewsbury a woman abandon’d to gallantries 
The Earl her husband was kill’d by the Duke of Buckingham in a duel, 
and it has been said, that during the combat she held the Duke’s horses 
in the habit of a page [P] 

315 Cutler] Sir John Cutler (1608 ?-i 693) was a rich London mer- 
chant, who promoted the subscriptions raised by the City for Charles II 
He received both a knighthood and a baronetcy m 1660 Although he was 
a generous benefactor of the Grocers* Company, Gresham’s College, the 
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As well his Grace reply’d, ‘Like you^ Sir John ’ 

That I can do, when all I have is gone ^ 

Resolve me. Reason, which of these is worse. 

Want with a full, or with an empty purse ^ 320 

Thy life more wretched, Cutler, was confess’d. 

Arise, and tell me, was thy death more bless’d ^ 

Cutler saw tenants break, and houses fall. 

For very want, he could not build a wall 

His only daughter m a stranger’s pow’r, 325 

For very want, he could not pay a dow’r 

A few grey hairs his rev’rend temples crown’d, 

’Twas very want tltat sold them for two pound 
What ev’n deny’d a cordial at his end, 

Bamsh’d the doctor, and expell’d the friend 330 

What but a want, which you perhaps think mad. 

Yet numbers feel, the want of what he had 
Cutler and Brutus, dymg both exclaim, 

‘Virtue’ and Wealth’ what are ye but a name’’ 

Say, for such worth are other worlds prepar’d ^ 335 

Or are they both, m this their own reward ? 

A knotty pomt’ to which we now proceed 
But you are tir’d — ^I’ll tell a tale ‘Agreed ’ 

Where London’s column, pomtmg at the skies. 

Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lyes, 340 

There dwelt a Citizen of sober fame, 

A plam good man, and Balaam was his name, 

Rehgious, punctual, frugal, and so forth. 

His word would pass for more than he was worth 
One sohd dish his week-day meal affords, 345 

An added pudding solemmz’d the Lord’s 
Constant at Church, and Change, his gams were sure. 
His givmgs rare, save farthmgs to the poor 
The Dev’l was piqu’d such samtship to behold. 

And long’d to tempt him like good Job of old 350 
But Satan now is wiser than of yore. 


College of Physicians, and the parish of St Margaret’s, Westminster, his 
personal parsimony earned for him an undeserved notoriety, which by 
Pope’s time had become legendary Pope’s account is quite unhistorical 
339 The Monument, built in memory of the fire of London, with a 
inscription, importing that city to have been burnt by the Papists [P] 
342 Balaam] Perhaps modelled on Thomas Pitt (1653-1726), grand- 
father of the statesman, who had made a great deal of money m underhand 
ways, was remarkably pious, owned an estate in Cornwall, and bought and 
represented the rotten borough of Old Sarum 
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And tempts by making rich, not makmg poor 
Rouz’d by die Prmce of Air, the whirlwinds sweep 
The surge, and plunge his Father m the deep, 

Then full agamst his Cornish lands they roar, 355 

And two rich ship-wrecks bless the lucky shore 
Sir Balaam now, he hves like other folks. 

He takes his chirpmg pmt, and cracks his jokes 
‘Live like yourself,’ was soon my Lady’s word, 

And lo • two puddmgs smoak’d upon the board 360 
Asleep and naked as an Indian lay. 

An honest factor stole a Gem away 
He pledg’d it to the kmght, fhe kmght had wit, 

So kept the Diamond, and the rogue was bit 

Some scruple rose, but thus he eas’d his thought, 365 

T’U now give six-pence where I gave a groat. 

Where once I went to church. I’ll now go twice — 

And am so clear too of all other vice ’ 

The Tempter saw his time, the work he piyd. 

Stocks and Subscnptions pour on ev’ry side, 370 

’Till all the Daemon makes his full descent. 

In one abundant show’r of Cent per Cent , 

Sinks deep withm him, and possesses whole. 

Then dubs Director, and secures his soul 
Behold Sir Balaam, now a man of spirit, 375 

Ascribes his gettmgs to his parts and ment. 

What late he call’d a Blessmg, now was Wit, 

And God’s good Providence, a lucky Hit 
Thmgs change their titles, as our manners turn 
His Comptmg-house employ’d the Sunday-mom, 380 
Seldom at Church (’twas such a busy hfe) 

But duly sent his family and wife 
There (so the Dev’l ordam’d) one Chnstmas-tide 
My good old Lady catch’d a cold, and dy’d 
A Nymph of Quahty admires our Kmght, 385 

He marries, bows at Court, and grows pohte 

3SS The author has placed the scene of these shipwrecks in Cornwall, 
not only from their frequency on that coast, but from the inhjmanity of 
the inhabitants to those to whom that misfortune arrives When a ship 
happens to be stranded there, they have been known to bore holes in it, 
to prevent its getting off, to plunder, and sometimes even to massacre the 
people Nor has the Parliament of England been yet able wholly to 

suppress these barbarities [P] , „ ^ j r r 

361-4 Pitt bought the celebrated Pitt diamond for £20,400 when he 
was Governor of Fort St George, Madras Later he sold it for over six 
times as much to the Duke of Orleans 
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Leaves the dull Cits, and joins (to please the fair) 

The well-bred cuckolds in St James’s air 
First, for his Son a gay Commission buys, 

Who drinks, whores, fights, and in a duel dies 390 
His daughter flaunts a Viscount’s tawdry wife, 

She bears a Coronet and P-x for hfe 
In Britam’s Senate he a seat obtains. 

And one more Pensioner St Stephen gams 

My Lady falls to play, so bad her chance, 395 

He must repair it, takes a bribe from France, 

The House impeach him, Comngsby harangues. 

The Court forsakerhim, and Sir Balaam hangs 
Wife, son, and daughter, Satan, are thy own. 

His wealth, yet dearer, forfeit to the Crown 400 

The Devil and the Kmg divide the prize. 

And sad Sir Balaam curses God and dies 


394 — atque unum civem donare Sibylla J u v [P] Juvenal, in 3 
397 Comngsby] Thomas, Earl Comngsby (i645?-i7a9), appointed m 
1715 a commissioner to investigate the intrigue leading up to the Peace 
of Utrecht, and to impeach Harley See his satirical epitaph, p 496 


Epistle IV To Richard Boyle^ Earl of 
Burlington 

[wntten 1730-31, published 1731] 

ARGUMENT 

Of the Use 0/ Riches The Vanity of Expence in People of Wealth and 
Quality The abuse of the wordT^^Xt^'v 13 That the first principle 
and foundation^ vn this as in every thing else, is Good Sense, v 40 
The chief proof of it is to follow Nature, even in works of mere 
Luxury and Elegance Instanced in Architecture and Gardening, 
where all must he adapted to the Gemus and Use of the Place, and 
the Beauties not forced into it, hut resulting from it, v 50 How men 
are disappointed in their most expensive undertakings, for want of 
this true Foundation, without which nothing can please long, if at 

Heading] Richard Boyle, third Earl of Burlington and fourth Earl of 
Cork (1695-1753), an enthusiastic Palladian who was largely responsible 
for the exclusion of baroque and rococo influences from Georgian 
architecture He reconstructed Burlington House, Piccadilly, on classical 
hnes c 1716, and added to his country house at Chiswick a villa (1727-36) 
modelled on one of Palladio’s own Pope was on friendly terms with him 
by 1716 or earlier 
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all, and the best Examples and Rules will hut be perverted into 
something hmdtmomt or rtdiculotLS:,v 65, &c to 92 A description 
of the false Taste of Magmficence, the first grand Error of which 
IS to imagine that Greatness consists in the Size and Dimension, 
instead of the Proportion and Harmony of the whole, v 97, and the 
second^ either in joining together Parts mcoherent, or too mmutely 
resemblmg, or in the Repetition of the same too frequently y v 105, 
&c A word or two of false Ta$te in Books, in Music, in Painting, 
even in Preaching and Prayer, and lastly in Entertainments, 
V i33> Yet Providence is justified in giving Wealth to be 
squandered in this manner^ since it is dispersed to the Poor and 
Laborious part of mankind^ v 169 [Recurring to what is laid down 
in the first booky Ep 11, and in the Epistle preceding thiSy v 159, 
&c ] What are the proper Objects of Magmficencey and a proper 
field for the Expence of Great Men, v 177, &c , and finally y the 
Great and Public Works which become a Pnnce, v 191, to the end 

My Lord, 

The Clamour raised about this Epistle could not give me so much painy 
as I received pleasure in seeing the general Zeal of the World in the 
cause of a Great Man who is Beneficent^ and the particular Warmth 
of your Lordship in that of a private Man who is innocent 
It was not the Poem that deserved this from yoUy for as 1 had the 
Honom to be your friendy I cou^d not treat you quite like a Poet hut 
sure the Writer deserved more Candor even from those who knew him 
noty than to promote a Report which in regard to that Noble Persony 
was Impertment, m regard to mey ViUamous Yet I had no great 
Cause to wondery that a Character belonging to twenty should be 
applied to one, sincey by that meansy nmeteen wou^d escape the 
Ridicule 

I was too well content with my Knowledge of that Noble Personas 
Opinion in this Affair y to trouble the publick about it But since Malice 
and Mistake are so long a dyingy I take the opportunity of this third 
Edition to declare His Belief, not only of My Iimocence, but of 
Their Mahgmty, of the former of which my own Heart is as consciousy 
as I fear some of theirs must be of the latter His Humanity feels a 
Concern for the Injury done to Me, while His Greatness of Mind can 
bear with Indifference the Insult offered to Himself 

However y my Lord, I owny that Critics o/this Sort can intimidate 
mey nay half incline me to write no more It wou^d be making the Town 
a Compliment winch I think it deservesy and which somcy I am surcy 
wou^d take very kindly This way of Satire is dangerousy as long as 
Slander raised by Fools of the lowest Ranky can find any Countenance 
from those of a Higher Even from the Conduct shewn on this occasiouy 
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I have leamt there are some who wou^d rather he wicked than 
ndiculous^ and therefore it may be safer to attack Vices than Follies 
I will leave my Betters in the quiet Possession of their Idols, their 
Groves, and their High-Places, and change my Subject from their 
Pride to their Meanness, from their Vanities to their Miseries And 
as the only certain way to avoid Misconstruction^ to lessen Offence^ and 
not to multiply ilUnatur^d Applications:, I may probably in my next 
make use of Real Names and not of Fictitious Ones I am. 

My Lord, 

Your Faithful, 
Affectionate Servant, 
A Pope 


’Tis strange, the Miser should his Cares employ. 

To gam those Riches he can ne’er enjoy 
Is It less strange, the Prodigal should wast 
His wealth, to purchase what he ne’er can taste ^ 

Not for himself he sees, or hears, or eats, 5 

Artists must chuse his Pictures, Music, Meats 
He buys for Topham, Drawmgs and Designs, 

For Pembroke Statues, dirty Gods, and Corns, 

Rare monkish Manuscripts for Heame alone, 

And Books for Mead, and Butterflies for Sloane 10 

Think we all these are for himself > no more 
Than his fine Wife, alas * or finer Whore 
For what has Virro pamted, built, and planted 
Only to show, how many Tastes he wanted 
What brought Sir Visto’s ill got wealth to waste ? 15 

Some Daemon whisper’d, ‘Visto* have a Taste ’ 

6 Artists\ Experts, connoisseurs 

7 Tophain\ A Gentleman famous for a judicious collection of Draw- 
ings [P] Richard Topham (d 1735), Keeper of the Records in the Towei 
His valuable collection of drawings, portraits, and engravings was 
bequeathed with his books to Eton College Library 

8 Thomas Herbert, eighth Earl of Pembroke (1656-1733), Whig 
pohtician who devoted his leisure to collecting statues, pictures, and coins 

9 Thomas Hearne (1678-1735), the most eminent medievahst of 
Pope’s generation 

10 Mead Sloane'\ Two eminent Physicians, the one had an excel- 
lent Library, the other the finest collection in Europe of natural curiosi- 
ties, both men of great learning and humanity [P] Richard Mead (1673- 
1754) was Physician in Ordinary to George II and Queen Carohne His 
collection of books numbered some thirty thousand volumes Sir Hans 
Sloane (1660-1753) was First Physician to George II and President of the 
Royal College of Physicians, 1719-35 His collections were bought by the 
nation after his death and formed the nucleus of the British Museum 
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Heav’n visits with a Taste the wealthy fool. 

And needs no Rod but Ripley with a Rule 
See» sportive fate, to punish aukward pride. 

Bids Bubo build, and sends him such a Gmde 20 

A standing sermon, at each year’s expense, 

That never Coxcomb reach’d Magmficence* 

You show us, Rome was glorious, not profuse. 

And pompous buildings once were thmgs of Use 

Yet shall (my Lord) your just, your noble rules 25 

Fill half the land with Imitatmg Fools, 

Who random drawmgs from your sheets shall take. 

And of one beauty many blunders make. 

Load some vam Church with old Theatric state. 

Turn Arcs of triumph to a Garden-gate, 30 

Reverse your Ornaments, and hang them all 
On some patch’d dog-hole ek’d with ends of wall. 

Then clap four shces of Pilaster on’t. 

That, lac’d with bits of rustic, makes a Front 

Or call the wmds thro’ long Arcades to roar, 35 

Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door. 

Conscious they act a true Palladian part. 

And if they starve, they starve by rules of art 
Oft have you hmted to your brother Peer, 

A certam truth, which many buy too dear 40 

Somethmg there is more needful than Expence, 

And somethmg previous ev’n to Taste — ^’tis Sense 

18 Ripley] This man was a carpenter, employ’d by a first Mmister, 
who rais’d him to an Architect, without any genius m the art, and after 
some wretched proofs of his insufficiency in pubhc Buildings, made him 
Comptroller of the Board of works [P] 

20 Bubo] George Bubb, who later took the name Dodmgton and 
finally became Baron Melcombe (i 691-1762), satirized as ‘Bubo’ (Latin 
for owl) and ‘Bufo’ (Latin for toad) m Epistle to Arbuthnot, 11 230, 280 
(pp 605-7) See also Epilogue to Satires J, 12, 68 (pp 688-90) He com- 
pleted the mansion at Eastbury, Dorset The architect was Vanbrugh, for 
whose abilities Pope shared Swift’s ignorant contempt 

23 The Earl of Burlington was then pubhshing the Designs of Inigo 
Jones, and the Antiquities of Rome by Palladio [P] The Designs of Inigo 
Jones, consisting of Plans and Elevations for Public and Private Buildings, 
2 vols , 1727, (published in Kent’s name) and Fabnche antiche disegnate 
da Andrea Palladio Vicentino, 1730 

32 dog-hole] ‘A vile hole, a mean habitation’ (Johnson) 

33 Pdast&r] ‘A square column sometimes insulated, but often set 
within a wall* (Johnson) 

34 rustic] ‘Characterized by a surface artificially roughened or left 
rough-hewn’ (OED) 

36 Venetian door] A Door or Window, so called, from being much 
practised at Venice, by Palladio and others [P] 
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Good Senses which only is the gift of Heav’n, 

And tho’ no saence, fairly worth the sev’n 
A Lightj which in yourself you must perceive, 45 
Jones and Le N6tre have it not to give 
To build, to plant, whatever you mtend. 

To rear the Column^ or the Arch to bend, 

To swell the Terras, or to sink the Grot, 

In all, let Nature never be forgot 50 

But treat the Goddess like a modest fair. 

Nor over-dress, nor leave her wholly bare. 

Let not each beauty ev’ry where be spy’d. 

Where half the ^lU is decently to hide 
He gams all pomts, who pleasmgly confounds, 55 
Surprizes, varies, and conceals the Bounds 
Consult the Genius of the Place m all. 

That tells the Waters or to rise, or fall. 

Or helps th’ ambitious Hill the heav’n to scale. 

Or scoops m circlmg theatres the Vale, 60 

Calls m the Country, catches openmg glades, 

Joms wilhng woods, and varies shades from shades. 
Now breaks or now directs, th’ mtending Lmes, 

Paints as you plant, and, as you work, designs 
Still follow Sense, of ev’ry Art the Soul, 65 

Parts answ’rmg parts shall shde mto a whole, 
Spontaneous beauties all aroxmd advance. 

Start ev’n from Difficulty, strike from Chance, 

Nature shall pm you. Time shall make it grow 
A Work to wonder at — ^perhaps a Stow 70 

Without It, proud Versailles* thy glory falls. 

And Nero’s Terraces desert their walls 

The vast Parterres a thousand hands shall make, 

Lo* Cobh AM comes, and floats them with a Lake 


46 Inigo Jones the celebrated Architect, and M Le Ndtre, the designer 
of the best Gardens of France [P] Andr6 Le Ndtre (1613-1700) laid out 
the gardens at Versailles and Fontainebleau 

63 th* intending lines] Those which lead the eye forward 

70 Stow] The seat and gardens of the Lord Viscount Cobham in 
Buckinghamshire [P] Bridgman began the process of blending the land- 
scape with the garden, and Gibbs, Vanbrugh, and Kent dotted temples, 
columns, and arches about Bridgman was succeeded by Kent, on whose 
death the ruralizing of the place continued under ‘Capability* Brown 

71 Until the advent of the landscape gardeners Le N6tre*s gardens at 
Versailles were considered the best m Europe 

72 Probably referring to the Golden House of Nero 

74 floats] (= flood, inundate) a technical agricultural term 



MORAL ESSAYS EPISTLE TO BURLINGTON 59I 

Or cut Wide views thro’ Mountains to the Plain, 75 

You’ll wish your hill or shelter’d seat again 
Ev’n m an ornament its place remark. 

Nor in an Hermitage set Dr Clarke 
Behold ViUario’s ten-years toil compleat. 

His Qumcunx darkens, his Espaliers meet, 8o 

The Wood supports the Plam, the parts umte. 

And strength of Shade contends with strength of Light, 

A wavmg Glow his bloomy beds display. 

Blushing in bright diversities of day. 

With silver-qmv’rmg rills maeander’d o’er — 85 

Enjoy them, you’ Villario caiPno more. 

Tir’d of the scene Parterres and Fountams yield. 

He finds at last he better likes a Field 
Thro’ his young Woods how pleas’d Sabmus stray’d, 

Or sat dehghted m the thick’nmg shade 90 

With annual joy the red’mng shoots to greet. 

Or see the stretchmg branches long to meet’ 

His Son’o fine Taste an op’ner Vista loves. 

Foe to the Dryads of his Father’s groves. 

One boundless Green, or flourish’d Carpet views, 95 
With all the mournful family of Yews, 

The thnvmg plants ignoble broomsti<±s made. 

Now sweep those Alleys they were bom to shade 


75-6 This was done in Hertfordshire, by a wealthy citizen, at the 
expence of above 5000 1 by which means (merely to overlook a dead 
plam) he let m the north-wind upon his house and parterre, which were 
before adorned and defended by beautiful woods [P] At Moor Park, 
Rickmansworth 

78 Dr S Clarke’s busto placed by the Queen in the Hermitage, while 
the Dr duely frequented the Court [P] The Hermitage was one of the 
ornamental features m Richmond Park In 173Z, busts of Boyle, Locke, 
Newton, and Wollaston by Rysbrack and of Samuel Clarke by Guelfi were 
installed there Samuel Clarke (1675-1729) was the most distinguished 
English philosopher between Locke and Berkeley 

80 Quincuno^ A group of five trees, four planted in a square or 
rectangle (one at each corner) and the fifth in the centre For Pope’s own 
quincunx see Imit Hor , Sat , ii 1 130 (p 618) 

84 See ‘The Garden*, 11 7-8, p 12 

95 The two extremes in parterres, which are equally faulty, a boundless 
Greeny large and naked as a field, or 2^ flourished Carpet y where the greatness 
and nobleness of the piece is lessened by being divided into too many 
parts, with scroll’d works and beds, of which the examples are frequent [P] 

96 Touches upon the ill taste of those who are so fond of Ever-greens 
(particularly Yews, which are the most tonsile) as to destroy the nobler 
Forest-trees, to m^e way for such little ornaments as Pyramids of dark- 
green, continually repeated, not unlike a Funeral procession [P] 
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At Timon’s Villa let us pass a day, 

Where all cry out, ‘What sums are thrown away*’ 100 
So proud, so grand, of that stupendous air. 

Soft and Agreeable come never there 
Greatness, with Timon, dwells in such a draught 
As brmgs all Brobdignag before your thought 
To compass this, hi& building is a Town, 

His pond an Ocean, his parterre a Down 
Who but must laugh, the Master when he sees, 

A pimy insect, shiv’rmg at a breeze* 

Lo, what huge heaps of littleness around* 

The whole, a labour’d 'Quarry above ground 
Two Cupids sqmrt before a Lake behind 
Improves the keenness of the Northern wmd 
His Gardens next your admiration call. 

On ev’ry side you look, behold the Wall* 

No pleasmg Intricacies intervene, 

No artful wildness to perplex the scene. 

Grove nods at grove, each AUey ha& a brother. 

And half the platform just reflects the other 
The suff’nng eye inverted Nature sees. 

Trees cut to Statues, Statues thick as trees. 

With here a Fountam, never to be play’d. 

And there a Summer-house, that knows no shade. 

Here Amphitrite sails thro’ myrtle bow’rs. 

There Gladiators fight, or die, m flow’rs, 

Un-water’d see the drooping sea-horse mourn, 125 

And swallows roost m Nilus’ dusty Urn 
My Lord advances with majestic mien, 

Smit with the mighty pleasure, to be seen 
But soft — ^by regular approach — ^not yet — 

First thro’ the length of yon hot Terrace sweat, 130 

And when up ten steep slopes you’ve dragg’d your thighs. 
Just at his Study-door he’U bless your eyes 


103 


no 


115 


120 


99 At Ttmon^s Villa] This description is intended to comprize the 
principles of a false Taste of Magnificence, and to exemphfy what was 
said before, that nothing but Good Sense can attain it [P] Timon is 
almost certainly nobody m particular, a personification of aristocratic 
pride, but many of the details of the grounds and house derive from 
actual offences against taste committed by Pope’s contemporaries 
124 The two Statues of the Gladiator pugnans and Gladiator mortem 

[P] 

130 The Approaches and Communications of house with garden, or of 
one part with another, ill judged and inconvienient [P] 
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His Study* with what Authors is it stor’d 
In Books, not Authors, curious is my Lord, 

To all their dated Backs he turns you round, 135 

These Aldus prmted, those Du Sued has bound 
Lo some are Vellom, and the rest as good 
For all his Lordship knows, but they are Wood 
For Locke or Milton ’tis m vam to look. 

These shelves admit not any modern book 140 

And now the Chapel’s sdver bell you hear. 

That summons you to all the Pride of Pray’r 
Light quirks of Musick, broken and tmeven. 

Make the soul dance upon ^ Jig to Heaven 

On pamted Cielmgs you devoutly stare, 145 

Where sprawl the Samts of Vemo or Laguerre, 

On gdded clouds m fair expansion he. 

And brmg all Paradise before your eye 
To rest, the Cushion and soft Dean mvite. 

Who never mentions Hell to ears pohte 150 

But hark* the chimmg Clocks to dinner call, 

A himdred footsteps scrape the marble Hall 
The rich Buffet well-colour’d Serpents grace, 

And gaping Tritons spew to wash your face 


133 The false Taste in Books , a satyr on the vanity in collecting them, 
more frequent in men of Fortune than the study to understand them 
Many delight chiefly in the elegance of the print, or of the binding, some 
have carried it so far, as to cause the upper shelves to be filled with 
pamted books of wood, others pique themselves so much upon books in 
a language they do not understand as to exclude the most useful in one 
they do [P] 

136 Aldo Manutio, the Renaissance Venetian printer, and the Abb6 Du 
Sueil, a famous Pans binder of the early eighteenth century 

143 The false Taste in MusiCy improper to the subjects, as of light airs 
in Churches, often practised by the organists, Sfc [P] 

145 — ^And in Painting <1 e false taste in> (from which even Italy is not 
free) of naked figures in Churches, which has obliged some Popes to 
put draperies on some of those of the best masters [P] 

146 V&rno or Laguerre] Vemo (Antonio) <i639-i7o7> painted many 
cielmgs, &c at Windsor, Hampton-court, &c and Laguerre <1663-17^1) 
at Blenheim-castle, and other places [P] See Windsor-Forest, 303--10JI 

1 50 This is a fact, a reverend Dean preaching at Court, threatned the 
sinner with punishment in *a place which he thought it not decent to 
name in so polite an assembly’ [P] Knightly Chetwood (1650-1720), 
Dean of Gloucester 

153 Taxes the incongruity of Ornaments (tho* sometimes practised by 
the ancients) where an open mouth ejects the water into a fountain, or 
where the shocking images of serpents, &c are introduced in Grottos or 
Buffets [P] 
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Is this a dinner "> this a Genial room ^ 155 

Noj ’tis a Temple^ and a Hecatomb 
A solemn Sacrifice, perform’d m state, 

You drink by measure, and to minutes eat 
So quick retires each flying course, you’d swear 
Sancho’s dread Doctor and his Wand were there 160 
Between each Act the trembling salvers ring. 

From soup to sweet-wme, and God bless the King 
In plenty starving, tantahz’d in state. 

And complaisantly help’d to all I hate. 

Treated, caress’d, and tir’d, I take my leave, 165 

Sick of his civil Pride from Morn to Eve, 

I curse such lavish cost, and httle skill. 

And swear no Day was ever past so ill 
Yet hence the Poor are cloath’d, the Hungry fed, 

Health to himself, and to his Infants bread 170 

The Lab’rer bears What his hard Heart demes. 

His charitable Vamty supphes 
Another age shall see the golden Ear 
Imbrown the Slope, and nod on the Parterre, 

Deep Harvests bury all his pride has plann’d, 175 

And laughing Ceres re-assume the land 
Who then shall grace, or who improve the Soil ^ 

Who plants hke Bathurst, or who builds like Boyle 
’Tis Use alone that sancufies Expence, 

And Splendor borrows all her rays from Sense 180 

His Father’s Acres who enjoys in peace. 

Or makes his Neighbours glad, if he encrease. 

Whose chearful Tenants bless their yearly toil. 

Yet to their Lord owe more than to the soil. 

Whose ample Lawns are not asham’d to feed 185 

155 The proud Festivals of some men are here set forth to ridicule, 
where pride destroys the ease, and formal regularity all the pleasurable 
enjoyment of the entertamment [P] 

155 Gental] ‘Of or pertaining to a feast* (JOED) 

160 Sancho's dread Doctor'\ See Don Quixote, chap xlvii [P] 

169 The Moral of the whole, where Providence is justified in giving 
Wealth to those who squander it in this manner A bad Taste employs 
more hands and diffuses Expence more than a good one This recurs to 
what is laid down in Book 1 Epist ii v 230-7 (p 523), and in the Epistle 
preceding this, V 161 &c [P] 

174 ^ope'\ A technical term for the artificial banks used by landscape 
gardeners 

176 laughing Ceres] The snuling scene that a cornfield exhibits 
178 For Allen, Lord Bathurst see p 570 above ‘Boyle’ is Richard 
Boyle, Earl of Burlington, the poem’s dedicatee 
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The milky heifer and deserving steed. 

Whose rismg Forests, not for pnde or show. 

But future Buildings, future Navies grow 
Let his plantations stretch from down to down, 

First shade a Country, and then raise a Town 
You too proceed* make falling Arts your care. 

Erect new wonders, and the old repair, 

Jones and Palladio to themselves restore. 

And be whatever Vitruvius was before 
Till Kmgs call forth th’ Idea’s of your mmd. 

Proud to accomphsh what such hands design’d. 

Bid Harbors open, pubhc Ways, extend. 

Bid Temples, worthier of the God, ascend, 

Bid the broad Arch the dang’rous Flood contain. 

The Mole projected break the roaring Main, 

Back to his bounds their subject Sea command. 

And roll obedient Rivers thro’ the Land, 

These Honours, Peace to happy Britam brings, 

These are Imperial Works, and worthy Kmgs 

190 Country] A tract or district owned by the same proprietor 
194 M Vitruvius Pollio (born c 88 B c ), author of De Architectura 
195-204 The poet after having touched upon the proper objects of 
Magnificence and Expence, in the private works of great men, comes to 
those great and public works which become a Pnnce This Poem was 
published in the year 1732, when some of the new-built Churches, by the 
Act of Queen Anne, were ready to fall, being founded in boggy land 
(which IS satirically alluded to in our author’s mutation of Horace Lib 11 
Sat 2 <1 ii9> 

Shall half the nezo-built Churches round thee fall) 
others were vilely executed, thro’ fraudulent cabals between undertakers, 
officers, Dagenham-breach had done very great mischiefs, many of 
the Highways throughout England were hardly passable, and most of 
those which were repaired by Turnpikes were made jobs for private lucre, 
and infamously executed, even to the entrances of London itself The 
proposal of building a Bridge at Westminster had been petition’d against 
and rejected, but m two years after the pubhcation of this poem, an Act 
for building a Bridge past thro* both houses After many debates in the 
committee, the execution was left to the carpenter above-mentioned <1 
1 8>, who would have made it a wooden one, to which our author alludes 
m these lines, 

Who hmlds a Bridge that never drove a pde^ 

Should Riply venture, all the voorld would smile 
See the notes on that place <^Imit Hor ,Ep,iii i86> [P] See the note to 
Imit Hor , Sat , ii 11 119, p 622 Dagenham Breach was the result of a 
storm in 1707 which broke through a sluice in the bank of the Thames, 
costing over £40,000 to repair and not completed until 1723 An Act for 
the construction of Westminster Bridge was passed m 1736, and Burling- 
ton was (from 1737) one of the Commissioners appointed to superintend 
the work The first stone was laid in 1739 and it was opened m 1750 
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An Epistle from Mr PopCj 
to Dr Arbuthnot 

[written 173 1-4, published 1735] 

Neque sermombus Vulgi dederis te^ nec in Praemus humanis spem 
posueris rerum tuarum suis te oportet illecebns ipsa Virtus trakat 
ad verum decus Quid de te alii loquantur^ ipsi videant^ sed loquen- 
tur tamen 

TULLY [De Re Publica^ Lib vi, cap xxiii] 
ADVERTISEMENT 

This Paper is a Sort of Bill of Complaint ^ begun many years since ^ 
and drawn up by snatches^ as the several Occasions offered I had no 
thoughts of publishing it^ till it pleased some Persons of Rank and 
Fortune [the Authors^ 0/ Verses to the Imitator of Horace, and of an 
Epistle to a Doctor of Divimty from a Nobleman at Hampton 
Court,] to attack in a very extraordinary manner ^not only my Writings 
(of which being publick the Pubhck judge) but my Person, Morals, 
and Family, whereof to those who know me noU ci truer Information 
may be requisite Being divided between the Necessity to say something 
of Myself, and my own Laziness to undertake so awkward a Task^ I 
thought It the shortest way to put the last hand to this Epistle If it 
have any thing pleasing^ it will be That by which I am most desirous 
to please^ the Truth and the Sentiment, and if any thing offensive^ it 
will be only to those I am least sorry to offend^ the Viaous or the 
Ungenerous 

Many will know their own Pictures in it^ there being not a Circum-- 
stance but what is true^ but I have^ for the most part spared tlmr 
Names, and they may escape being lauglfd aty if th^ please 

I would have some of them knowy it was owing to the Request of the 
learned and candid Friend to whom it is inscnbedy that I make not as 
free use of theirs as they have done of mine However I shall have this 
Advantagey and Honour y on my sidey that whereas by thetr proceedingy 
any Abuse may be directed at any many no Injury can possibly be done 
by miney since a Nameless Character can never be found outy but by its 
Truth and L±eness 

Shut, shut the door, good John f fatigu’d I said, 

Tye up the knocker, say I’m sick, I’m dead, 

1 Authors) Lord Hervey and Lady Mary Wortley Montagu 
I good John) Pope’s servant, John Serle 
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The Dog-star rages ^ nay ’tis past a doubt. 

All Bedlam^ or Parnassus^ is let out 
Fire in each eye, and Papers in each hand, ^ 

They rave, recite, and madden round the land 
What Walls can guard me, or what Shades can hide ? 
They pierce my Thickets, thro’ my Grot they glide. 

By land, by water, they renew the charge. 

They stop the Chariot, and they board the Barge lo 

No place is sacred, not the Church is free, 

Ev’n Sunday shines no Sahhath-day to me 
Then from the Mint walks forth the Man of Ryme, 

Happy ^ to catch me, 'just at Dinner-time 
Is there a Parson, much be-mu$’d in Beer, 15 

A maudlm Poetess, a rymmg Peer, 

A Clerk, foredoom’d his Father’s soul to cross. 

Who pens a Stanza when he should engross ? 

Is there, who lock’d from Ink and Paper, scrawls 

With desp’rate Charcoal roimd his darken’d walls ^ 20 

All fly to Twifnam^ and in humble stram 

Apply to me, to keep them mad or vam 

Arthur^ whose giddy Son neglects the Laws, 

Imputes to me and my damn’d works the cause 
Poor Cornus sees his frantic Wife elope, 25 

And curses Wit, and Poetry, and Pope 
Friend to my Life, (which did not you prolong, 

The World had wanted many an idle Song) 

What Drop or Nostrum can this Plague remove 

Or which must end me, a Fool’s Wrath or Love 30 

A dire Dilemma* either way I’m sped. 

If Foes, they write, if Friends, they read me dead 
Seiz’d and ty’d down to judge, how wretched I * 

Who can’t be silent, and who will not lye, 

3 The Dog-star ragesi Sirius reappears in late summer, the customary 
time of rehearsing poetry in Ancient Rome 
8 my Groi\ see Sat ii 1 12471, p 617 

10 the Barge’l Pope employed a waterman to convey him between 
London and Twickenham 

13 the Mint] see Sat ii 1 ggn, p 616 

15 A reference to the late poet laureate, Laurence Eusden — the word 
bemused echoes his name — a type of the Drunken Poet 

23 Arthur Son} Arthur Moore a politician, and James Moore 
Smythe, who had given offence by refusing to remove some of Pope’s 
unpublished verses from his comedy The Rival Modes, 1727 

33 ty^d dozvn} Contemporary readers would recall the scene in 
Wycherley’s Plain Dealer (v 3), where Oldfox gags and ties down the 
Widow, to hear his well-penned stanzas 
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To laugh, were want of Goodness and of Grace, 35 

And to be grave, exceeds all Pow’r of Face 
I sit with sad Civihty, I read 
With honest anguish, and an aking head. 

And drop at last, but in unwilling ears. 

This saving counsel, ‘Keep your Piece nine years * 40 

Nine years * cries he, who high in Drury-lane 
Lull’d by soft Zephyrs thro’ the broken Pane, 

Rymes e’re he wakes, and prints before Term ends, 

Obhg’d by hunger and Request of friends 

‘The Piece you think is incorrect why take it, 45 

I’m all submission, what you’ti have it, make it ’ 

Three things another’s modest wishes bound. 

My Friendship, and a Prologue, and ten Pound 
Pitholeon sends to me ‘You ^ow his Grace, 

I want a Patron, ask him for a Place ’ 50 

Pitholeon hbeE’d me — ‘but here’s a Letter 
Informs you Sir, ’twas when he knew no better 
Dare you refuse him ? Curl invites to dme. 

He’ll write a Journal^ or he’ll turn Divine * 

Bless me* a Packet — ‘ ’Tis a stranger sues, 55 

A Virgm Tragedy, an Orphan Muse ’ 

If I dislike It, ‘Furies, death and rage*’ 

If I approve, ‘Commend it to the Stage ’ 

There (thank my Stars) my whole Commission ends. 

The Play’rs and I are, lucMy, no friends 60 


40 Keep nine years] the famous counsel of Horace, Ars Poetica 388, 

nonumque prematur in annum, Memb~anis intus positis 

41 high] 1 e m a garret 

Drury-lane] In Pope’s time the abode of harlots and other disreputable 
characters 

43 before Term end^ 1 e the legal terms, with which the publishing 
‘seasons* synchronized 

49 Pttholeori] The name taken from a foolish Poet at Rhodes^ who 
pretended much to Greek Schol in Horat lib 1 Dr Bentley pretends, 
that this Pitholeon libelled Caesar also See notes on Hor Sat 1 i 
<v 22> [P] The MS shows that Leonard Welsted was intended, a poet and 
critic of ability, for his quarrel with P, see 1 375W But ‘Pitholeon’ also 
fits Thomas Cooke, the translator of Hesiod (1728), who had written to 
P in apology for ‘libelhng* him 

53 Edmund Curll, a bookseller of infamous reputation, who specialized 
in publishing scandalous biographies and private papers not meant for the 
press P had suffered from his attentions since 1714, and had revenged 
himself by admimstering an emetic He also manoeuvred Curll into 
publishing an unauthorized edition of his Letters 
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Fir’d that the House reject him, ‘ ’Sdeath I’ll print it 
And shame the Fools— your Int’rest, Sir, with Lintot ’ 
Lintoti dull rogue ^ will think your price too much 
‘Not Sir, if you revise it, and retouch ’ 

AJl my demurrs but double his attacks, 65 

At last he whispers ‘Do, and we go snacks ’ 

Glad of a quarrel, strait I clap the door. 

Sir, let me see your works and you no more 
’Tis simg, when Midas* Ears began to sprmg, 

{MtdaSi a sacred Person and a Kmg) 70 

His very Munster who spy’d them fost, 

(Some say his Queen) was forc’d to speak, or burst 
And IS not mme, my Friend, a sorer case. 

When ev’ry Coxcomb perks them in my face > 

‘Good friend forbear* you deal m dang’rous thmgs, 75 
I’d never name Queens, Mmisters, or Kmgs, 

Keep close to Ears, and those let Asses prick, 

Tis nothmg’ — ^Nothmg ^ if they bite and kick 
Out with It, Dunctad f let the secret pass. 

That Secret to each Fool, that he’s an Ass 80 

The truth once told, (and wherefore shou’d we he '>) 

The Queen of Midas slept, and so may I 
You think this cruel ? take it for a rule. 

No creature smarts so httle as a Fool 

Let Peals of Laughter, Codrus ^ round thee break, 85 

Thou unconcern’d canst hear the mighty Crack 

Pit, Box and Gall’ry m convulsions hurl’d. 

Thou stand’st unshook amidst a bursting World 

62 Bernard Lintot, the bookseller who had published P^s Homer 
72 his Queen] The Story is told by some <Ovid Met xi 146 and 
Persius Sat i 121 > of his Barber, but by Chaucer of his Queen See Wife 
of Bath’s Tale m Dryden*s Fables <11 1 57-200> [P] 

76 A reflection upon the political alliance of Walpole and Queen 
Caroline 

80 I e that his ears (his marks of folly) are visible 

85 Codrus] The name of a poet ridiculed by Virgil and Juvenal 

86-8 Alluding to Horace <^Ode in 111 7, 8> 

Si fractus illabatur orbis, 

Impavidum ferient rumse [P] 

But P alludes more particularly to Addison’s rendering 

Should the whole frame of nature round him break, 

In mine and confusion hurl’d. 

He, unconcern’d, would hear the mighty crack. 

And stand secure aimdst a falhng world 
P had quoted the first and third lines in Ch xii of Pen Bathous to show 
how ‘Sometimes a single Word [crack] will vulgarize a poetical idea ’ 
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Who shames a Scnbler ? break one cobweb thro*. 

He spms the shght, self-pleasmg thread anew, 90 

Destroy his Fib, or Sophistry, m vam, 

The Creature’s at his dirty work agam. 

Thron’d in the Centre of his thm designs, 

Proud of a vast Extent of liimzy Imes 

Whom have I hurt ? has Poet yet, or Peer, 95 

Lost the arch’d eye-brow, or Parnassian sneer ^ 

And has not Colly still his Lord, and Whore ^ 

His Butchers Henley ^ his Free-masons Moor > 

Does not one Table Bavins still adroit^ 

Still to one Bishop Philips seeSn a Wit ? 100 

Still Sapho — ‘Hold* for God-sake — ^you’ll offend 
No Names — ^be calm — ^leam Prudence of a Fnend 
I too could write, and I am twice as tall. 

But Foes like these*’ — One Flatt’rer’s worse than all. 

Of all mad Creatures, if the Leam’d are nght, 105 

It IS the Slaver kills, and not the Bite 
A Fool qmte angry is quite innocent, 

Alas * ’tis ten times worse when they repent 

One dedicates, m high Heroic prose, 

And ridicules beyond a hundred foes, 1 10 

One from all Gruhstreet will my fame defend. 

And, more abusive, calls himself my fnend 
This prmts my Letters, that expects a Bribe, 

And others roar aloud, ‘Subscribe, subscribe ’ 

There are, who to my Person pay their court, 115 

I cough like Horace^ and tho’ lean, am short, 

96 Pamasstan meer\ Cf Dunctad A 11 5 p 371 

97 Colly] Cibber, comic actor, dramatist, and since 1730, poet laureate 
He had aroused P*s animosity by his treatment of P and his friends m 
plays and as actor-manager, but the quarrel did not grow acute until C 
attacked P m -4 Letter to Mr Pope (1742) and P retaliated by dis- 
placing Theobald with C in The Dunciad (1743) 

98 Hts Butchers Henley] A moimtebank preacher in government pay 
who had frequently attacked P See p 414W On Easter Day, 1729, he 
delivered a sermon purporting to display the rehgious History and Use of 
the Butchers Calling 

his Free-masons Moor} Moore-Smythe (1 asn) 

99 Bavtus] Bavius and Maevius were two poetasters who owe their 
immortality to the enmity which they displayed towards Virgil and 
Horace 

100 to one Bishop] Ambrose Philips, P’s rival in pastoral poetry, had 
gone to Ireland as secretary to Archbishop Boulter 

1 13 Letters] Some of P’s letters had been surreptitiously printed by 
Curll in 1726 
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Ammonh great Son one shoulder had too high. 

Such Ovid"^ nose, and ‘Sir* you have an Eye — ’ 

Go on, obliging Creatures, make me see 
All that disgrac’d my Betters, met m me 120 

Say for my comfort, languishmg m bed, 

‘Just so immortal Maro held his head ’ 

And when I die, be sure you let me know 
Great Homer dy’d three thousand years ago 

Why did I write "> what sm to me unknown 
Dipt me in Ink, my Parents’, or my own ^ 

As yet a Child, nor ydt a Fool to Fame, 

I hsp’d in Numbers, for the Numbers came 
I left no Calhng for this idle trade. 

No Duty broke, no Father dis-obey’d 
The Muse but serv’d to ease some Friend, not Wife, 

To help me thro’ this long Disease, my Life, 

To second, Arbuthnot * thy Art and Care, 

And teach, the Bemg you preserv’d, to bear 

But why then pubhsh? Granville the pohte, 135 

AS.d knowmg Walshy would tell me I could write, 
Well-natur’d Garth inflam’d with early praise. 

And Congreve lov’d, and Smft endur’d my Lays, 

The Courtly Talbot, Somers, Shield read, 

Ev’n mitred Rochester would nod the head, 140 

And St Johnh self (great Dryden*s friends before) 

With open arms receiv’d one Poet more 

1 17 Ammon's great So 7 i\ Alexander the Great, see Temple of Fame, 
152W (p 178) 

130 no Father dis-ohey'd^ a reference to Moore-Smythe , see 1 23 

140 Rochester’l Atterbury 

141 Dryden's friends] All these were Patrons or Admirers of Mr 
Dryden, tho’ a scandalous Libel against him, entituled Dryden's Satyr to 
his Muse, has been printed in the Name of the Lord Somers, of which he 
was wholly ignorant 

These are the persons to whose account the Author charges the pubhca- 
tion of his first pieces Persons with whom he was conversant (and he 
adds belov’d) at 16 or 17 years of age, an early period for such acquain- 
tance! The catalogue might be made yet more illustrious, had he not 
confined it to that time when he wnt the Pastorals and Windsor Forest, on 
which he passes a sort of Censure in the lines following. 

While pure Description held the place of Sense, &c 

[P] 

135-41 Granville, Walsh, and Garth were poets, Talbot, Duke of 
Shrewsbury, Lord Somers and Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham were 
statesmen and patrons Sheffield’s poems were edited by Pope 


125 


130 
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Happy my Studies, when by these approv’d* 

Happier their Author, when by these belov’d* 

From these the world will judge of Men and Books, 145 
Not from the BurmtSi Oldmixonsy and Cooks 
Soft were my Numbers, who could take offence 
While pure Description held the place of Sense ? 

Like gentle Fanny^s was my fiow’ry Theme, 

A pamted Mistress, or a purhng Stream 150 

Yet then did Gtldon draw his venal quill, 

I wish’d the man a dinner, and sate still 
Yet then did Dennis rave in furious fret, 

I never answer’d, I was not id debt 
If want provok’d, or madness made them prmt, 155 

I wag’d no war with Bedlam or the Mint 
Did some more sober Critic come abroad 
If wrong, I smil’d, if right, I kiss’d the rod 
Pams, readmg, study, are their just pretence, 

And all they want is spirit, taste, and sense 160 

Comma’s and pomts they set exactly right. 

And ’twere a sm to rob them of their Mite 
Yet ne’r one sprig of Laurel grac’d these ribalds. 

From slashmg Bentley down to pidhng Tibalds * 

Each Wight who reads not, and but scans and spells, 165 
Each Word-catcher that hves on syllables, 

Ev’n such small Cntics some regard may claim, 

Preserv’d m Miltonh or m Shakespear^s name 
Pretty* m Amber to observe the forms 
Of hairs, or straws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms, 170 

The thmgs, we know, are neither rich nor rare. 

But wonder how the Devil they got there ^ 


146 Authors of secret and scandalous History [P] Thomas Burnet is 
believed to have written Pope Alexander's Supremacy (1729), a severe 
attack upon P John Oldmixon had criticized his work in the Arts of 
Logtck and Bhetortck (1728) For Cooke, see 1 A 9 \ 

ISO A painted Meadow, or a purling stream is a Verse or Mr Addison 

[P] 

A Letter from Italy ]1 i 6 s -6 , j 1. * 

1S1--02 A version of these lines originallv introduced the character ot 
Addison (Atticus), see p 490 Gildon had The Rape of the ^ck censured 
m A New Rehearsal (1714) and Dennis in The Progress of Dulness (1728) 


156 the Mint\ see Sat iixggn 

157-72 These lines first appeared m Mtscellantes (1727) as an expan- 
sion of the character of Addison See p 490 * 4. 

164 slashmg Bentley] Bentley had attempted to restore the true text ot 
Par Lost (1732) on the assumption that the blind Milton was at the mercy 


of an amanuensis 
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Were others angry > I excus’d them too. 

Well might they rage, I gave them but their due 
A man’s true merit ’tis not hard to find, 175 

But each man’s secret standard m his nund. 

That Castmg-weight Pride adds to Emptmess, 

This, who can gratify ? for who can guess ? 

The Bard whom pilf ’red Pastorals renown. 

Who turns a Persian Tale for half a crown, 180 

Just wntes to make his barrenness appear. 

And strams from hard-bound brams eight hues a-year 
He, who still wantmg tho’ he hves on theft. 

Steals much, spends Mtle, yet has nothmg left 

And he, who now to sense, now nonsense leanmg, 185 

Means not, but blimders round about a meaning 

And he, whose Fustian’s so subhmely bad. 

It IS not Poetry, but Prose nm mad 
All these, my modest Satire bad translate^ 

And own’d, that mne such Poets made a Tate 190 

How did they fume, and stamp, and roar, and chafe > 

And swear, not Addison himself was safe 
Peace to all such* but were there One whose fires 
True Gemus kmdles, and fair Fame mspires. 

Blest with each Talent and each Art to please, 195 

And bom to wnte, converse, and hve with ease 
Shou’d such a man, too fond to rule alone. 

Bear, hke the Turk^ no brother near the throne. 

View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes. 

And hate for Arts that caus’d himself to rise, 200 

Damn with famt praise, assent with civil leer. 

And without sneermg, teach the rest to sneer, 

Willmg to wound, and yet afraid to strike. 

Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike. 

Alike reserv’d to blame, or to commend, 205 

A um’rous foe, and a suspicious friend. 

Dreading ev’n fools, by Flatterers besieg’d. 

And so obhgmg that he ne’er obhg’d. 

Like CatOi give his htde Senate laws. 

And sit attentive to his own applause, 210 

iBo a Persian tale'\ Amb Philips translated a Book called the Persian 
Tales [P] Half a crown was the prostitute’s customary charge 

1 93-214 For earlier versions of the character of Atticus (Addison), see 
PP 293»49o 

205 The ideal critic, like Walsh {E on C 730), ‘justly knew to blame 
or to commend ’ 

209 Cf P’s prologue to Addison’s Cato (1713) 1 23, p 211 
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While Wits and Templets ev’ry sentence raise^ 

And wonder with a foohsh face of praise 
Who but must laugh, if such a man there be ^ 

Who would not weep, if Atticus were he * 

What tho’ my Name stood rubric on the walls ^ 215 

Or plaister’d posts, with Claps m capitals ^ 

Or smoakmg forth, a hundred Hawkers load. 

On Wingo of Winds came flymg all abroad '> 

I sought no homage from the Race that write, 

I kept, like Asian Monarchs, from their sight 220 

Poems I heeded (now be-rym’d so long) 

No more than Thou, great GEtiRGE * a Birth-day Song 
I ne’r with Wits or Witlmgs past my days. 

To spread about the Itch of Verse and Praise, 

Nor like a Puppy daggled thro’ the Town, 225 

To fetch and carry Smg-song up and down. 

Nor at Rehearsals sweat, and mouth’d, and cry*d, 

With Handkerchief and Orange at my side 
But sick of Fops, and Poetry, and Prate, 

To Bufo left the whole Castahan State 230 

Proud, as Apollo on his forked hill. 

Sate full-blown Bufo^ puff’d by ev’ry quill, 

Fed with soft Dedication all day long, 

Horace and he went hand m hand m song 

His Library, (where Busts of Poets dead 235 

And a true Ptndar stood without a head) 

Receiv’d of Wits an undistmguish’d race. 

Who first his Judgment ask’d, and then a Place 
Much they extoll’d his Pictures, much his Seat, 

And flatter’d ev’ry day, and some days eat 240 

214 Atttcus\ It was a great Falshood which some of the Libels 
reported, thatthis Character was written after the Gentleman^s (.Addison's} 
death, which see refuted in the Testimonies prefix d to the Dunciad But 
the occasion of writing it was such, as he would not make pubhck in 
regard to his memory, and all that could further be done was to omit the 
Name, in the Editions of his Works [P] 

215-16 stood rtt&nc] Books were advertised by ‘clapping’ copies of 
title-pages to boards or posts in front of booksellers’ shops Pope’s 
former publisher Lmtot, was especially fond of red-letter title pages 

218 Hopkins, in the 104th Psalm [P] 

232 Bufo"] A Theophrastan character of a Patron, composed of certain 
traits, which Pope had observed in Bubb Dodington (1 28on ) and the 
Earl of Halifax 

236 Pindar] ridicules the affectation of Antiquaries, who frequently 
exhibit the headless Trunks and Terms of Statues, for Plato, Homer, 
Pindar, &c Vide Fulv , Ursin, &c [P] 
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Till grown more frugal m his riper days. 

He pay’d some Bards with Port, and some with Praise, 

To some a dry Rehearsal was assign’d. 

And others (harder still) he pay’d in kind 

Dry den alone (what wonder ?) came not mgh, 245 

Dryden alone escap’d this judging eye 

But still the Great have kmdness in reserve. 

He help’d to bury whom he help’d to starve 
May some choice Patron bless each gray goose quill’ 

May ev’ry Bavim have his Bufo still’ 250 

So, when a Statesman wants a Day’s defence. 

Or Envy holds a whole Week’s war with Sense, 

Or simple Pride for Flatt’ry makes demands. 

May Dunce by Dunce be whistled off my hands ’ 

Blest be the Great ' for those they take away, 255 

And those they left me — For they left me Gay, 

Left me to see neglected Gemus bloom. 

Neglected die’ and tell it on his Tomb, 

Of all thy blameless Life the sole Return 

My Verse, and Queensb’ry weepmg o’er thy Um’ 260 

Oh let me hve my own’ and die so too’ 

(‘^fo hve and die is all I have to do ’) 

Maintain a Poet’s Digmty and Ease, 

And see what fnends, and read what books I please 
Above a Patron, tho’ I condescend 265 

Sometimes to call a Mmister my Friend 
I was not born for Courts or great Affairs, 

I pay my Debts, believe, and say my Pray’rs, 

Can sleep without a Poem m my head. 

Nor know, if Demits be ahve or dead 270 

Why am I ask’d, what next shall see the light ^ 

Heav’ns I was I bom for nothmg but to write ? 

Has Life no Joys for me ? or (to be grave) 

Have I no Friend to serve, no Soul to save ? 

T found him close with Swiff — ‘Indeed ? no doubt’ 275 

(Cnes prating Balhus) ‘somethmg will come out ’ 

’Tis all m vam, deny it as I will 

248 helped to hury'l Mr Dryden, after having liv’d in Exigencies, had 
a magnificent Funeral bestow’d upon him by the contribution of several 
Persons of Quality [P] 

260 Queenslfry] During Gay’s last years, he was taken imder the 
protection of the Duke and Duchess of Queensberry, who erected his 
monument in Westminster Abbey 

262 From Denham’s Of Prudence^ 11 93, 4 
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And then for mine obhgmgly nustakes 
The first Lampoon Sir Will or Bubo makes 280 

Poor guiltless I* and can I chuse but smile. 

When ev’ry Coxcomb knows me by my Style ^ 

Curst be the Verse, how well soe’er it flow. 

That tends to make one worthy Man my foe. 

Give Virtue scandal. Innocence a fear, 285 

Or from the soft-ey’d Vir gin steal a tear ^ 

But he, who hurts a harmless neighbour’s peace, 

Insults fal’n Worth, or Beauty in distress. 

Who loves a Lye, lame slander helps about. 

Who writes a Libel, or who copies out 290 

That Fop whose pride affects a Patron’s name. 

Yet absent, wounds an Author’s honest fame, 

Who can your Merit selfishly approve. 

And show the Sense of it, without the Love, 

Who has the Vamty to call you Friend, 295 

Yet wants the Honour mjur’d to defend. 

Who tells whate’er you think, whate’er you say. 

And, if he lye not, must at least betray 
Who to the Dean and silver Bell can swear, 

And sees at Cannons what was never there 300 

Who reads but with a Lust to mis-apply. 

Make Satire a Lampoon, and Fiction, Lye 
A Lash like name no honest man shall dread. 

But all such babhng blockheads m his stead 
Let Sporus tremble — ‘What ? that Thmg of silk, 305 

279 ff Boileau had suffered in the same way {Ep vi 69 ff ) 

280 Easily recognizable type figures Sir Wilham Yonge was a parlia- 
mentary tool of Walpole*s, ready to speak agreeably by the hour on 
nothing Bubb Dodington was an obvious mark for satire owing to his 
political improbity, tactless extravagance, and affectation of patronage 
See also p 589 , 1 20w 

282 Style] ‘There is nothing more foolish than to pretend to be sure 
of knowing a great writer by his style * Pope recorded by Spence 

289-304 An abbreviated version of these hnes had appeared m a news- 
paper in January 1732 as a paraphrase of Horace, Sat 4 Lib i p 814 

299 Dean] See the Epistle to the Earl of Burlington [P] Moral Es iv 
141-50, p 593 

305 Sporus] It was originally Parts, but that Name having been, as we 
conceive, the only reason that so contemptible a Character could be 
applied to a Noble and Beautiful Person, the Author changed it to this of 
Sporus, as a Name which has never yet been so mis-applied [P] 

A. passage in Suetonius (Nero, xxviii x) accounts for the change This 
IS a character of Lord Hervey, who had been collaborating with Lady 
M W Montagu in attacks upon Pope 
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SporuSi that mere white Curd of Ass’s milk ^ 

Satire or Sense alas* can Sponis feel ^ 

Who breaks a Butterfly upon a Wheel 
Yet let me flap this Bug with gilded wmgs^ 

This pamted Child of Dirt that stinks and stings, 310 
Whose Buzz the Witty and the Fair annoys. 

Yet Wit ne’er tastes, and Beauty ne’er enjoys. 

So well-bred Spamels civilly delight 
In mumbling of the Game they dare not bite 
Eternal Smiles his Emptmess betray, 315 

As shallow streams run dimplmg all the way 
Whether in florid Iilipotence he speaks, 

And, as the Prompter breathes, the Puppet squeaks. 

Or at the Ear of Eve^ fanuhar Toad, 

Half Froth, half Venom, spits himself abroad, 320 
In Puns, or Pohticks, or Tales, or Lyes, 

Or Spite, or Smut, or Rymes, or Blasphemies 
His Wit all see-saw between that and this. 

Now high, now low, now Master up, now Miss, 

And he himself one vile Antithesis 325 

Amphibious Thmg* that acting either Part, 

Ifhe tnflmg Head, or the corrupted Heart* 

Fop at the Toilet, Flatt’rer at the Board, 

Now trips a Lady, and now struts a Lord 

Eve’s Tempter thus the Rabbms have exprest, 330 

A Cherub’s face, a Reptile all the rest. 

Beauty that shocks you, Parts that none will trust, 

Wit that can creep, and Pride that hcks the dust 
Not Fortime’s Worshipper, nor Fashion’s Fool, 

Not Lucre’s Madman, nor Ambition’s Tool, 335 

Not proud, nor servile, be one Poet’s praise 
That, if he pleas’d, he pleas’d by manly ways. 

That Flatt’ry, ev’n to Kings, he held a shame. 

And thought a Lye in Verse or Prose the same 

That not m Fancy’s Maze he wander’d long, 340 

But stoop’d to Truth, and moraliz’d his song 


306 Ass’s milk\ Ass’s imlk was commonly prescribed as a tome *m all 
weakly Constitutions as being more thm, hght, and easier of Digestion’ 
than cow’s milk 

319 In the fourth Book of Milton <1 8oo>, the Devil is represented in 
this Posture It is but justice to own that the Hint of Eve and the Serpent 
was taken from the Verses on the Imitator of Horace [P] Eve is Queen 
Carohne 

341 stoop’d to TtutK\ The poet ‘stoops* to Truth as a falcon to its lure, 
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That not for Fame, but Virtue’s better end. 

He stood the furious Foe, the timid Friend, 

The dammng Critic, half-approvmg Wit, 

The Coxcomb hit, or fearmg to be hit, 345 

Laugh’d at the loss of Friends he never had. 

The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad, 

The distant Threats of Vengeance on his head, 

The Blow unfelt, the Tear he never shed. 

The Tale reviv’d, the Lye so oft o’erthrown, 350 

Th’ imputed Trash, and Dulness not his own. 

The Morals blacken’d when the Wntmgs scape. 

The hbel’d Person, and the '‘pictur’d Shape, 

Abuse on all he lo’^d, or lov’d him, spread, 

A Friend m Exile, or a Father, dead, 355 

The Whisper that to Greatness still too near. 

Perhaps, yet vibrates on his Sovereign’s Ear — 
Welcome for thee, fair Virtue* all the past 
For thee, fair Virtue* welcome ev’n the last ' 

‘But why msult the Poor, affront the Great >* 360 

A Knave’s a Knave, to me, in ev’ry State, 

Alike my scorn, if he succeed or f^, 

Sporus at Court, or Japhet m a Jayl, 


or Browne’s ‘haggard and unreclaimed Reason* to ‘the lure of Faith* 
{Rel Med i x) 

moralized hts song] cf E on Man iv 391—3, p 547 The phrase is found 
in Faene Queene^ I mvoc 1 9 

349 The Blow tmfeli] Alluding to a fictitious account of an assault 
committed on Pope in 1728 

350 Lye] That he set his Name to Mr Broomes Verses, that he 
receiv’d Subscriptions for Shakespear, &c which tho* publickly disprov’d 
were nevertheless shamelessly repeated in the Libels, and even in the 
Paper call’d, The Nobleman's Epistle [P] Hervey’s Nobleman's Epistle 
mentions only that he ‘sold Broome's Labours pnnted with P — pe s Name ’ 

351 Trash] Profane Psalms y Court Poems , and many Libellous Things 
in his Name, prmted by Curl, &c [P] 

His version of the first psalm (see p 300) and Court Poems, the work 
of Gay and Lady Mary, were pnnted m 1716 

353 the pictur'd Shape] An illustration m Pope Alexander's Supremacy 
and InfaUibihty Examin'd (1729) represents Pope as a hunchbacked ape 
squatting on a pedestal and leaning on a pile of books 

354 Abuse] Namely on the Duke of Buckingham, Earl of Burlington, 
Lord Bathurst, Lord Bolmgbroke, Bishop Atterbury, Dr Swift, Mr Gay, 
Dr Arbuthnot, his Friends, his Parents, and his very Nurse, aspers’d in 
pnnted Papers by James Moore and G Ducket, Esquires, Welsted, Tho 
Bentley, and other obscure persons [P] 

355 Friend in Exile] Atterbury 

356 The Whisper] I e from Hervey (cf 1 319) 

Japhet] Japhet Crook, the forger See Moral Es 111 88«, p 575 
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A hireling Scribler, or a hireling Peer, 

Knight of the Post corrupt, or of the Shire, 

If on a Pillory, or near a Throne, 

He gam his Prmce’s Ear, or lose his own 
Yet soft by Nature, more a Dupe than Wit, 

Sapho can tell you how this Man was bit 
This dreaded Sat’rist Dennis will confess 
Foe to his Pride, but Friend to his Distress 
So humble, he has knock’d at TibhaWs door. 

Has drunk with Cibber^ nay has rym’d for Moor 
Full ten years slander’d, did he once reply ^ 

Three thousand Sims Vent down on Welsted^s Lye 375 
To please a Mistress^ One aspers’d his life. 

He lash’d him not, but let her be his Wife 
Let Budgel charge low Grubstreet on his quill. 

And write whate’er he pleas’d, except his Will^ 

Let the Ttjoo Curls of Town and Court, abuse 380 

His Father, Mother, Body, Soul, and Muse 


365 


370 


365 Knight of the Po^f] One who got his living by giving false evidence 

366 Pillory lose his ovm} Pope writes with Japhet Crook’s fate in 
mind 

371 Fnend to his Distress] Pope had tried to promote (1731) a sub- 
scription edition of some of Dennis’s Works 

374 ten years] It was so long, after many libels, before the Author of 
the Dunciad published that Poem, till when, he never writ a word m 
ans'vs er to the many Scurrilities and Falsehoods concerning him [P] 

375 Welsted^s Lye] This Man had the Impudence to tell in print, that 
Mr P had occasion’d a Lady*s deaths and to name a person he never heard 
of He also publish’d that he had libell’d the Duke of Chandos^ with whom 
(it was added) that he had liv’d in familiarity, and receiv’d from him a 
Present of fvoe hundred pounds The Falsehood of which is known to his 
Grace Mr P never receiv’d any Present farther than the Subscription 
for Homer y from him, or from Any Great Man whatsoever [P] 

376 William Windham is believed to have collaborated with Lady 
Mary and Hervey in Verses to an Imitator of Horace His mistress was the 
Countess of Delorame, the ‘Delia’ of Sat n 1 81, p 616 

378 Budgel] Budgel m a Weekly Pamphlet call’d the Beey bestow’d 
much abuse on him, m the imagination that he writ some things about the 
Last Will of Dr Tindal, in the Grubstreet Journal^ 2 l Paper wherein he 
never had the least Handy Directiony or Supervisal, nor the least knowledge 
of Its author [P] Pope’s connection with the Journal is still a matter of 
conjecture Budgell (see p 285) almost certainly forged Tindal’s will, by 
means of which he excluded the next heir and obtained the greater part 
of the estate 

380 The Court Curll was Hervey 

381 In some of CurVs and other Pamphlets, Mr Pope’s Father was 
said to be a Mechanic, a Hatter, a Farmer, nay a Bankrupt But, what is 
stranger, a Nobleman (JHerveyy (if such a Reflection can be thought to 
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Yet why > that Father held it for a nile 
It was a Sin to call our Neighbour Fool, 

That harmless Mother thought no Wife a Whore, — 

Hear this’ and spare his Family, More ' 385 

Unspotted Names ’ and memorable long. 

If there be Force m Virtue, or m Song 
Of gentle Blood (part shed m Honour’s Cause, 

While yet in Britain Honour had Applause) 

Each Parent sprung—What Fortune, pray — 

Their own, 390 

And better got than Bestia^s from the Throne 
Bom to no Pride, inheriting hio Strife, 

Nor marrymg Discord m a Noble Wife, 

Stranger to Civil and Rehgious Rage, 

The good Man walk’d innoxious thro’ his Age 395 
No Courts he saw, no Suits would ever try. 

Nor dar’d an Oath, nor hazarded a Lye 
Un-leam’d, he knew no Schoolman’s subtle Art, 

No Language, but the Language of the Heart 
By Nature honest, by Experience wise, 400 

Healthy by Temp’rance and by Exercise 


come from a Nobleman) has dropt an Allusion to this pitiful Untruth, in 
his Epistle to a Doctor of Divinity And the following line. 

Hard as thy Heart, and as thy Birth Obscure, 
had fallen from a like Courtly pen, m the Verses to the Imitator of Horace 
Mr Pope’s Father was of a Gentleman’s Family in Oxfordshire, the Head 
of which was the Earl of Dotcne, whose sole Heiress married the Earl of 
Lindsey — His Mother was the Daughter of William Tumor, Esq, of 
Yoik She had three Brothers, one of whom was kill’d, another died in 
the Service of King Charles, the eldest following his Fortunes and 
becoming a General Officer m Spain, left her what Estate remain’d after 
the Sequestrations and Forfeitures of her Family — Mr Pope died in 
1717, aged 75, She in 1733, aged 93, a very few Weeks after this Poem 
was finished The following Inscription was placed by their Son on their 
Monument, in the Parish of Twickenham, in Middlesex 

DOM 

Alexandro Pope, Viro Innocuo, 

Probo, Pio, Qui vixit annos Lxxv, OB Mdccxvii 
Et Edithae Conjugi Inculpabili, Pientissimae, 

Quje vixit annos Xciii, OB Mdccxxxiii 
Parentibus Benemerentibus Filius Fecit, et Sibi 

[P] 

391 Bestid\ L Calpumius Bestia, who here seems to signify Marl- 
borough was a Roman Consul, bribed by Jugurtha into a dishonourable 
peace 

P AP— X 
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His Life, tho’ long, to sickness past unknown. 

His Death was instant, and without a groan 
Oh grant me thus to live, and thus to die* 

Who sprung from Kmgs shall know less joy than I 405 
O Friend* may each Domestick Bhss be thme* 

Be no unpleasmg Melancholy mme 
Me, let the tender Office long engage 
To rock the Cradle of reposing Age, 

With lement Arts extend a Mother’s breath, 410 

Make Languor smile, and smooth the Bed of Death, 
Explore the Thought, explam the asking Eye, 

And keep a while one'* Parent from the Sky* 

On Cares like these if Length of da5rs attend. 

May Heav’n, to bless those days, preserve my Friend, 415 
Preserve him social, chearful, and serene. 

And just as nch as when he serv’d a Queen * 

Whether that Blessmg be deny’d, or giv’n. 

Thus far was right, the rest belongs to Heav’n 


405 cf Hor , Sat i m 142 Pnvatusque magis vivam te rege beatus 
406-19 Pope sent a version of these lines to Aaron Hill on Sept 3, 
1731, mfc^pnmg him of Mrs Pope’s illness See p 812 



Inutations of Horace 


^ 

The First Satire of the Second Book 
of Horace Imitated 

[written 1733, published 1733] 

ADVERTISEM2NT 

The Occasion of publishing these Imitations was the Clamour raised on 
some of my Epistles An Answer from Horace was both more fully and 
of more Dignity y than any I cou^d have made in my own person^ and 
the Example of much greater Freedom in so eminent a Divine as Dr 
Donne^ seemed a proof with what Indignation and Contempt a Chris-- 
tian may treat Vice or Folly y in ever so loWy or ever so hxghy a Station 
Both these Authors were acceptable to the Princes and Ministers under 
whom they lived The Satires of Dr Donne I versify* d at the Desire 
of the Earl of Oxford while he was Lord Treasurer y and of ifie Duke 
of Shrewsbury who had been Secretary of State, neither of whom 
looked upon a Satire on Vicious Courts as any Reflection on those they 
served in And indeed there is not in the world a greater Error y than 
that which Fools are so apt to fall into, and Knaves with good reason 
to incouragey the mistaking a Satynst/or a Libeller, whereas to a 
true Satyrist nothing is so odious as a Libeller, /or the same reason as 
to a man truly Virtuous nothing is so hateful as a Hypocrite 

— ^Um aequus Virtuti atque ejus Armcis [P] 


P There are (I scarce can think it, but am told) 

There are to whom my Satire seems too bold. 

Scarce to wise Peter complaisant enough, 

And some thin g said of Chartres much too rough 
The Lmes are weak, another’s pleas’d to say, 5 

Lord Fanny spms a thousand such a Day 
Tim’rous by Nature, of the Rich m awe, 

I come to Council learned m the Law 

3, 4 Referring to Moial Es 111 125, 20, 88, pp 571, 577 
6 Lord Fanny] Pope first used this sovbriquetf presumably for Hervey, 
in The Master Key to Popery (1732) 

8 His friend, William Fortescue later Master of the Rolls 

613 
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You’ll give me^ like a Friend both sage and free, 

Advice, and (as you use) without a Fee iq 

F Fd write no more 

P Not write > but then I thinks 
And for my Soul I cannot sleep a wink 
I nod in Company, I wake at Night, 

Fools rush into my Head, and so I write 

F You could not do a worse thmg for your Life 15 
Why, if the Nights seem tedious — ^take a Wife, 

Or rather truly, if your Point be Rest, 

Lettuce and Cowslip Wme, Prohatum est 
But talk with Celsus^ Celsus will advise 
Hartshorn, or somethmg that shall close your Eyes 20 
Or if you needs must write, write Casar’s Praise 
You’ll gam at least a Knighthood^ or the Bays 
P What ? like Sir Richard^ rumbling, rough and fierce. 
With Arms, and George, and Brunswick crowd the 
Verse ? 

Rend with tremendous Sound your ears asunder, 25 
"^ith Gun, Drum, Trumpet, Blunderbuso & Thunder > 

Or nobly wild, with BudgelPs Fire and Force, 

Pamt Angels tremblmg round his falling Horse ? 

F Then all your Muse’s softer Art display, 

Let Carolina smooth the tuneful Lay, 30 

Lull with Ameha^s liqmd Name the Nme, 

And sweetly flow through all the Royal Lme 
P Alas* few Verses touch their mcer Ear, 

They scarce can bear their Laureate twice a Year 
And justly CmsAR scorns the Poet’s Lays, 35 

It IS to History he trusts for Praise 
F Better be Cibber^ I’ll mamtam it still. 

Than ridicule all Taste, blaspheme Quadrille, 

19 Celsus] The chief Roman writer on medicine 

20 Hartshorn] A pleasantry on the novelty of the prescription 
23 Sir Richard] Blackmore, physician and poet 

27 Referring to Budgelfs ludicrous Poem upon His Majesty's Late 
Journey to Cambridge and Newmarket, 1728, in which the fate of 
George IPs illustrious steed, shot imder him at the battle of Oudenarde, 
IS sung The trembling angels are Pope’s invention 

34 twice a Year] The poet laureate’s duties were to celebrate with odes 
the New Year and the Kmg’s Birthday At this time the office was held 
by Colley Cibber 

38 ridicule all Taste] See Moral Es iv passim 
blaspheme Quadrille] Referring to Moral Es 111 64, p 574 



IMITATIONS OF HORACE SAT II 1 


615 


Abuse the City’s best good Men in Metre, 

And laugh at Peers that put their Trust in Peter 40 

Ev’n those you touch not, hate you 

P What should ail ’em^ 
F A hundred smart m Timon and m Balaam 
The fewer still you name, you wound the more. 

Bond is but one, but Harpax is a Score 
P Each Mortal has his Pleasure None deny 45 

Scarsdale his Bottle, Darty his Ham-Pye, 

Ridotta sips and dances, till she see 
The doubhng Lustres dance as fast as she, 

F — loves the Senate, Hockley*Hole his Brother 

Like m all else, as one Egg to another 50 

I love to pour out all myself, as plam 

As downnght Shtppen, or as old Montagne 

In them, as certam to be lov’d as seen, 

The Soul stood forth, nor kept a Thought withm. 

In me what Spots (for Spots I have) appear, 55 

Will prove at least the Medium must be clear 
In this impartial Glass, my Muse mtends 
Fair to expose myself, my Foes, my Friends, 

Pubhsh the present Age, but where my Text 

Is Vice too high, reserve it for the next 60 

My Foes shall wish my Life a longer date. 

And ev’ry Friend the less lament my Fate 
My Head and Heart thus flowmg thro’ my Quill, 
Verse-man or Prose-man, term me which you will. 

Papist or Protestant, or both between, 65 

Like good Erasmus m an honest Mton, 

In Moderation placmg all my Glory, 

Wlule Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory 
Satire’s my Weapon, but I’m too discreet 
To run a Muck, and tit at aU I meet, 70 


39 Referring to Moral Ps 111 103 , ^ ^ . , 

42 Ttmon Balaam] Referring to Moral Es ivll 99 ^ (P 59»)>and 

Moral Es mil 339“40^ (p 5^4) 

44 Bond Harpax] Referring to Moral Es 111 102, 93 
47 Rtdotta] A name for a type of Society woman from the I^ian, 
ndottOf a social assembly consisting of music and dancing, introduced 

into England in 1722 [OED] , tt ^ 4. a u 

49 Stephen Fox His more famous brother Henry is credited by 
Chesterfield with spending ‘a fair younger brother’s portion in the 
common vices of youth, gaming included’ 

Hockley-Hole] A Bear-garden near Clerkenwell Green 
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I only wear it in a Land of Hectors, 

Thieves, Supercargoes, Sharpers, and Directors 
Save but our Army ' and Ittjove incrust 
Swords, Pikes, and Guns, with everlasting Rust* 

Peace is my dear Dehght — ^not Fleury^s more 75 

But touch me, and no Alimster so sore 
Who-e’er offends, at some unlucky Time 
Shdes mto Verse, and hitches m a Rhyme, 

Sacred to Ridicule* his whole Life long. 

And the sad Burthen of some merry Song 80 

Slander or Poyson, dread from Debars Rage, 

Hard Words or Hafigmg, if your Judge be Page 
From furious Sappho scarce a milder Fate, 

P — ^x’d by her Love, or hbell’d by her Hate 
Its proper Pow’r to hurt, each Creature feels, 85 

Bulls aim their horns, and Asses hft their heels, 

’Tis a Bear’s Talent not to kick, but hug. 

And no man wonders he’s not stung by Pug 
So dnnk with Waters^ or with Chartres eat. 

They’ll never poison you, they’ll only cheat 90 

Then learned Sir (to cut the Matter short) 

^hat-e’er my Fate, or well or ill at Court, 

Whether old Age, with famt, but chearful Ray, 

Attends to gild the Evemng of my Day, 

Or Death’s black Wmg already be display’d 95 

To wrap me m the Umversal Shade, 

Whether the darken’d Room to muse mvite. 

Or whiten’d Wall provoke the Skew’r to write. 

In Durance, Eiole, Bedlam, or the Mint, 

Like Lee or Budgelk I will Rhyme and Prmt 100 

71 Hectors\ the name given to a group of dissolute young gentlemen in 
the second half of the seventeenth century, who swaggered ‘by night 
about [London], breaking windows, upsetting sedans, beating quiet men, 
and offering rude caresses to pretty women* Here, perhaps less specific- 
ally, ‘bullies 

72 Sup€rcargoes\ Officers on board merchant ships whose business it 
was to supenntend the cargo and commercial transactions of the voyage 
Supercargoes were proverbial for their wealth 

Dtrectors\ South-Sea Company directors 

73 ‘The maintenance of a standing army at the command of the 
sovereign had, since the revolution, been declaimed against by the tones 
as a constant menace to English liberty* 

$3 Sapphd\ Lady Mary Wortley Montagu 
88 Pug] A common nickname for a pet dog 

99 the Mint] A sanctuary for insolvent debtors and others m Southwark 

100 Lee, tragic dramatist, spent five years in Bedlam, and was reported 
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F Alas young Man* your Days can ne’r be long. 

In Flow’r of Age you perish for a Song* 

Plums, and Directors, Shylock and his Wife, 

WiU club their Testers, now, to take your Life* 

P What ? arm’d for Virtue when I pomt the Pen, 105 
Brand the bold Front of shameless, guilty Men, 

Dash the proud Gamester m his gilded C ar, 

Bare the mean Heart that lurks beneath a Star, 

Can there be wantmg to defend Her Cause, 

Lights of the Church, or Guardians of the Laws ? no 
Could pension’d Botleau lash in honest Stram 
Flatt’rers and Bigots ev’n m Louis' Reign ^ 

Could Laureate Dry den Pimp and Fry’r engage. 

Yet neither Charles -moT James be m a Rage? 

And I not strip the Gildmg off a Knave, 115 

Un-plac’d, un-pension’d, no Man’s Heir, or Slave ^ 

I wiU, or perish in the gen’rous Cause 

Hear this, and tremble* you, who ’scape the Laws 

Yes, while I hve, no rich or noble knave 

Shall walk the World, m credit, to his grave 120 

To VIRTUE ONLY and HER FRIENDS, A FRIEJTD 

The World beside may murmur, or commend 

Know, all the distant Dm that World can keep 

Rolls o’er my Grotto^ and but sooths my Sleep 

There, my Retreat the best Compamons grace, 125 

Chiefs, out of War, and Statesmen, out of Place 

There St John mmgles with my friendly Bowl, 

The Feast of Reason and the Flow of Soul 
And He, whose Lightmng pierc’d th’ Iberian Lmes, 


to have written a twenty-five act play there Budgell, who was to commit 
suicide in 1737, was a miscellaneous writer of unstable mind 

103 Plums\ *A “plum” is no temptation to [an honest man] He hkes 
and loves himself too well to change hearts with one of those corrupt 
miscreants, who amongst them gave that name to a round sum of money 
gained by rapine and plunder of the commonwealth’ (Shaftesbury’s 
Characteristics) 

Directors Wife] Referring to Moral Es 111 119, 96 

1 12 FlattWers and B^ots] in Le Lutnn 

1 13 Pimp and Fry'r engage] united in the character of Friar Domimdk 
in The Spanuh Friar (1680) 

124 my Grotto] Pope’s grounds at Twickenham were divided by the 
mam road from London to Hampton Court To avoid crossmg it, Pope 
built an underground passage which also led to a stone arbour or temple, 
adorned widi a large number of rare stones given to Pope by his friends 
Here he was accustomed to sit 

129 He] Charles Mordaunt Earl of Peterborough, wfio in the Year 1705 
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N0W3 forms my Quincunx, and now ranks my Vmes, 
Or tames the Genius of the stubborn Plain, 

Almost as quickly, as he conquer’d Spam 
Envy must own, I hve among the Great, 

No Pimp of Pleasure, and no Spy of State, 

With Eyes that pry not, Tongue that ne’er repeats. 
Fond to spread Friendships, but to cover Heats, 

To help who want, to forward who excel. 

This, all who know me, know, who love me, tell. 
And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scriblers or Peers, ahke are Mob to me 
This is my Plea, on fhis I rest my Cause — 

What saith my Council learned in the Laws > 

F Your Plea is good But sail I say, beware* 

Laws are explam’d by Men — so have a care 
It stands on record that in Richard^ Times 
A Man was hang’d for very honest Rhymes 
Consult the Statute quart I think it is, 

Edwardi Sext or prim quints Ehz 
See Libels^ Satires — ^here you have it — ^read 
P Libels and Satires f lawless Thmgs indeed* 

Bixt grave Epistles^ bringmg Vice to light, 

Such as a King might read, a Bishop write. 

Such as Sir Robert would approve — 

F Indeed > 

The Case is alter’d — ^you may then proceed 
In such a Cause the Plaintiff will be hiss’d. 

My Lords the Judges laugh, and you’re dismiss’d 


130 


135 


140 


145 


150 


155 


took Barcelona^ and in the Winter following with only 280 Horse and 
900 foot enterpnzed, and accomplished the capture of Valentta [P] 

130 Quincunx\ A disposition of five trees by which four are placed at 
the comers, the fifth at the centre, of a square 

140 Mob'\ A popular abbreviation of mobile vulgus, against which Swift 
had exclaimed in Tatler 230 

146 The Man was the poet Collingbourne, the King was Richard III, 
and the very honest Rhymes were 

The Cat, the Rat, and Lovel our Dog, 

Do rule al England, vnder a Hog 
See A Mirror for Magistrates, 1563, tragedy 23 

147 3 and 4 Edward Vic 15 is ‘An Acte against fonde and fantasticall 
Prophesies* i Eliz c 6 is ‘An Acte for the explanation of the Statute 
[i Ph and Mary c 3] of sedytyous Woordes and Rumours * 5 Eliz c 15 
deals with the same subject as 3 and 4 Edward VI c 15 The maximum 
penalty allowed was impnsonment for life and loss of goods on the 
second offence 

153 Sir Robert] Walpole 
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The Second Satire of the Second Book 
of Horace Paraphrased 

[written 1733 , published 1734] 

What, and how great, the Virtue and the Art 
To hve on httle with a chearful heart, 

(A Doctrine sage, but truly none of mine) 

Lets talk, my friends, but talk before we dme 

Not when a gilt Buffet’s reflected pride 5 

Turns you from sound Philosophy aside, 

Not when from Plate to PlatS your eyeballs roll. 

And the brain dances to the mantlmg bowl 
Hear Bethel’s Sermon, one not vers’d in schools. 

But strong m sense, and wise without the rules 10 

Go work, hunt, exercise* (he thus began) 

Then scorn a homely dinner, if you can 
Your wme lock’d up, your Butler stroll’d abroad. 

Or fish deny’d, (the River yet un-thaw’d) 

If then plam Bread and mfik will do the feat, 15 

The pleasure hes myou^ and not the meat 
Preach as I please, I doubt our cunous men 
Will chuse a Pheasant still before a Hen^ 

Yet Hens of Guinea full as good I hold, 

Except you eat the feathers, green and gold 20 

Of Carps and Mullets why prefer the greats 
(Tho’ cut m pieces e’er my Lord can eat) 

Yet for small Turbots such esteem profess ’ 

Because God made these large, the other less 

Oldfield^ with more than Harpy throat endu’d, 25 
Cries, ‘Send me, Gods* a whole Hog barbecued 
Oh blast It, South-wmds* till a stench exhale. 

Rank as the ripeness of a Rabbit’s tail 
By what Criterion do ye eat, d’ye thmk. 

If this IS priz’d for sweetness^ that for stink ^ 30 

When the tir’d Glutton labours thro’ a Treat, 

He finds no rehsh m the sweetest Meat, 


8 mantling] sparkling 

o Bethel] See E on Man, iv 125-67* (p 54 ©) , ^ ... 

25 Oldfield] This eminent Glutton ran thro a fortune of fifteen 

hundred pounds a year in the simple luxury of good eating [Warburton] 
He IS mentioned again in Ep ii 11 ^7 - 

26 barbecued] A WesUindian Term of Gluttony, a Hog roasted whole, 
stuff’d with Spice, and basted with Madera Wine [P] 
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He calls for something bitter, somethmg sour. 

And the rich feast concludes extremely poor 
Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives still we see, 

Thus much is left of old Simphcity* 

The Robin--red-‘hreast till of late had rest. 

And children sacred held a Martin^^ nest. 

Till Becca-ficos sold so dev’hsh dear 
To one that was, or would have been a Peer 
Let me extoll a Cat on Oysters fed, 

I’ll have a Party at the Bedford Heady 
Or ev’n to crack hve Crawfish recommend, 

I’d never doubt at*’Court to make a Friend 
’Tis yet m vain, I own, to keep a pother 
About one Vice, and fall mto the other 
Between Excess and Famme hes a mean. 

Plain, but not sordid, tho’ not splendid, clean 
Avidien or his Wife (no matter which. 

For him you’ll call a dog, and her a bitch) 

Sell their presented Partndges, and Frmts, 

And humbly live on rabbits and on roots 
One half-pmt bottle serves them both to dine. 

And IS at once their vmegar and wine 
But on some lucky day (as when they foxmd 
A lost Bank-bill, or heard their Son was drown’d) 

At such a feast old vinegar to spare, 

Is what two souls so gen’rous cannot bear, 

Oyl, tho’ It stink, they drop by drop impart. 

But sowse the Cabbidge with a bounteous heart 60 
He knows to hve, who keeps the middle state. 

And neither leans on this side, nor on that 
Nor stops, for one bad Cork, lus Butler’s pay. 

Swears, like Albutius, a good Cook away. 

Nor lets, like Naevius, ev’ry error pass, 65 

The musty wme, foul cloth, or greasy glass 

37 The Robin’-red’-hreasi\ A Hayward {Art of Dining^ 1883, p 37) 
reports that the robin is ‘remarkable for a delicate bitter flavour ’ 

39 Becca ficos] A name given in Italy to small migratory birds of the 
genus Sylvia much esteemed as dainties identical wi 3 i the British Petty 
chaps and Blackcaps [OED] 

42 Bedford Head] A famous Eating-house [and Tavern] [P] In 
Southampton Street, Covent Garden See Sob Adv 1 150 (p 672) 

49 Avtdten hts Wife] Generally recognized as a portrait of Wortley 
Montagu and Lady Mary 

51 Sell Partndges] 1 e sell the presents which had been given to 
them But compare iiii234(p 656) 

56 thevr Son]^ W Montagu(i7i3'-76), who was notoriously unstable 


35 


40 


45 


50 
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Now hear what blessings Temperance can bring 
(Thus said our Friend, and what he said I smg ) 

First Health The stomach (cram’d from ev’ry dish, 

A Tomb of boil’d, and roast, and flesh, and fish, 
Where Bile, and wmd, and phlegm, and acid jar. 

And all the Man is one mtestme war) 

Remembers oft the School-boy’s simple fare. 

The temp’rate sleeps, and spirits hght as air^ 

How pale, each W'orshipful and rev’rend Guest 
Rise from a Clergy, or a City, feast* 

WHiat hfe in all that ample Body say. 

What heav’nly Particle mspiresfthe clay ^ 

The Soul subsides, and wickedly mclmes 
To seem but mortal, ev’n in sound Divmes 
On mornmg wmgs how active sprmgs the Mmd, 
That leaves the load of yesterday behmd > 

How easy ev’ry labour it pursues ? 

How commg to the Poet ev’ry Muse 
Not but we may exceed, some Holy tune. 

Or tir’d in search of Truth, or search of Rhyme 
111 Health some just indulgence may engage. 

And more, the Sickness of long Life, Old-age 
For famtmg Age what cordial drop remams. 

If our intemp’rate Youth the Vessel drams ? 

Our Fathers prais’d rank Ven’son You suppose 
Perhaps, young men* our Fathers had no nose? 

Not so a Buck was then a week’s repast. 

And ’twas their pomt, I ween, to make it last 
More pleas’d to keep it till their friends could come. 
Than eat the sweetest by themselves at home 
^Why had not I m those good tunes my birth, 

E’re Coxcomb-pyes or Coxcombs were on earth 

Unworthy He, the voice of Fame to hear, 

(That sweetest Music to an honest ear. 

For ’faith Lord Fanny* you are m the wrong. 

The World’s good word is better than a Song) 

Who has not leam’d, fresh Sturgeon and Ham-pye 
Are no rewards for Want, and Infamy* 

When Luxury has hck’d up all thy pelf, 

Curs’d by thy neighbours, thy Trustees, thy self, 
To friends, to fortune, to mankmd a shame. 

Think how Posterity will treat thy name, 
loi Lord Fanny} Lord Hervey 
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And buy a Rope, that future times may tell 
Thou hast at least bestow’d one penny well Ho 

‘Right, cries his Lordship, for a Rogue in need 
To have a Taste, is Insolence indeed 
In me ’tis noble, suits my birth and state, 

My wealth unwieldy, and my heap too great ’ 

Then, hke the Sun, let Bounty spread her ray, 

And shme that Superflmty away 
Oh Impudence of wealth* with all thy store. 

How dar’st thou let one worthy man be poor > 

Shall half the new-built Churches round thee fall 
Make Keys, build Bddges, or repair White-hall 120 

Or to thy Country let that heap be lent. 

As M**o’s was, but not at five per Cent 
Who thinks ihzt Fortime cannot change her mmd, 
Prepares a dreadful Jest for all mankmd* 

And who stands safest, tell me > is it he 125 

That spreads and swells in puff’d Prosperity, 

Or blest with httle, whose preventmg care 
In Peace provides fit arms agamst a War ^ 

Thus Bethel spoke, who always speaks his thought, 

ASid always thinks the very thmg he ought 130 

His equal mmd I copy what I can, 

And as I love, would imitate the Man 
In South-sea days not happier, when surmis’d 
The Lord of thousands, than if now Excis’d ^ 

119 f Pope recurs once more to favourite projects cf Windsor Forest, 
11 375 ff (p 208), Moral Es iv 1 01-204 (p 595) 

1 19 Churches in London and Westminster built under the acts of 
9 and 10 Anne and i Geo I St John’s, Smith Square, and St Anne’s, 
Limehouse, were giving cause for concern 

120 Make Pope refers to the need of an embankment on the 
river front at Whitehall 

build Bridges] The Thames at this time was crossed by London Bridge 
only, in the London area, but an Act was passed in 1736, in spite of 
opposition, for the construction of Westminster Bridge 

repair White^haU] Whitehall had been the King’s palace since the time 
of Henry VIII All but the banqueting hall was destroyed by fire in 1691 
and 1698, and was never rebuilt, the ruins being allowed to cumber the 
ground for many years See Dxmciad A 111 324 (p 423) 

122 The Duchess of Marlborough’s own account (1737) reads ‘From 
the beginning of the reduction of the interest I lent such sums to the 
government as reduced the interest from 6 per cent to 4 per cent , thinking 
It would have a good effect for the security of the nation’ {Opinions , 1788, 
P 49) 

133 South-sea days] The South Sea Bubble broke in the latter half of 
1720 

134 Excu^d] The excise was originally ‘a commodity tax paid indirectly 
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In Forest planted by a Father’s hand> 

Than m five acres now of rented land 
Content with httle, I can piddle here 
On Broccoh and mutton, round the year. 

But ancient friends, (tho’ poor, or out of play) 

That touch my BeU, I cannot turn away 140 

’Tis true, no Turbots dignify my boards. 

But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords 
To Hounslow-heath I pomt, and Bansted-down, 

Thence comes your mutton, and these chicks my own 
From yon old wallnut-tree a show’r shall fall, 145 

And grapes, long-lmgrmg on fay only wall. 

And figs, from standard and Espalier jom 

The dev’l is m you if you cannot dme 

Then chearful healths (your Mistress shall have place) 

And, what’s more rare, a Poet shall say Grace 150 

Fortune not much of humbling me can boast, 

Tho’ double-tax’d, how httle have I lost? 

My Life’s amusements have been just the same, 

Before, and after Standmg Armies came 

My lands are sold, my Father’s house is gone 155 

I’ll hire another’s, is not that my own. 

And yours my friends ^ thro’ whose free-openmg gate 
None comes too early, none departs too late, 

(For I, who hold sage Homer’s rule the best. 

Welcome the coming, speed the gomg guest ) 160 

by consumers as a contribution to the expenses of national defence* 
(Ashley, Ftnan and Commer Policy under the Cromwellian Protectorate^ 
1934, p 62) But Walpole’s Excise Bill of 1733 was a warehousing scheme 
designed to make England a storehouse for the temporary deposit of 
goods, and London a free port The Opposition interpreted it as a general 
excise, which so much alarmed the public that Walpole decided to with- 
draw the measure 

135 In Foresi\ Bmfield, in Windsor Forest, where the elder Pope had 
retired about 1700 

136 five acres\ at Twickenham, which Pope leased, with a house, from 
Thomas Vernon in 1718 

137 piddle] 1 e to toy with one’s food [OED] Pope speaks of piddling 
with his translation of Homer, and also apphes the word to Theobald 
{Ep to Arbuthnotf 1 164) 

143 Bansted-down] Banstead Downs, four miles from Epsom, are still 
noted for their sheep pasturage 

147 Espalier] A fruit-tree trained on a lattice [OED] 

154 Standing Armies] see Sat ii 1 73« (p 616) 

159 sage Horner^ s rule] Odysseyj:svZ%-^ Translated by Pope, 

True friendship’s laws are by this rule exprest. 

Welcome the coming, speed the parting guest 
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Tray heav’n it last* (cries Swift) as you go on, 

I wish to God this house had been your own 
Pity* to bmld, without a son or wife 
Why, you*ll enjoy it only all your life ’ — 

Weil, if the Use be mine, can it concern one 165 

Whether the Name belong to Pope or Vernon? 

What’s Property 7 dear Swift* you see it alter 
From you to me, from me to Peter Walter, 

Or, m a mortgage, prove a Lawyer’s share. 

Or, m a jointure, vanish from the Heir, lyo 

Or in pure Equity (the Case not clear) 

The Chanc’ry takes Vour rents for twenty year 
At best, It falls to some ungraaous Son 
Who cries, my father’s damn’d, and all’s my own 
Shades, that to Bacon could retreat afford, 175 

Become the portion of a booby Lord, 

And Hemsley once proud Buckmgham’s dehght, 

Shdes to a Scnv’ner or a City Kmght 

Let Lands and Houses have what Lords they will. 

Let Us be fix’d, and our own Masters still 180 

164 Referring to Swife’s Imit Hor , Sat ii vi i-io, printed below at 
P 659 

1 66 Vernon\ Pope’s landlord 

168 Peter Waltei'l a notorious money-lender See p 578 , 1 12572 

175 Shades\ Sir Nicholas Bacon, father of Sir Francis, had built a 
mansion at Gorhambury near St Albans, which was finished in 1568 
From the Bacon family it passed to the Meautis family, from whom it was 
purchased by Sir Harbottle Grimston, whose son left it at his death in 
1700 to his great-nephew, William Luckyn Luckyn took the name of 
Grimston, and was raised to the peerage in 1719 His reputation as a 
‘booby Lord* is based on his play The Lawyer*s Fortune^ or Love in a 
Hollow Tree^ i7o«;, which was reprinted m 1736 with derisive notes and a 
frontispiece in the foreground of which is an ass, wearing a coronet 

177 proud Buckingham's dehght] Villers, Duke of Buckingham [P] 
Helmsley, in the North Riding of Yorkshire, came into the Duke’s 
possession m 1657 on his marrying the daughter of Lord Fairfax, who 
then owned it The house and estates were sold in 1692 to Sir Charles 
Duncombe, a London banker, for the sum of (it is said) ;£90,ooo 


The First Epistle of the First Book 
of Horace Imitated 

[written c 1737, published 1738] 

St John, whose love mdulg’d my labours past 
Matures my present, and shall bound my last* 
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Why will you break the Sabbath of my days ^ 

Now sick alike of Envy and of Praise 

Pubhck too long, ah let me hide my Age* 5 

See modest Cibber now has left the Stage 

Our Generals now, reur’d to their Estates, 

Hand their old Trophies o*er the Garden gates, 

In Life’s cool evemng satiate of applause. 

Nor fond of bleedmg, ev’n m Brunswick’s cause 10 
A Voice there is, that whispers m my ear, 

(’Tis Reason’s voice, which sometimes one can hear) 

‘Friend Pope! be prudent, let your Muse take breath, 

And never gallop Pegasus to death. 

Lest stiff, and stately, void of fire, or force, 15 

You limp, like Blactoore, on a Lord Mayor’s horse ’ 
Farewell then Verse, and Love, and ev’ry Toy, 

The rh3mies and rattles of the Man or Boy 
What right, what true, what fit, we )ustly call. 

Let this be aU my care — ^for this is AU 20 

To lay this harvest up, and hoard with haste 
WTiat ev’ry day will want, and most, the last 
But ask not, to what Doctors I apply ^ 

Sworn to no Master, of no Sect am I 
AS drives the storm, at any door I knock, 25 

And house with Montague now, or now with Lock 
Sometimes a Patriot, active m debate. 

Mix with the World, and battle for the State, 

Free as young L5^tleton, her cause pursue. 

Still true to Virtue, and as warm as true 30 

Sometimes, with Aristippus, or St Paul, 

Indulge my Candor, and grow all to all, 


16 Blackmore] The fame of this heavy Poet, however problematical 
elsewhere, was universally received in the City of London His versifica- 
tion IS here exactly described stiff, and not strong, stately and yet dull, 
like the sober and slow-paced Animal generally employed to mount me 
Lord Mayor and therefore here humourously opposed to Pegasus [PJ 

26 Montague LocK[ i e now with a loose, now with a regular way 

of thinking ^ rv / zo n 

27 Patnot\ A member of the Opposition See Dia 1 24« ^ 689) 

31 Omnis Anstippum decuit color, & status, & res P] (Homce, 
Ep I xvii 23 ) Anstippus founded the Cyrenaic school of Philosophers, 
who held that, since the present only can be experienced, momentary 
pleasure is the chief good He was Bolingbroke’s favourite philosopher 

St PauT\ cf ‘I am made all things to all men* (i Cor ix 22) , Even as 
I please all men in all things [that they may be saved] (i Cor X33)> 
Tet your moderation be known unto all men* (Phil iv 5) 

32 Candor\ 1 e Impartiality 
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Back to my native Moderation slide. 

And win my way by yielding to the tyde 
Long, as to him who works for debt, the Day, 35 

Long as the Night to her whose love’s aw^ay. 

Long as the Year’s dull circle seems to run. 

When the brisk Mmor pants for twenty-one. 

So slow th’ unprofitable Moments roll. 

That lock up all the Functions of my soul, 40 

That keep me from Myself, and still delay 
Life’s instant busmess to a future day 
That task, which as we follow, or despise. 

The eldest is a fool, the youngest wise, 

Which done, the poorest can no wants endure, 45 

And which not done, the richest must be poor 
Late as it is, I put my self to school. 

And feel some comfort, not to be a fool 
Weak tho’ I am of limb, and short of sight. 

Far from a Lynx, and not a Giant qmte, 50 

I’ll do what Mead and Cheselden advise. 

To keep these limbs, and to preserve these eyes 
Not to go back, is somewhat to advance, 

Anci men must walk at least before they dance 
Say, does thy blood rebel, thy bosom move 55 

With wretched Av’rice, or as wretched Love ? 

Know, there are Words, and Spells, which can control! 
(Between the Fits) this Fever of the soul 
Know, there are Rhymes, which (fresh and fresh apply’d) 
Will cure the arrant’st Puppy of his Pride 60 

Be furious, envious, slothful, mad or drunk. 

Slave to a Wife or Vassal to a Punk, 

A Switz, a High-dutch, or a Low-dutch Bear — 

All that we ask is but a patient Ear 
’Tis the first Virtue, Vices to abhor, 65 

And the first Wisdom, to be Fool no more 
But to the world, no bugbear is so great. 

As want of figure, and a small Estate 
To either India see the Merchant fly. 

Scar'd at the spectre of pale Poverty ^ 70 

See him, with pams of body, pangs of soul. 

Bum through the Tropic, freeze beneath the Pole* 

45 can endure] 1 e can want nothing 

5 1 Mead was the most famous physician of his day, and Cheselden the 
most famous surgeon 

52 these eyes] Towards the end of his life, Pope suffered from cataract 
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Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler end. 

Nothing, to make Philosophy thy fnend ^ 

To stop thy foohsh views, thy long desires, 75 

And ease thy heart of all that it admires > 

Here, Wisdom calls ‘^Seek Virtue first ^ be bold* 

As Gold to Silver, Virtue is to Gold ’ 

There, London’s voice ‘Get Mony, Mony still * 

And then let Virtue follow, if she will ’ 80 

This, this the savmg doctrine, preach’d to all. 

From low St James’s up to high St Paul, 

From him whose qmlls stand quiver’d at his ear. 

To him who notches Sticks at Westmmster 
Barnard in spirit, sense, and truth abounds 85 

‘Pray then what wants he fourscore thousand pounds, 

A Pension, or such Harness for a slave 
As Bug now has, and Dormant would have 
Barnard, thou art a Czt, with all thy worth. 

But wretched Bug, his Honour ^ and so forth 90 

Yet every child another song will sing, 

‘Virtue, brave boys* ’tis Virtue makes a Kmg ’ 

True, conscious Honour is to feel no sm. 

He’s arm’d without that’s innocent withm, 

Be this thy Screen, and this thy WaU of Brass, 95 

Compar’d to this, a Mimster’s an Ass 
And say, to which shall our applause belong. 

This new Court jargon, or the good old song 
The modem language of corrupted Peers, 

Or what was spoke at Cressy and Poitiers ? 100 

82 The Dean of St Paul s, Francis Hare, had shown his High- 
Churchmanship by attacking the Bishop of Bangor’s views in a pamplSdet 
entitled Church Authority Vindicated^ 1719 The Rector of St James s, 
Westminster was Seeker, whose Whig politics must have associated him 
in Pope’s mind with the Low Church party 

84 Stuk$\ Exchequer tallies , 1 e sticks cut into two parts, on each of 
which is marked with notches, what is due between debtor and creditor 

87 Harness\ the order of the Garter, which ‘Bug* had been gi\ en in 
1712 

88 Bug] the nickname of Henry de Grey, Duke of Kent Its origin is 
suggested in a note of the Earl of Dartmouth to Burnet’s History of his 
Own Times ‘The Earl of Kent was strong in nothing but money and 
smell, the latter to a high degree ’ 

Donmani] a fop in Etherege’s Man of Mode 

89 Cti\ Short for citizen 

95 Screen] Warburton quotes from Dacier’s note on murus aheneus 
‘ “an old veteran^ armed cap-k-pie in brass, ^nd placed to cover his Fellow ” 
Our Poet has happily served himself of this impertinence to convey a fine 
stroke of Satire * See Dia 1 22« (p 689) 
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Who coxmsels best ? who whispers, ‘Be but Great, 

With Praise or Infamy, leave that to fate. 

Get Place and Wealth, if possible, with Grace, 

If not, by any means get Wealth and Place * 

For what ? to have a Box where Eunuchs smg, 105 

And foremost m the Circle eye a Kmg 

Or he, who bids thee face with steddy view ] 

Proud Fortune, and look shallow Greatness thro’ I 
And, while he bids thee, sets th’ Example too ? J 
If such a Doctrme, m St James’s air, no 

Shou’d chance to make the well-drest Rabble stare, 

If honest S*z take sczEUdal at a spark. 

That less admires the Palace than the Park, 

Faith I shall give the answer Reynard gave, 

T cannot hke. Dread Sir^ your Royal Cave, 115 

Because I see by all the Tracks about. 

Full many a Beast goes in, but none comes out ’ 

Adieu to Virtue if you’re once a Slave 
Send her to Court, you send her to her Grave 
Well, if a Kmg’s a Lion, at the least 120 

The People are a many-headed Beast 
CSh they direct what measures to pursue, 

Who know themselves so httle what to do > 

Alike in nothing but one Lust of Gold, 

Just half the land would buy, and half be sold 125 

Their Country’s wealth our imghtier Misers dram. 

Or cross, to plunder Provmces, the Mam 

The rest, some farm the Poor-lDOx, some the Pews, 

Some keep Assembhes, and wou’d keep the Stews, 

Some with fat Bucks on childless Dotards fawn, 130 
Some win rich Widows by their Chme and Brawn, 

While with the silent growth of ten per Cent, 

In Dirt and darkness hundreds stink content 
Of all these ways, if each pursues his own. 

Satire be kmd, and let the wretch alone 135 


106 a Ktngl George II was an enthusiastic patron of Handef s operas 

1 12 Augustus Schutz, Keeper of the Privy Purse, noted for his 
gravity of demeanour 

127 to plunder Provtnces\ A reference to Marlborough, ‘infamous for 
plunder’d provinces’ {E on Man^ iv 298) 

128 farm the Poor-hos^ alluding to the officers who embezzled the 
funds for the Charitable Corporation See Moral Es iii ion (p 576) 

129 keep Assembhes] e g Beau Nash, who had ruled at Bath since 
about 1705 
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But show me one^ who has it in his pow’r 

To act consistent with himself an hour 

Sir Job sail’d forth, the evening bright and still, 

‘No place on earth (he cry’d) like Greenwich hill»’ 

Up starts a Palace, lo* th’ obedient base *1 140 

Slopes at Its foot, the woods its sides embrace, > 

The silver Thames reflects its marble face J 

Now let some whimzy, or that Dev’l withm ^ 

Which guides all those who know not what they mean > 

But give the Knight (or give his Lady) spleen, J 145 
‘Away, away* take all your scaffolds down, 

Fpr Snug’s the word My dear* \^e’ll hve m Town ’ 

At am’rous Flavio is the Stockmg thrown ? 

That very mght he longs to lye alone 

The Fool whose Wife elopes some thnce a quarter, 150 

For matrimomal Solace dies a martyr 

Did ever Proteus, Merhn, any Witch, ^ 

Transform themselves so strangely as the Rich ? > 

‘Well, but the Poor’ — ^the Poor have the same itch J 

They change their weekly Barber, weekly News, 155 

Prefer a new Japanner to their shoes. 

Discharge their Garrets, move their Beds, and run 
(They know not whither) m a Chaise and one, 

They hire their Sculler, and when once aboard 
Grow sick, and damn the Climate— -like a Lord 160 

You laugh, half Beau half Sloven if I stand. 

My Wig all powder, and all snuflT my Band, 

You laugh, if Coat and Breeches strangely vary. 

White Gloves, and Lumen worthy Lady Mary* 

But when no Prelate’s Lawn with Hair-shirt hn’d, 165 

Is half so mcoherent as my Mmd, 

When (each Opimon with the next at strife. 

One ebb and flow of foUies all my Life) 

I plant, root up, I build, and then confound. 

Turn round to square, and square again to round, 170 


148 An old custom according to which on the wedding night the 
bride’s stocking was thrown among the guests, it was supposed fliat the 
person hit by it would be the first of the company to be married [OED] 

152 Proteus] a sea-god who had the power of assuming any form he 
pleased 

156 Japanner] Shoe-black A new ‘art’, according to Gay, Tnma, 11 
166 

164 Lady Mary Wortley Montague seems to have been a bye-word for 
slovenhness 
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You never change one muscle of your face^ 

You think this Madness but a common case. 

Nor once to Chanc’ry, nor to Hales apply, 

Yet hang your hp, to see a Seam awry^ 

Careless how ill I with myself agiee, 

Kind to my dress, my figure, not to Me 
Is this my Guide, Philosopher, and Friend ? 

This, He who loves me, and who ought to mend > 

Who ought to make me (what he can, or none,) 

That Man divine whom Wisdom calls her own, i8o 

Great without Title, without Fortune blessM, 

Rich ev’n when plimder’d, honour’d while oppress’d. 
Lov’d without youth, and follow’d without power. 

At home tho’ exil’d, free, tho’ m the Tower 

In short, that reas’ning, high, immortal Thmg, 185 

Just less than Jove, and much above a Kmg, 

Nay half m Heav’n — except (what’s mighty odd) 

A Fit of Vapours clouds this Deim-god 


173 Hales\ The Doctor of Bedlam [P] But he had died m 1728 
177 GuidCy Philosopher ^ and Friend] Pope had addressed Bolmgbroke 
by these titles in E on Man^ iv 390 

f' 


The Sixth Epistle of the First Book 
of Horace Imitated 

[written c 1737, published 1738] 

‘Not to Admire, is all the Art I know, 

To make men happy, and to keep them so ’ 

[Plam Truth, dear Murray, needs no flow’rs of speech. 
So take it in the very words of Creech ] 

This Vault of Air, this congregated Ball, 5 

Self-centred Sun, and Stars that rise and fall, 

There are, my Fnend* whose philosophic eyes 
Look thro’, and trust the Ruler with his Skies, 

4 Creech] From whose Translation of Horace <1684) the two first lines 
are taken [P] Creech’s version runs 

Not to admire, as most are wont to do, 

It IS the only method that I know, 

To make Men happy, and to keep ’em so 
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To him commit the hour, the day, the year. 

And view this dreadful All without a fear 10 

Admire we then what Earth’s low entrails hold, ^ 
Arabian shores, or Indian seas infold ^ > 

All the mad trade of Fools and Slaves for Gold ^ J 
Or Popularity, or Stars and Strmgs > 

The Mob’s applauses, or the gifts of Kmgs ^ 15 

Say with what eyes we ought at Courts to gaze, 

And pay the Great our homage of Amaze ^ 

If weak the pleasure that from these can sprmg. 

The fear to want them is as weak a thmg 

Whether we dread, or whethel: we desire, 20 

In either case, beheve me, we admire, 

Whether we joy or grieve, the same the curse. 

Surpriz’d at better, or surpnz’d at worse 
Thus good, or bad, to one extreme betray 
Th’ unbalanc’d Mmd, and snatch the Man away, 25 
For Vertue’s self may too much Zeal be had, 

The worst of Madmen is a Samt run mad 
Go then, and if you can, admire the state 
Of beammg diamonds, and reflected plate. 

Procure a Taste to double the surprize, 30 

And gaze on Parian Charms with learned eyes 
Be struck with bright Brocade, or T3n:ian Dye, 

Our Birth-day Nobles splendid Livery 
If not so pleas’d, at Coimcil-board rejoyce. 

To see their Judgments hang upon thy Voice, 35 

From mom to mght, at Senate, Rolls, and Hall, 

Plead much, read more, dme late, or not at all 
But wherefore all this labour, all this strife 
For Fame, for Riches, for a noble Wife ? 

Shall One whom Nature, Leanung, Birth, conspir’d 40 
To form, not to admire, but be admir’d. 

Sigh, while his Chloe, blmd to Wit and Worth, 

Weds the rich Dulness of some Son of earth ? 

Yet Time ennobles, or degrades each Lme, 

It brighten’d Crags’s, and may darken thme 45 

And what is Fame ? the Meanest have their day, 

The Greatest can but blaze, and pass away 


14 Strings] the nbbons of the knightly Orders Cf E on Man, iv 205 
33 Cf Rape, 1 23, Ep ii 1 332 

36 I e m Parliament, the Court of Chancery, and the High Court of 
Justice 



632 POEMS 1730-1744 

Grac’d as thou art, with all the Pow’r of Words, 

So known, so honour’d, at the House of Lords, 
Conspicuous Scene* another yet is nigh, 50 

(More silent far) where Kings and Poets lye. 

Where Murray (long enough his Country’s pride) 

Shall be no more than Tully, or than Hyde* 

Rack’d with Sciatics, martyr’d with the Stone, 

Will any mortal let himself alone ^ 

See Ward by batter’d Beaus invited over. 

And desp’rate Misery lays hold on Dover 
The case is easier m the Mmd’s disease. 

There, all Men may bft cur’d, whene’er they please 
Would ye be blest? despise low Joys, low Gains, “1 60 

Disdam whatever Cornbury disdams, V 

Be Virtuous, and be happy for your pains J 

But art thou one, whom new opmions sway. 

One, who beheves as Tmdal leads the way. 

Who Virtue and a Church alike disowns, 65 

Thinks that but words, and this but brick and stones 
Fly then, on all the wmgs of wild desire* 

Admire whate’er the maddest can admire 
Is Wealth thy passion^ Hence* from Pole to Pole, 

Where wmds can carry, or where waves can roll, 70 

For Indian spices, for Peruvian gold. 

Prevent the greedy, and out-bid the bold 
Advance thy golden Mountain to the skies. 

On the broad base of fifty thousand rise. 

Add one round hundred, and (if that’s not fair) 75 

Add fifty more, and brmg it to a square 
For, mark th’ advantage, just so many score 
Will gam a Wife with half as many more. 

Procure her beauty, make that beauty chaste. 

And then such Fnends — as cannot fail to last 80 

A Man of wealth is dubb’d a Man of worth, 

Venus shall give him Form, and Anstis Birth 
(Beheve me, many a German Prmce is worse. 

Who proud of Pedigree, is poor of Purse) 


50 another] He was buried in Westminster Abbey 
53 Hyde] First Earl of Clarendon Charles IPs chief adviser and Lord 
Chancellor 

56 Joshua Ward, the quack doctor, see Ep ii 1 18271 (p 642) 

57 Hover] Thomas Dover (1660-1742), physician, extravagantly fond 
of prescribing quicksilver 

61 Henry Hyde, Viscount Cornbury (1710-53), a pohtical opponent 
of Walpole 
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His Wealth brave Timon gloriously confounds, 85 
Ask’d for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds, 

Or if three Ladies like a luckless Play, 

Takes the whole House upon the Poet’s day 
Now, m^such exigencies not to need. 

Upon my word, you must be rich mdeed, 90 

A noble superfluity it craves. 

Not for your self, but for your Fools and Knaves, 
Something, which for your Honour they may cheat, 

And which it much becomes you to forget 
If Wealth alone then make and keep us blest, 95 

Still, still be gettmg, never,*never rest 
But if to Pow’r and Place your Passion lye. 

If in the Pomp of Life consist the Joy, 

Then hire a Slave, (or if you will, a Lord) 

To do the Honours, and to give the Word, 100 

Tell at your Levee, as the Crouds approach. 

To whom to nod, whom take mto your Coach, 

Whom honour with your hand to make remarks. 

Who rules m Cornwall, or who rules m Berks, 

‘This may be troublesome, is near the Chair, 105 

That makes three Members, this can chuse a Jftay’r ’ 
Instructed thus, you bow, embrace, protest. 

Adopt him Son, or Cozen at the least. 

Then turn about, ajid laugh at your own Jest 
Or if your life be one contmu’d Treat, 

If to hve well means nothmg but to eat. 

Up, up > cries Gluttony, ’tis break of day. 

Go drive the Deer, and drag the finny-prey. 

With hounds and horns go hunt an Appetite — 

So Russel did, but could not eat at mght, 115 

85 Ttm<n{\ see Moral Es iv 99 if (p 592) 

104 Who rides tn Cornwall} A matter of great importance since the 
county and its boroughs returned forty-four members to parliament 
Corruption was notoriously rife there 

Berks] Pope may be hinting at court influence upon the Windsor seats, 
or he may have been m need of a rhyme 

1 15 Russel] ‘There was a Lord Russell who, by living too luxuriously, 
had quite spoiled his constitution He did not love sport, but used to go 
out with his dogs every day, only to hunt for an appetite If he felt any- 
thing of that, he would cry out, “Oh, I have found it>” turn short round 
and ride home again, though they were m the midst of the finest chase — 
It was this Lord, who, when he met a beggar, and was entreated by him 
to give him something because he was dmost fanushed with hunger, 
called him “a happy dogf” and envied him too much to reheve him — 
(Spence, p 291) 
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CalFd happy Dog* the Beggar at his door. 

And envy’d Thirst and Hunger to the Poor 
Or shall we ev’ry Decency confound. 

Thro’ Taverns, Stews, and Bagnio’s take our round. 

Go dine with Chartres, m each Vice out-do 120 

K — ^I’s lewd Cargo, or Ty — ^y’s Crew, 

From Latian Syrens, French Circaean Feasts, 

Return well travell’d, and transform’d to Beasts, 

Or for a Titled Punk, or Foreign Flame, 

Renounce our Country, and degrade our Name > 125 

If, after all, we must with Wilmot own. 

The Cordial Drop df Life is Love alone. 

And Swift cry wisely, ‘Vive la Bagatelle*’ 

The Man that loves and laughs, must sure do well 
Adieu — ^if this advice appear the worst, 130 

E’en take the Counsel which I gave you first 
Or better Precepts if you can impart. 

Why do. I’ll follow them with all my heart 

121 K—Vs Ty — y’j] George Hay, Earl of Kinnoull, and James 
O’Hara, Baron Tyrawley, ambassadors at Constantinople and Lisbon 
Kinnoull behaved notoriously badly to his wife, Lord Osdord’s daughter, 
Tyrawley’^'seragUo was equally notorious 

127 The Cordial Drop\ Rochester’s Letter fro?n Artemisay in the town^ 
to Cloe in the country^ 11 40-5 

LOVCy 

That Cordial-drop Heav’n in our cup has thrown, 

To make the nauseous Draught of Life go down 

The First Epistle of the Second Book 
of Horace Imitated 

TO AUGUSTUS 
[written c 1736, published 1737] 

Ne Rubeam^ pingut donatus Munere ' 

HOR [Ep 11 t 26y] 

ADVERTISEMENT 

The Reflections of Horace, and the Judgments past in his Epistle to 
Augustus, seemed so seasonable to the present Times^ that I could not 
help applying them to the use of my own Country The Author thought 
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them considerable enough to address them to Hts Princely whom he 
paints with all the great and good Qualities of a Monarchy upon whom 
the Romans depended for the Encrease of an Absolute Empire But to 
make the Poem entirely English, I was willing to add one or two of 
those Virtues which contribute to the Happiness of a Free People, and 
are more consistent with the Welfare of our Neighbours 

This Epistle will show the learned World to have fallen into two 
mistakes, one, that Augustus was a Patron of Poets m general, 
whereas he not only prohibited all hut the Best Writers to name him, but 
recommended that Care even to the Civil Magistrate Admonebat-^ 
Praetores, ne paterentur Nomen suum obsolefieri, dfc The other, 
that this Piece was only a general Discourse of Poetry, whereas it 
was an Apology for the Poets, in order to render Augustus more their 
Patron Horace here pleads the Cause of his Cotemporaries, first 
against the Taste of the Town, whose humour it was to magnify the 
Authors of the preceding Age, secondly against the Court and Nobility, 
who encouraged only the Writers for the Theatre, and lastly against 
the Emperor himself, who had conceived them of little use to the 
Government He shews (by a view of the Progress of Learning, and the 
Charge of Taste among the Romans) that the Introduction of the 
Polite Arts of Greece had given the Writers of his Time great advant^ 
ages over their Predecessors, that their Morals were muclf improved, 
and the Licence of those ancient Poets restrained that Satire and 
Comedy were become more just and useful, that whatever extrav- 
agancies were left on the Stage, were owing to the III Taste of the 
Nobility, that Poets, under due Regulations, were in many respects 
useful to the State, and concludes, that it was upon them the Emperor 
himself must depend, for his Fame with Posterity 

We may farther learn from this Epistle, that Horace made his 
Court to this Great Prince, by writing with a decent Freedom toward 
him, with a just Contempt of his low Flatterers, and with a manlv 
Regard to his own Character 

While You, great Patron of Mankmd, sustam 
The balanc’d World, and open all the Mam, 

^ This poem is addressed to George II, also christened Augustus, but 
since the king was openly contemptuous of letters, and Pope (and the 
Opposition for whom he is speaking) disliked the Court, the compliments, 
imitated from those sincerely paid by Horace to Augustus, are to be 
construed iromcally 

2 Admonebat &c ] from Suetonius, Augustus, sect 89 

1 sustain World\ Pope seems to imply that Walpole^s pacific pohcy 
prevented England from taking her full part in foreign affairs 

2 operi^ To render available for trade, used ironically Complaints of 
Spanish attacks upon English merchantmen were frequent 
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Yolir Countrya chief, in Arms abroad defend, 

At home, with Morals, Arts, and Laws amend, 

How shall the Muse, from such a Monarch, steal 5 
An hour, and not defraud the Pubhck Weal ’> 

Edward and Henry, now the Boast of Fame, 

And virtuous Alfred, a more sacred Name, 

After a Life of gen’rous Toils endur’d. 

The Gaul subdu’d, or Property secur’d, 10 

Ambition humbled, mighty Cities storm’d. 

Or Laws establish’d, and the World reform’d. 

Clos’d their long Glories with a sigh, to find 
Ih’ imwillmg Gratifude of base mankind* 

All human Virtue to its latest breath 15 

Fmds Envy never conquer’d, but by Death 
The great Alcides, ev’ry Labour past. 

Had still this Monster to subdue at last 
Sure fate of all, beneath whose nsmg ray 
Each Star of meaner merit fades away, 20 

Oppress’d we feel the Beam directly beat. 

Those Suns of Glory please not till they set 
^ To Thee, the World its present homage pays. 

The Harvest early, but mature the Praise 
Great Friend of Liberty * m Kings a Name 25 

Above all Greek, above all Roman Fame 
Whose Word is Truth, as sacred and rever’d. 

As Heav’n’s own Oracles from Altars heard 
Wonder of Kmgs * like whom, to mortal eyes 
None e’er has risen, and none e’er shall rise 30 

Just in one mstance, be it yet confest 
Your People, Sir, are partial m the rest 
Foes to all hvmg worth except your own. 

And Advocates for Folly dead and gone 
Authors, like Corns, grow dear as they grow old, 35 
It 1$ the rust w^e value, not the gold 
Chaucer’s worst ribal^ is leam’d by rote, 

And beastly Skelton Heads of Houses quote 

3 See 1 397W Written before George IPs exploits at the battle of 
Dettingen 

abroad] This poem was published soon after the King’s return from a 
prolonged visit to Hanover 
7 Edward III and Henry V 
36 rust V 3 e value] cf Ep to Addison (p ai6) 1 36 
38 beastly Skelton] Poet Laureat to Hen 8 a Volume of whose Verses 
has been lately reprinted, consistmg almost wholly of Ribaldry, Obscenity, 
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One likes no language but the Faery Queen, 

A Scot will fight for Christ’s Kirk o’ the Green, 40 
And each true Briton is to Ben so avil. 

He swears the Muses met him at the Devil 
Tho’ )ustly Greece her eldest sons adnures. 

Why should not we be wiser than our Sires ? 

In ev’ry pubhck Virtue we excell, 45 

We build, we paint, we sing, we dance as well. 

And learned Athens to our Art must stoop, 

Could she behold us tumblmg thro’ a hoop 
If Time improve our Wit as well as Wme, 

Say at what age a Poet grow 5 divme > 50 

Shall we, or shall we not, account him so. 

Who dy’d, perhaps, an hundred years ago > 

End all dispute, and fix the year precise 
When British bards begm t’lmmortalize > 

‘Who lasts a Century can have no flaw, 55 

I hold that Wit a Classick, good m law ’ 

Suppose he wants a year, will you compound 
And shall we deem him Anaent, right and sound. 

Or damn to all Eternity at once, 

At mnety nme, a Modem, and a Dunce ? 60 

‘We shall not quarrel for a year or two, 

By Courtesy of England, he may do ’ 

Then, by the rule that made the Horse-tail bare, 

I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 

And melt down Ancients like a heap of snow 65 

While you, to measure merits, look in Stowe, 

And estimating Authors by the year. 

Bestow a Garland only on a Bier 


and Scurrilous Language [P] Skelton’s works were reprinted in 1736 for 
the first time since 1568 

40 Christ* s Kirk 0* the Green] A Ballad made by a King of Scotland [P] 
Vanously attributed to James I and James V The poem had been 
reprinted frequently in Pope’s life-time 
42 The Devil Tavern, where Ben Johnson held his Poetical Club [P] 
48 A reference to the contemporary popularity of pantomime 
62 Courtesy of England] A legal term signifying the custom by which 
a husband, after his wife’s death, holds certam kinds of property which 
she has inherited The husband will not be disturbed m his tenure of 
property, nor the poet in his tenure of fame, in spite of their being unable 
to make out a prescriptive title 

66 Stowe] ‘The most accurate and businesslike of the Elizabethan 
chroniclers* (DNB) His Swmmane of Englyshe Chronicles was published 
in 1565 and his Annales in 1580 
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Shakespear, (whom you and ev’ry Play-house bill 
Style the divme, the matchless, what you will) 70 

For gam, not glory, wmg’d his roving flight. 

And grew Immortal in his own despight 
Ben^ old and poor, as little seem’d to heed 
The Life to come, m ev’ry Poet’s Creed 
Who now reads Cowley > if he pleases yet, 75 

His moral pleases, not his pomted wit, 

Forgot his Epic, nay Pindaric Art, 

But still I love the language of his Heart 
‘Yet surely, surely, these were famous men^ 

What Boy but heals the sayings of old Ben ^ 80 

In all debates where Criticks bear a part. 

Not one but nods, and talks of Johnson’s Art, 

Of Shakespear’s Nature, and of Cowley’s Wit, 

How Beaumont’s Judgment check’d what Fletcher writ. 
How Shadwell hasty, Wycherly was slow, 85 

But, for the Passions, Southern sure and Rowe 
These, only these, support the crouded stage. 

From eldest Heywood down to Cibber’s age ’ 

All this may be, the People’s Voice is odd. 

It is, and It IS not, the voice of God 90 

69 Shakespear and Ben Johnson may truly be said not much to have 
thought of this Immortality, the one in many pieces composed in haste 
for the Stage, the other in his Latter works in general, which Dry den 
call’d his Dotages [P] 

75 Cowley’s reputation declined with the turn of the century, when 
‘correctness’ of versification and restraint of expression came to be valued 
His wit had been adversely criticized by Dryden in the Preface to the 
Fables, and by Addison m Spectator 62 , Gildon and others had published 
their disapproval of his epic, the Davideis , and the taste for Pmdarique 
imitations was going out 

77 Pindaric Ari\ which has much more merit than his Epic but very 
unlike the Character, as well as Numbers, of Pindar [P] 

82-3 Art Nature} e g Dryden’s Essay of Dramatic Poesy cf 
Dunctad A a 216 (p 389) 

85 Shadwell Wycherly} Nothing was less true than this particular 
But the whole Paragraph has a mixture of Irony, and must not altogether 
be taken for Horace’s own Judgment, only the common Chatt of the pre- 
tenders to Criticism, m some thmgs right, m others wrong as he tells us 
in his answers, 

Jnterdum vulgus rectum videt, est ubt peccat [P] 

86 Southern Rowe} The principal followers of Otway in senti- 
mental tragedy 

88 John Heywood (1497 ’-1580 ?) was the author of several interludes, 
amongst them The Four P's and The Pardoner and the Friar See Dunctad, 
A i 96 Eldest distinguishes him from the Jacobean dramatist, Thomas 
Heywood 
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To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 

And yet deny the Careless Husband praise^ 

Or say our fathers never broke a rule, 

Why then I say, the Pubhck is a fool 

But let them own, that greater faults than we 95 

They had, and greater Virtues, I"ll agree 

Spenser lumself affects the obsolete. 

And Sydney’s verse halts ill on Roman feet 
Milton’s strong pimon now not Heav’n can bound. 

Now serpent-hke, in prose he sweeps the ground, 100 
In Quibbles, Angel and Archangel jom. 

And God the Father turns 2 School-Divme 
Not that I’d lop the Beauties from his book. 

Like slashmg Bentley with his desp’rate Hook, 

Or damn all Shakespear, hke th’ affected fool 105 

At Court, who hates whate’er he read at School 
But for the Wits of either Charles’s days, 

The Mob of Gendemen who wrote with Ease, 

Sprat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more, 

9 1 Gammer Gurton^ a piece of very low humour, one of the first printed 
Plays m English, and therefore much valued by some Antiqu^ies [P] It 
was reprinted m 1661 

92 the Careless Hushand\ A successful comedy by Cibber, first pro 
duced m 1704 

97 Spenser obsolete\ Particularly in the Shepherd’s Calendar, 
where he imitates the unequal Measures, as well as the Language, of 
Chaucer [P] Pope is quoting from Ben Jonson’s Discoveries ^ Spencer ^ in 
affecting the Ancients writ no Language ’ 

98 on Roman feet] Specimens of Sidney’s elegiacs and sapphics are 
found in the Arcadia, Book I His works had been reprinted by Curll and 
others in 1725 

101 Quibbles] e g Par Lost, vi 609-28 

102 School-Dwine] e g ibid 111 80-134 

104 Like slashing Bentley] See Ep to Arbuthnot, 1 16472 (p 603) 

Hook] In a note to Dunciad, B iv 194, Pope, mimicking Bentley, uses 
the word to designate the square brackets within which Bentley enclosed 
passages which he considered spurious The metaphor from hedging is 
also apparent 

106 Pope refers to Hervey’s Epistle from a Nobleman to a Doctor of 
Divinity, 1733 

That all I learn’d from Doctor Fretnd at School, 

By Gradus, Lexicon, or Grammar-Rule 
Has quite deserted this poor John-Trot Head, 

And left plain native English m its stead 

109 Sprat] Thomas Sprat (1635-1713), Bishop of Rochester, 1684 
‘A worse Cowley,* Pope thought him 

Carew] Thomas Carew (i59S’"*i639?), lyric poet Pope called him ‘a 
bad Waller’ 

Sedley] Sir Charles Sedley (1639-1701), lyric poet Sedley is a very 
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(Like twinkling Stars the Miscellanies o’er) no 

One Simile, that sohtary shines 
In the dry Desert of a thousand hnes. 

Or lengthen’d Thought that gleams thro’ many a page. 
Has sanctify’d whole Poems for an age 

I lose my patience, and I own it too, 115 

When works are censur’d, not as bad, but new. 

While if our Elders break all Reason’s laws. 

These fools demand not Pardon, but Applause 
On Avon’s bank, where fiow’rs eternal blow. 

If I but ask, if any weed can grow ^ 120 

One Tragic sentence if I dare deride 
Which Betterton’s grave Action dignify’ d. 

Or well- mouth’d Booth with emphasis proclaims, 

(Tho’ but, perhaps, a muster-roll of Names) 

How will our Fathers rise up m a rage, 125 

And swear, all shame is lost in George’s Age* 

You’d think no Fools disgrac’d the former Reign, 

Did not some grave Examples yet remain. 

Who scorn a Lad should teach his Father skill. 

And, havmg once been wrong, will be so still 130 

fie, who to seem more deep than you or I, 

Extols old Bards, or Merlin’s Prophecy, 

Mistake him not, he envies, not admires, 

And to debase the Sons, exalts the Sires 

Had ancient Times conspir’d to dis-allow 135 

What then was new, what had been ancient now ^ 

Or what remain’d, so worthy to be read 
By learned Criticks, of the mighty Dead ^ 

In Days of Ease, when now the weary Sword 
Was sheath’d, and Luxury with Charles restor’d, 140 
In every Taste of foreign Courts improv’d, 

‘All by the King’s Example, liv’d and lov’d ’ 

Then Peers grew proud m Horsemanship t’ excell, 

insipid writer,’ Pope told Spence, ‘except in some few of his little 
love-verses’ 

124 An absurd Custom of several Actors, to pronounce with Emphasis 
the meer Proper Names of Greeks or Romans, which (as they call it) fill 
the mouth of the Pla> er [P] 

132 MerhfCs Prophecy] Translated from the Welsh by Geoffrey of 
Monmouth and embodied in his Histona Regum Britannice (Book vii), an 
English translation of which was made by Aaron Thompson (1718) 

139 ff Cf E on C 11 534-59 

142 A Verse of the Lord Lansdown [P] From The Progress of Beauty 

143 Horsemamkp Romcmee] The Duke of Newcastle’s ,Book of 
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New-market’s Glory rose, as Britain’s fell, 

The Soldier breath’d the Gallantries of France, 145 
And ev’ry fiow’ry Courtier writ Romance 
Then Marble soften’d mto hfe grew warm. 

And yielding Metal flow’d to human form 
Lely on animated Canvas stole 

The sleepy Eye, that spoke the meltmg soul 150 

No wonder then, when all was Love and Sport, 

The wilhng Muses were debauch’d at Court, 

On each enervate string they taught the Note 
To pant, or tremble thro’ an Eunuch’s throat 
But Britam, changeful as a Child at play, 155 

Now calls m Princes, and now turns away 
Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov’d we hate. 

Now all for Pleasure, now for Church and State, 

Now for Prerogative, and now for Laws , 

Effects unhappy* from a Noble Cause 160 

Time was, a sober Enghshman wou’d knock 
His servants up, and rise by five a clock. 

Instruct his Family m ev’ry rule. 

And send his Wife to Church, his Son to school 
To worship like his Fathers was his care, ^ 165 

To teach their frugal Virtues to his Heir, 

To prove, that Luxury could never hold. 

And place, on good Security, his Gold 

Now Times are chang’d, and one Poetick Itch 

Has seiz’d the Court and City, Poor and Rich 170 

Sons, Sires, and Grandsires, all will wear the Bays, 

Our Wives read Milton, and our Daughters Plays, 

To Theatres, and to Rehearsals throng, 

And all our Grace at Table is a Song 

I, who so oft renounce the Muses, lye, 175 

Not — ’s self e’er tells more F%hs than I , 

When, sick of Muse, our folhes we deplore. 

And promise our best Friends to ryme no more. 


Horsemanship the Romance of Parthemssa <1654), by the Earl of Orrery, 
and most of the French Romances translated by Persons of Quality [P] 
The Duke of Newcastle wrote two books on Horsemanship, Methode 
et Invention Nouvelle de Dresser les Chevaux (Antwerp, 1658) and A New 
Method and Extraordinary Invention to Dress Horses (1667) 

149 Sir Peter I ely (1618-80), a Dutchman, came to England in 1641 
and established a reputation as a portrait-painter, but his greatest fame 
and prosperity was gained after the Restoration 

153 The Siege of Rhodes <1656) by Sir William Davenant, the first 
Opera sung in England [P] 
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We wake next morning in a raging Fit, 

And call for Pen and Ink to show our Wit 180 

He serv’d a Trenticeship, who sets up shop , 

Ward try’d on Puppies, and the Poor, his Drop, 

Ev’n Radcliff’s Doctors travel first to France, 

Nor dare to practise till they’ve learn’d to dance 
Who builds a Bridge that never drove a pyle ^ 185 

(Should Ripley venture, all the World would smile) 

But those who cannot write, and those who can. 

Ail ryme, and scrawl, and scribble, to a man 
Yet Sir, reflect, the mischief is not great. 

These Madmen never hurt the Church or State 190 
Sometimes the Folly benefits mankmd, 

And rarely Av’rice tamts the tuneful mind 
Allow him but his Play-thmg of a Pen, 

He ne’er rebels, or plots, like other men 

Fhght of Cashiers, or Mobs, he’ll never mind, 195 

And knows no losses while the Muse is kmd 

To cheat a Friend, or Ward, he leaves to Peter, 

The good man heaps up nothmg but mere metre. 

Envoys his Garden and his Book in quiet, 

'^And then — a perfect Hermit m his Diet 200 

Of little use the Man you may suppose. 

Who says m verse what others say m prose, 

Yet let me show, a Poet’s of some weight. 

And (tho’ no Soldier) useful to the State 


182 Ward] A famous Empirick, whose Pill and Drop had several 
surprizing effects, and were one of the principal subjects of Writing and 
Conversation at this time [P] 

183 Sir John Radcliffe (1653-1714), physician, left money to endov, 
medical travelling fellowships From his estate the Radclife Library, 
Infirmary, and Observatory at Oxford were built and endowed 

186 Thomas Ripley (d 1758), architect, who owed his advancement 
to Walpole 

195 Fhght of Cashiers] Robert Knight, cashier of the South Sea Com- 
pany, fled to France, after being found guilty of notorious breach of trust 
by the House of Lords 

197 Peter] 1 e Peter Walter See Sat ii 11 i68w (p 624) and p 577 , 1 
i2Sn 

204 Horace had not acquitted himself much to his credit in this 
capacity , (720^2 hene relicta parmulay <^Od ii vii i o» in the battle of Philippi 
It is manifest he alludes to himself in this whole account of a Poet’s 
character , but with an intermixture of Irony Vivit sthquts & pane secundo 
has a relation to his Epicurism, Os tenerum puerty is ridicule The nobler 
office of a Poet follows, Torquet ah obsccents — Max etiam pectus — Recte 
facta referty which the Imitator has apply’d where he thinks it more 
due than to himself He hopes to be pardoned, if, as he is sincerely 
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What Will a Child learn sooner than a song > 205 

What better teach a Foreigner the tongue ^ 

What’s long or short, each accent where to place. 

And speak in pubiick with some sort of grace 
I scarce can think him such a worthless thing, 

Unless he praise some monster of a Kmg, 210 

Or Virtue, or Religio’n turn to sport, 

To please a lewd, or un-beheving Court 
Unhappy Dryden* — In all Charles’s days, 

Roscommon only boasts unspotted Bays, 

And m our own (excuse some Courtly stams) 215 

No whiter page than Addisc^ remains 

He, from the taste obscene reclaims our Youth, 

And sets the Passions on the side of Truth, 

Forms the soft bosom with the gentlest art, 

And pours each human Virtue in the heart 220 

Let Ireland tell, how Wit upheld her cause. 

Her Trade supported, and supply ’d her Laws, 

And leave on Swift this grateful verse mgrav’d. 

The Rights a Court attack’d, a Poet sav’d 

Behold the hand that wrought a Nation’s cure, 225 

Stretch’d to relieve the Idiot and the Poor, 

Proud Vice to brand, or injur’d Worth adorn. 

And stretch the Ray to Ages yet unborn 
Not but there are, who merit other palms, 

Hopkins and Sternhold glad the heart with Psalms, 230 
The Boys and Girls whom Charity maintains. 

Implore your help m these pathetic strams 
How could Devotion touch the country pews. 

Unless the Gods bestow’d a proper Muse > 

Verse cheats their leisure. Verse assists their work, 235 


inclined to praise what deserves to be praised, he arraigns what deserves 
to be arraigned, m the 210, 21 1, and 212th Verses [P] 

214 Roscominori\ Wentworth Dillon, fourth Earl of Roscommon 
(1633^-1685), whose Essay on Translated Verse was published in 1684 
See E on C \\ 725-6 

222 Trade supported] He refers to Swift’s Pi oposalfor the Universal Use 
of Irish Manufacture (1720) 

supply* 1 e made up for the deficiences of her laws 
226 the Idiot and the Poor] A Foundation for the maintenance of Idiots, 
and a Fund for assisting the Poor, by lending small sums of Money on 
demand [P] 

230 Stemhold’s metrical version of the Psalms, begun in 1549, was 
completed by Hopkins and others in 1562 
P AP— y 
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Verse prays for Peace, or sings down Pope and Turk 
The silenc’d Preacher yields to potent strain. 

And feels that grace his pray’r besought in vain. 

The blessing thnlls thro’ all the lab’rmg throng. 

And Heav’n is won by violence of Song 240 

Our rural Ancestors, with little blest, 

Patient of labour when the end was rest. 

Indulg’d the day that hous’d their annual grain. 

With feasts, and off’rmgs, and a thankful strain 
The joy their wives, their sons, and servants share, 245 
Ease of their toil, and part’ners of their care 
The laugh, the jest^ attendants on the bowl. 

Smooth’d ev’ry brow, and open’d ev’ry soul 
With growmg years die pleasmg Licence grew. 

And Taunts alternate innocently flew 250 

But Times corrupt, and Nature, ill-mchn’d. 

Produc’d the pomt that left a stmg behmd. 

Till friend with friend, and famihes at strife, 

Tnumphant Mahce rag’d thro’ private life 
Who felt the wrong, or fear’d it, took th’ alarm, 255 
Appeal’d to Law, and Justice lent her arm 
TAt length, by whoiesom dread of statutes boimd. 

The Poets leam’d to please, and not to wound 
Most warp’d to Flatt’ry’s side, but some, more mce. 
Preserv’d the freedom, and forbore the vice 260 

Hence Satire rose, that just the medium hit. 

And heals with Morals what it hurts with Wit 
We conquer’d France, but felt our captive’s charms. 
Her Arts victorious tnumph’d o’er our Arms 
Britain to soft refinements less a foe. 

Wit grew polite, and Numbers learn’d to flow 
Waller was smooth, but Dryden taught to join 
The varymg verse, the full resounding hne. 

The long majestic march, and energy divme 

236 svr^s TurK\ *My name is as bad a one as yours, and hated by 
all bad poets, from Hopkms and Sternhold to Gildon and Cibber The 
first prayed agamst me joined with the Turk ’ (Pope to Swift, Oct 15, 
1725) The aUusion is to a hne m the prayer at the end of the metrical 
psalms ‘From Pope and Turk defend us. Lord* 

257 statute^ See Sat ii 1 i47« (p 618) 

267 Mr Waller about this tune <1664), with theE of Dorset, Mr 
Godolphin, and others, translated the Pompey of Corneille, and the more 
correct French Poets began to be in reputation [P] 

268 ‘Energy* as a critical term denoting vigour of expression is derived 
from an imperfect understanding of Aristotle’s use of euepyeia for the 
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Tho’ Still some traces of our rustic vein 270 

And splay-foot verse^ remam’d^ and will remain 
Late, very late^ correctness grew our care, 

When the tir’d nation breath’d from civil war 

Exact Racme, and Corneille’s noble fire 

Show’d us that France had something to admire 275 

Not but the Tragic sfiirit was our own, 

And full m Shakespear, fair m Otway shone 
But Otway fail’d to polish or refine. 

And fluent Shakespear scarce effac’d a Ime 
Ev’n copious Dryden, wanted, or forgot, 280 

The last and greatest Art, the Art to blot 
Some doubt, if equal pams or equal fire 
The humbler Muse of Comedy require^ 

But m known Images of life I guess 

The labour greater, as th’ Indulgence less 285 

Observe how seldom ev’n the best succeed 

Tell me if Congreve’s Fools are Fools mdeed ^ 

What pert low Dialogue has Farqu’ar writ* 

How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit * 

The stage how loosely does Astrasa tread, 290 

Who fairly puts aU Characters to bed 
And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws. 

To make poor Pinky eat with vast applause* 

But fill their purse, our Poet’s work is done, 


species of metaphor which calls up a mental picture of something ‘acting 

or moving (OFD) , r rm 

278 Thomas Otway (1652-1685), tragic dramatist, author ot sne 
Orphan, 1680, and Venice Preserved, 1682 

287 Congreve^s Fools] Pope probably refers to Brisk, the pert Cox- 
comb* in The Double Dealer, and more particularly to Witwoud, whose 
character Congreve mentions in the epistle dedicatory to Way of the 
World, as intended for an unusual type of fool, who ‘should 
ridiculous, not so much through a naturi folly as through an affected 


wit * 

288 Fargu^ar] George Farquhar (1677-1707), author of The Beaux 
Stratagem (1707) and other comedies 

289 Van] Sir John Vanbrugh (1664-1726), coimc dramatist and 
architect Author of The Confederacy (1705) and other plays 

290 Astrcea] A Name taken by Mrs Afra Behn, Authoress of 

several obscene Plays, &c [P] rr r 

B 1640, d 1689 Astrsea was the goddess of justice Hence the use ot 


cf (No 188) ^Penkethman devours a cold Chick with 

great Applause * As Don Lewis in Cibber’s Love Makes a Man (1700) 
(Act iv) Penkethman ate two chickens in three seconds 
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Alike to them^ by Pathos or by Pun 295 

O you^ whom Vamty’s hght bark conveys 
On Fame’s mad voyage by the wmd of Praise, 

With what a shiftmg gale your course you ply. 

For ever sunk too low, or bom too high^ 

Who pants for glory finds but short repose, 300 

A breath revives him, or a*^ breath o’erthrows ^ 

Farewel the staged if just as thrives the Play, 

The silly bard grows fat, or falls away 
There still remams to mortify a Wit, 

The many-headed Monster of the Pit 305 

A sense-less, worth-less, and unhonour’d cro’wd. 

Who to disturb their betters mighty proud, 

Clatt’ring their sacks, before ten lines are spoke. 

Call for the Farce, the Bear, or the Black-joke 

What dear dehght to Britons Farce affords* 310 

Farce once the taste of Mobs, but now of Lords, 

(For Taste, eternal wanderer, now flies 
From heads to ears, and now from ears to eyes ) 

The Play stands still, damn action and discourse. 

Back fly the scenes, and enter foot and horse, 315 

TPageants on pageants, m long order drawn. 

Peers, Heralds, Bishops, Ermm, Gold, and Lawn, 

The Champion too* and, to complete the jest. 

Old Edward’s Armour beams on Cibber’s breast* 

With laughter sure Democritus had dy’d, 320 

Had he beheld an Audience gape so wide 
Let Bear or Elephant be e’er so white. 

The people, sure, the people are the sight* 

Ah luckless Poet* stretch thy lungs and roar. 

That Bear or Elephant shall heed thee more 325 

While all its throats the Gallery extends. 

And all the Thunder of the Pit ascends * 

309 Black-joke} A popular air 

313 From Plays to Operas, and from Operas to Pantomimes 
315 scenes] The flats which met in the centre to form a painted scene, 
and were drawn apart to reveal the inner stage 

319 The Coronation of Henry the Eighth and Queen Anne Boleyn, in 
which the Playhouses vied with each other to represent all the pomp of a 
Coronation In this noble contention, the Armour of one of the Kings of 
England was borrowed from the Tower, to dress the Champion [P] 
George II was crowned on Oct ii, 1727 On Oct 26, Shakespeare’s 
Henry VIII was performed at Drury Lane with Booth as Henry, Cibber 
as Wolsey, Wilks as Buckmgham, and Mrs Porter as Queen Catherine 
Special attention was paid to the coronation of Anne Boleyn, which alone 
cost the managers £1,000 
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Loud as the Wolves on Orcas’ stormy steep. 

Howl to the roarings of the Northern deep 

Such IS the shout, the long-applaudmg note, 330 

At Qmn’s high plume, or Oldfield’s petticoat. 

Or when from Court a birth-day suit bestow’d 
Sinks the lost Actor m the tawdry load 
Booth enters — ^hark* die Universal Peal* 

‘But has he spoken Not a syllable 335 

‘What shook the stage, and made the people stare 
Cato’s long Wig, flowr’d gown, and lacquer’d chair 
Yet lest you think I railly more than teach. 

Or praise mahgnly Arts I cailnot reach. 

Let me for once presume t’mstruct the times, 340 

To know the Poet from the Man of Rymes 
’Tis He, who gives my breast a thousand pains, 

Can make me feel each Passion that he feigns. 

Inrage, compose, with more than magic Art, 

With Pity, and with Terror, tear my heart, 345 

And snatch me, o’er the earth, or thro’ the air, 

To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where 
But not this part of the poetic state 
Alone, deserves the favour of the Great 
Think of those Authors, Sir, who would rely 350 

More on a Reader’s sense, than Gazer’s eye 
Or who shall wander where the Muses smg ^ 

Who climb their Mountain, or who taste their spnng ? 
How shall we fill a Library with Wit, 

When Merlm’s Cave is half unfurmsh’d yet 355 

My Liege* why Writers httle claim your thought. 


328 Orcas\ The farthest Northern Promontory of Scotland, opposite 
to the Orcades [P] 

331 Quints highplume\ Addison remarks (Sped 42) that ‘the ordinary 
method of making an Hero, is to clap a huge Plume of feathers upon his 
head * 

Oldfield's petticoai\ ‘A Princess generally receives her grandeur from 
the broad sweeping tram that follows her m all her motions, and finds 
constant employment for a boy who stands behind her to open and spread 
it to advantage' (Addison, op cit ) Mrs Townley (Mrs Oldfield) hides 
her lover Plotwell under her petticoat in Three Hours after Marriage 
(1717), Act II, by Pope, Gay, and Arbuthnot 

332 htrth^day suti\ one of the magnificent suits worn at royal birthday 
celebrations See Ep i vi 33, Rape^ 1 23 , Imtt Donne y iv 218-25 

337 See Addison’s Cato (1713) v 1, where the initial stage direction 
reads ‘Cato solus, sittir^ in a thoughtful posture * 

355 Merlin's Cave] A Building <by Kent, i735> m the Royal Gardens 
of Richmond, where is a small, but choice Collection of Books [P] 
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I guess, and, with their leave, will tell the fault 
We Poets are (upon a Poet’s word) 

Of all mankind, the creatures most absurd 

The season, when to come, and when to go, 360 

To smg, or cease to smg, we never know. 

And if we will recite mne hours in ten. 

You lose your patience, just like other men 

Then too we hurt our selves, when to defend 

A single verse, we quarrel with a friend, 365 

Repeat unask’d, lament, the Wit’s too fine 

For vulgar eyes, and pomt out ev’ry line 

But most, when strainmg with too weak a wing. 

We needs will write Epistles to the Kmg, 

And from the moment we obhge the town, 370 

Expect a Place, or Pension from the Crown, 

Or dubb’d Historians by express command, 

T’ enroll your triumphs o’er the seas and land. 

Be call’d to Court, to plan some work divme. 

As once for Louis, Boileau and Racine 375 

Yet think great Sir* (so many Virtues showm) 

Ah think, what Poet best may make them known ? 

Or chuse at least some Jviimster of Grace, 

Fit to bestow the Laureat’s weighty place 
Charles, to late times to be transmitted fair, 380 
Assign’d his figure to Bermm’s care. 

And great Nassau to Kneller’s hand decreed 

To fix him graceful on the boimdmg Steed 

So well m paint and stone they judg’d of merit 

But Kings in Wit may want discerning spirit 385 

The Hero Wilham, and the Martyr Charles, 

One kmghted Blackmore, and one pension’d Quarles, 


372 Dryden and Shadwell had held the office of historiographer royal 
(recreated in 1661) with the laureateship 

375 Boileau and Racine were appointed historiographers to Louis XIV 
in 1677 

378 some Mtmstei] Walpole appointed Cibber poet laureate in 1730 

381 Bemini was the architect who designed the great colonnade of 
St Peter’s His bust of Charles I, made in Rome in 1636-7, perished in 
ffie fire at Whitehall in 1696 

382 Kneller’s equestrian portrait of William III with allegorical 
figures, now at Hampton Court, was painted in 1701 to commemorate 
William’s return to England after signing the peace of Ryswick m 1697 

387-9 Blackmore was knighted for his services as court physician, not 
for his poetry Nothing is known of Quarles’s pension or Jonson’s refer- 
ence to It The meaning of 11 388-9 still awaits explanation 
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Which made old Ben, and surly Denms swear^ 

‘No Lord’s anointed^ but a Russian Bear ’ 

Not with such Majesty^ such bold relief^ 390 

The Forms august of Kmg, or conqu’rmg Chief, 

E’er swell’d on Marble 3 as in Verse have shm’d 

(In polish’d Verse) th5 Manners and the Mmd 

Oh’ could I mount on the Mseoman wmgj 

Your ArmSi your Actions^ your Repose to sing’ 395 

What seas you travers’d’ and what fields you fought’ 

Your Country’s Peace^ how oft, how dearly bougnt’ 

How barb’rous rage subsided*at your word. 

And Nations wonder’d while they dropp’d the sword’ 
How, when you nodded, o’er the land and deep, 400 
Peace stole her wmg, and wrapt the world m sleep. 

Till Earth’s extremes your mediation own. 

And Asia’s Tyrants tremble at your Throne — 

But Verse alas’ vour Majesty disdams. 

And I’m not us’d to Panegyric strams 405 

The Zeal of Fools offends at any time. 

But most of all, the Zeal of Fools m ryme 
Besides, a fate attends on all I wnte. 

That when I aim at praise, they say I bite 
A vile Encomium doubly ridicules, 410 

There’s nothmg blackens like the ink of fools. 

If true, a woful hkeness, and if lyes, 

‘Praise undeserv’d is scandal in disguise ’ 

Well may he blush, who gives it, or receives. 

And when I flatter, let my dirty leaves 415 

(Like Journals, Odes, and such forgotten thmgs 
As Eusden, Philips, Settle, writ of Kmgs) 

Cloath spice, line trunks, or flutt’rmg in a row. 

Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Sohoe 

394 Homer was thought to have been an inhabitant of Maeonia 

397 Walpole’s pacific policy, reluctantly adopted by George II, was 
becoming increasingly unpopular Dearly is especially ironical cf Dta i 
151-160 (p 694) 

417 For Eusden and Philips, see Ep to Arbuthnoty I5«, ioo« Elkanah 
Settle (1648-1724) wrote birthday odes for George I and the Prince of 
Wales, 1717 
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The Second Epistle of the Second Book 
of Horace Imitated by Mr Tope 

[written c 1736, published 1737] 

Ludentis speciem dabit & torqnebitur — 

[HOR Ep II ll 124\ 

Dear Cornel’ Cobham^s and your Country’s Friend’ 

You love a Verse^ take such as I can send 
A Frenchman comes, presents you with his Boy, 

Bows and begins — ‘This Lad, Sir, is of Blois 
Observe his Shape how clean’ his Locks how curl’d’ 5 
My only Son, I’d have him see the World 
His French is pure, his Voice too — ^you shall hear — 

Sir, he’s your Slave, for twenty poimd a year 
Mere Wax as yet, you fashion him with ease. 

Your Barber, Cook, Upholst’rer, what you please 10 
A perfect Gemus at an Opera-Song — 

To say too much, might do my Honour wrong 
^ake him with all his Virtues, on my word. 

His w^hole Ambition was to serve a Lord, 

But Sir, to you, with what wou’d I not part^ 15 

Tho’ faith, I fear ’twill break his Mother’s heart 
Once, (and but once) I caught him m a Lye, 

And then, unwhipp’d, he had the grace to cry 
The Fault he has I fairly shall leveal, 

‘(Cou’d you o’erlook but that) — ^it is, to steal ’ 20 

If, after this, >ou took the graceless Lad, 

Cou’d you complam, my Friend, he prov’d so bad "> 

Faith, in such case, if you should prosecute, 

I think Sir Godfry should decide the Suit, 

Who sent the Thief that stole the Cash, away, 25 

And punish’d him that put it m his way 
Consider then, and judge me in this light, 

I told you when I went, I could not write, 

I Colonel Anthony Browne of Abscourt farm, near Walton-on- 
Thames 

4 Blois\ A town in which French was reputed to be spoken with 
exception^ puiity 

24 Str Godfry\ An eminent Justice of Peace, who decided much in the 
manner of Sancho Panga [P] Sir Godfrey Kneller This alluded to his 
dismissing a soldier who had stolen a joint of meat, and accused the 
butcher of having tempted him by it 
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You said the same, and are you discontent 

With Laws, to which you gave your own assent ^ 30 

Nay worse, to ask for Verse at such a time* 

D’ye think me good for nothmg but to rhime 
In Anna’s Wars, a Soldier poor and old. 

Had dearly earn’d a httle purse of Gold 
Tir’d with a tedious'^March, one luckless mght, 35 

He slept, poor Dog* and lost it, to a doit 
This put the Man in such a desp’rate Mind, 

Between Revenge, and Grief, and Hunger join’d, 

Agamst the Foe, himself, and all Mankind, 

He leapt the Trenches, scalM a Castle-Wall, 40 

Tore down a Standard, took the Fort and all 
‘Prodigious well*’ his great Commander cry’d. 

Gave him much Praise, and some Reward beside 
Next pleas’d his Excellence a Town to batter, 

(Its Name I know not, and it’s no great matter) 45 

‘Go on, my Friend (he cry’d) see yonder Walls * 

Advance and conquer* go where Glory calls* 

More Honours, more Rewards, attend the Brave’ — 

Don’t you remember what Reply he gave 

D’ye think me, noble Gen’ral, such a Sot 50 

Let him take Castles who has ne’er a Groat ’ 

Bred up at home, full early I begun 
To read in Greek, the Wrath of Peleus’ Son 
Besides, my Father taught me from a Lad, 

The better Art to know the good from bad 55 

(And httle sure imported to remove. 

To hunt for Truth in MaudlirCs learned Grove ) 

But knottier Points we knew not half so well. 

Depriv’d us soon of our Paternal Cell, 

And certain Laws, by Suff’rers thought unjust, 60 

Deny’d all Posts of Profit or of Trust 
Hopes after Hopes of pious Papists fail’d. 

While mighty William’s thundring Arm prevail’d 
For Right Hereditary tax’d and fin’d. 

He stuck to Poverty with Peace of Mind, 65 

And me, the Muses help’d to imdergo it. 

Convict a Papist He, and I a Poet 

But (thanks to Homer) smce I hve and thrive 

Indebted to no Prince or Peer ahve, 

43 some Rejom d\ a departure from the Latin in order to reflect upon 
Marlborough s avarice 
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Sure I should want the Care of ten Monroes^ 70 

If I would scribble, rather than repose 
Years following Years, steal something ev’ry day, 

At last they steal us from our selves away. 

In one our Frohcks, one Amusements end. 

In one a Mistress drops, in one a Friend 75 

This subtle Thief of Life, this paltry Time, 

What will It leave me, if it snatch my Rhime ^ 

If ev’ry Wheel of that unweary’d Mill 
That turn’d ten thousand Verses, now stands still 
But after all, what wou’d you have me do ^ 80 

When out of twenty I czn please not two. 

When this Heroicks only deigns to praise. 

Sharp Satire that, and that Pmdaric lays ^ 

One hkes the Pheasant’s wmg, and one the leg, 

The Vulgar boil, the Learned roast an Egg, 85 

Hard Task* to hit the Palate of such Guests, 

When Oldfield loves, what Dartmeuf detests 
But grant I may relapse, for want of Grace, 

Agam to rhime, can London be the Place ^ 

Who there his Muse, or Self, or Soul attends ’> 90 

In Q^ouds and Courts, Law, Busmess, Feasts and Friends ^ 
My Coimsel sends to execute a Deed 
A Poet begs me, I will hear him read 
In Palace-Yard at Nine you’ll find me there — 

At Ten for certain, Sir, in Bloomsb’ry -Square — 95 

Before the Lords at Twelve my Cause comes on — 

There’s a Rehearsal, Sir, exact at One — 

‘Oh but a Wit can study m the Streets, 

And raise his Mind above the Mob he meets ’ 

Not quite so well however as one ought, 100 

A Hackney-Coach may chance to spoil a Thought, 

And then a noddmg Beam, or Pig of Lead, 

God knows, may hurt the very ablest Head 
Have you not seen at Guild-hall’s narrow Pass, 

Two Aldermen dispute it with an Ass 105 

And Peers give way, exalted as they are, 

Ev’n to their own S-r-v— nee in a Carr > 


70 Monroes\ Dr Monroe, Physician to Bedlam Hospital [P] 

87 Oldfield] See Sat ii 11 35 Dartmeuf, another celebrated epicure, 
appears m Sat 11 1 46 

107 S — r — V — nee] Sir-reverence, 1 e human excrement 
Carr] A word normally used in the sense of ‘triumphal chariot’ 



IMITATIONS OF HORACE EP II 11 


653 


G05 lofty Poet’ and in such a Croud, 

Sing thy sonorous Verse — ^but not aloud 

Alas’ to Grotto’s and to Groves we run, no 

To Ease and Silence, ev’ry Muse’s Son 

Blackmore himself, for any grand Effort, 

Would drink and doze at Tooting or EarVs-Court 
How shall I rhime m t'nis eternal Roar ? 

How match the Bards whom none e’er match’d before > 115 
The Man, who stretch’d in Isis’ calm Retreat 
To Books and Study gives sev’n years compleat. 

See ’ strow’d with learned dust, fcus Night-cap on, 

He walks, an Object new bendkth the Sun’ 

The Boys flock round him, and the People stare ^ 120 

So stiff, so mute’ some Statue, you would swear, > 

Stept from its Pedestal to take the Air J 

And here, while Town, and Court, and City roars. 

With Mobs, and Dims, and Soldiers, at their doors, 

Shall I, m London^ act this idle part > 125 

Composmg Songs, for Fools to get by heart > 

The Temple late two Brother Sergeants saw. 

Who deem’d each other Oracles of Law, 

With equal Talents, these congemal Souls 

One lull’d th’ Exchequer^ and one stunn’d the Rolls y 130 

Each had a Gravity wou’d make you spht, 

And shook his head at Murray^ as a Wit 

’Twas, ‘Sir your Law’ — and ‘Sir, your Eloquence’ — 

‘Yours Cowper^% Manner — and yours Talbofs Sense ’ 

Thus we dispose of all poetic Merit, 135 

Yours Milton^s Gemus, and name Homer^s Spirit 
Call Tibbald Shakespear^ and he’ll swear the Nme 
Dear Cibber ' never match’d one Ode of thine 
Lord’ how we strut thro’ Merlin^ % Cave, to see 
No Poets there, but Stephen^ you, and me 140 

Walk with respect belund, while we at ease 
Weave Laurel Crowns, and take what Names we please 
‘My dear Tibullus if that will not do, 

‘Let me be Horace^ and be Ovid you 

1 13 Tooting or EarVs Court\ Two Villages within a few Miles of 
London [P] 

1 17 sev^n years\ the term for completing the M A degree 

134 Cowper Talbot] Two Lord Chancellors 

Merlin^ $ Cave] See Ep ii 1 355« (p 647) 

140 Stephen] Stephen Duck, the Thresher Poet, was Library Keeper 
at Merlin’s Cave See p 803 and note 
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Or, I’m content, allow me Dryden^s strains, 145 

And you shall rise up Otway for your pains ’ 

Much do I suffer, much, to keep in peace 
This jealous, waspish, wrong-head, rhiming Race, 

And much must flatter, if the Whim should bite 
To court applause by prmtm^ what I v^rite 150 

But let the Fit pass o’er, I’m wise enough. 

To stop my ears to their confounded stuff 
In vam, bad Rhimers all mankmd reject, 

They treat themselves with most profound respect, 

’Tis to small purpose that you hold your tongue, 155 

Each prais’d within, i^> happy all day long 

But how severely with themselves proceed 

The Men, who write such Verses as we can read ^ 

Their own strict Judges, not a word they spare 

That wants or Force, or Light, or Weight, or Care, 160 

Howe’er unvVillmgly it qmts its place. 

Nay tho’ at Court (perhaps) it may find grace 
Such they’ll degrade, and sometimes, m its stead. 

In downright Charity revive the dead, 

Mark where a bold expressive Phrase appears, 165 

Bright thro’ the rubbish of some hundred years. 
Command old words that long have slept, to wake. 

Words, that wise Bacons or brave Raleigh spake, 

Or bid the new be English^ Ages hence, 

(For Use will father what’s begot by Sense) 170 

Pour the full Tide of Eloquence along, 

Serenely pure, and yet divinely strong, > 

Rich with the Treasures of each foreign Tongue, J 
Prune the luxuriant, the imcouth refine. 

But show no mercy to an empty Ime, 175 

Then polish all, with so much life and ease. 

You think ’tis Nature, and a knack to please 
^But Ease in writing flows from Art, not Chance, 

As those move easiest who have learn’d to dance ’ 

If such the Plague and pams to write by rule, 180 
Better (say I) be pleas’d, and play the fool. 

Call, if you will, bad Rhimmg a disease. 

It gives men happiness, or leaves them ease 


168 When talking over the design of a standard English Dictionary 
with Warburton, Pope accepted Bacon as an authority but rejected 
Raleigh as ‘too affected’ 

178-9 Shghtly altered from E on C ,11 362-3 
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There’ liv’d^ i 7 i pnmo Georgtt (they record) 

A worthy Member^ no small Fool, a Lord, 185 

Who, tho’ the House was up, delighted sate, 

Heard, noted, answer’d, as m full Debate 
In all but this, a man of sober Life, 

Fond of his Friend, and civil to his Wife, 

Not quite a Mad-man, flio’ a Pasty fell, 190 

And much too wise to walk into a Well 

Him, the damn’d Doctors and his Friends immur’d. 

They bled, they cupp’d, they purg’d, m short, they cur’d 
Whereat the Gentleman began to stare — 

My Friends ^ he cry’d, p — x tai^e you for your care^ 195 
That from a Patriot of distinguish’d note, 

Have bled and purg’d me to a simple Vote 

Well, on the whole, plain Prose must be my fate 
Wisdom (curse on it) will come soon or late 
There is a time when Poets will grow dull 200 

I’ll e’en leave Verses to the Boys at school 
To Rules of Poetry no more confin’d, 

I learn to smooth and harmonize my Mind, 

Teach ev’ry Thought withm its bounds to roll. 

And keep the equal Measure of the Soul 205 

Soon as I enter at my Country door. 

My Mind resumes the thread it dropt before, 

Thoughts, which at Hyde-Park-Corner I forgot. 

Meet and re)oin me, in the pensive Grott 

There all alone, and Compliments apart, 210 

I ask these sober questions of my Heart 

If, when the more you drink, the more you crave. 

You tell the Doctor, when the more you have, 

The more you want, why not with equal ease 

Confess as well your Folly, as Disease ^ 215 

The Heart resolves this matter in a trice, 

‘Men only feel the Smart, but not the Vice 
When golden Angels cease to cure the Evil, 

You give all royal Witchcraft to the Devil 

When servile Chaplams cry, that Birth and Place 220 

Indue a Peer with Honour, Truth, and Grace, 

Look in that Breast, most dirty Duke* be fair. 

Say, can you find out one such Lodger there ^ 

218 It was generally believed as late as Stuart times that King’s Evil 
(i e Scrofula) could be cured by the royal touch Queen Anne * touched , 
but the power was not claimed for George I or subsequent kings The 
angel was a gold coin presented b> the king to each patient 
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Yet still, not heeding what your Heart can teach. 

You go to Church to hear these Flatterers preach 225 
Indeed, could Wealth bestow or Wit or Merit, 

A gram of Courage, or a spark of Spirit, 

The wisest Man might blush, I must agree. 

If \ile Van-muck lov’d Sixpence, more than he 
If there be truth in Law,'^and Use can give 230 

A Property i that’s yours on which you hve 
Dehghtful Abs-courty if its Fields afford 
Their Frmts to you, confesses you its Lord 
All Worldly’s Hens, nay Partridge, sold to town. 

His Ven’son too, a Gumea makes your own 235 

He bought at thousands, what with better wit 
You purchase as you want, and bit by bit, 

Now, or long smce, what diff ’rence will be found ^ 

You pay a Penny, and he paid a Pound 
Heathcote himself, and such large-acred Men, 240 
Lords of fat shanty or of Lmcoln Fen, 

Buy every stick of Wood that lends them heat. 

Buy every Pullet they afford to eat 

Yet these are Wights, who fondly call their own 

Half that the Dev’l o’erlooks from Lincoln Town 245 

The Laws of God, as well as of the Land, 

Abhor, a Perpetuity should stand 

Estates have wings, and hang m Fortune’s pow’r 

Loose on the point of ev’ry wav’ring Hour, 

Ready, by force, or of your own accord, 250 

By sale, at least by death, to change their Lord 

Man ^ and for ever ^ Wretch^ what wou’dst thou have > 

Heir urges Heir, like Wave impellmg Wave 

All vast Possessions (just the same the case 

Whether you call them Villa, Park, or Chace) 255 


229 vile Van-muck] Joshua [?] Vanneck, a Dutch merchant in London, 
who in the autumn of 1738 had offered to buy Dawley Farm from Boling- 
broke at a price which proved unacceptable 

232 The estate of Apps-Court, near Walton-on-Thames, was leased 
by Lord Halifax to Anthony Browne 

234 Worldly] 1 e Wortley Montagu cf Sat ii 11 5 1 and Moral Es 
111 6a 

245 An obhque way of saymg that they envy their neighbours’ estates 
247 Perpetuity] ‘Unlimited duration , exemption from intermission or 
ceasmg, where, though all who have interest should join in a covenant, 
they could not bar or pass the estate It is odious in law, destructive to the 
commonwealth, and an impediment to commerce, by preventing the 
wholesome circulation of property ’ 
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Alas, my Bathurst ^ what will they avail ^ 

Join Cotswold Hills to Saperton^s fair Dale, 

Let rismg Granaries and Temples here. 

There mmgled Farms and Pyramids appear. 

Link Towns to Towns with Avenues of Oak, 260 

Enclose whole Downs m Walls, ’tis all a )oke* 

Inexorable Death shall l^\el all. 

And Trees, and Stones, and Farms, and Farmer faU 
Gold, Silver, Iv’ry, Vases sculptur’d high, 

Pamt, Marble, Gems, and Robes of Persian Dye, 265 

There are who have not — and thank Heav’n there are 
Who, if they have not, think ndt worth their care 
Talk what you will of Taste, my Friend, you’ll find. 

Two of a Face, as soon as of a Mind 

Why, of two Brothers, rich and restless one 270 

Ploughs, bums, manures, and toils from Sun to Sun, 

The other shghts, for Women, Sports, and Wmes, 

All Townshend^s Turnips, and all Grovenor^s Mmes 
Why one like Bu — with Pay and Scorn content. 

Bows and votes on, m Court and Parhament, 275 

One, driv’n by strong Benevolence of Soul, 

Shall fiy, like Oglethorpe from Pole to Pole 
Is known alone to that Directmg Pow’r, 

Who forms the Gemus in the natal Hour, 

That God of Nature, who, withm us still, 280 

Inclines our Action, not constrams our Will, 

Various of Temper, as of Face or Frame, 

Each Individual His great End the same 
Yes, Sir, how small soever be my heap, 

A part I will enjoy, as well as keep 285 

My Heir may sigh, and think it want of Grace 
A man so poor wou’d hve without a Place 
But sure no Statute in his favour says. 

How free, or frugal, I shall pass my days 

I, who at some times spend, at others spare, 290 

Divided between Carelesness and Care 

’Tis one thmg madly to disperse my store, 

Another, not to heed to treasure more. 


273 The Grosvenors had owned coal mines in N Wales since the 
sixteenth century Townshend, the retired Whig statesman was cultivat- 
ing his Norfolk estates His large-scale turnip -culture permitted sub- 
sequent development m breeding stock 

274 Bu — } Bubb Dodirgton 
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Giadj like a Boy^ to snatch the first good day^ 

And pleas’d, if sordid Want be far away 295 

What is’t to me (a Passenger God wot) 

Whether my Vessel be first-rate or not ^ 

The Ship It self may make a better figure. 

But I that sail, am neither less nor bigger 
I neither strut with ev’ry fav’nng breath, 300 

Kor strive with all the Tempest in my teeth 
In Pow’r, Wit, Figure, Virtue, Fortune, plac’d 
Behmd the foremost, and before the last 
‘But why all this of Av’rice "> I have none ’ 

I wish you joy, Sir, of a Tyrant gone, 305 

But does no other lord it at this hour. 

As wild and mad ^ the Avarice of Pow’r ^ 

Does neither Rage inflame, nor Fear appall ? 

Not the black Fear of Death, that saddens all ? 

With Terrors round can Reason hold her throne, 310 
Despise the known, nor tremble at th’ unknown ^ 

Survey both Worlds, mtrepid and entire. 

In spight of Witches, Devils, Dreams, and Fire 
Pleas’d to look forward, pleas’d to look behmd, 

Ahd count each Birth-day with a grateful mind ^ 315 

Has Life no sourness, drawn so near its end > 

Can’st thou endure a Foe, forgive a Friend ^ 

Has Age but melted the rough parts away. 

As Wmter-fruits grow mild e’er they decay ? 

Or will you think, my Friend, your business done, 320 
When, of a hundred thorns, you pull out one > 

Learn to hve well, or fairly make your Will, 

You’ve play’d, and lov’d, and eat, and drank your fill 
Walk sober oflf, before a spnghther Age 
Comes titt’rmg on, and shoves you from the stage 325 
Leave such to tnfle with more grace and ease. 

Whom Folly pleases, and whose Follies please 

300 stmt] swell, or protrude Pope contrasts the pictuie of a man 
swaggering along, with that of a man forcing his way, head forward, 
against a strong wind 
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An Imitation of the Sixth Satire of 
the Second Book of Horace 

[written c 1737, published 1738] 

ADVERTISEMENT 

The World may be assured, this Pubhcation is no way meant to 
interfere with the Imitations of Horace by Mr Pope His Manner, 
and tliat of Dr Swift are so entirely different, that they can admit of 
no Invidious Comparison The Design of the one bemg to sharpen 
the Sat re, and open the Sense of the Poet, of the other to rend[er] 
his native Ease and Familiarity yet more easy and famihar 

Fve often wish’d that I had clear 
For life, SIX hundred pounds a year, 

A handsome House to lodge a Friend, 

A River at my garden’s end, 

A Terras-walk, and half a Rood 5 

Of Land, set out to plant a Wood 
Well, now I have aU this and more, 

I ask not to mcrease my store. 

But here a Grievance seems to lie, 

All this IS mine but till I die, 10 

I can’t but think ’twould sound more clever. 

To me and to my Heirs for ever 
If I ne’er got, or lost a groat. 

By any Tricky or any Fault, 

And if I pray by Reason’s rules, 15 

And not hke forty other Fools 
As thus, Vouchsafe, oh gracious Maker ^ 

To grant me this and t’ other Acre 

Or if It be thy Will and Pleasure 

Direct my Plow to find a Treasure ’ 20 

But only what my Station fits, 

And to be kept m my nght wits 
Preserve, Almighty Providence ’ 

Just what you gave me. Competence 

And let me m these Shades compose 25 

Somethmg in Verse as true as Prose, 

Remov’d from all th’ ambitious Scene, 

Nor puff’d by Pride, nor sunk by Spleen 

This poem was written by Swift in 1714 and published in 1727 It was 
reprinted in 1738 with additions by Pope, lines 9-28 are possibly his, 
I] 1 3 3-22 1 certainly his 
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In short, I’m perfectly content. 

Let me but hve on this side Trent 30 

Nor cross the Channel twice a year. 

To spend six months with Statesmen here 
I must by all means come to town, 

’Tis for the Service of the Crown, 

Xewis, the Dean will ue of use, 35 

Send for him up, take no excuse ’ 

The toil, the danger of the Seas, 

Great Mimsters ne’er think of these, 

Or let It cost five hundred pound, 

No matter where the money’s found, 40 

It IS but so much more in debt. 

And that they ne’er consider’d yet 
‘Good Mr Dean go change your gown. 

Let my Lord know you’ve come to town ’ 

I hurry me m haste away, 45 

Not thmkmg it is Levee-day, 

And find his Honour m a Poimd, 

Hemm’d by a tnple Circle round. 

Chequer’d with Ribbons blue and green. 

How should I thrust my self between > 50 

Some Wag observes me thus perplext, 

And smiling, whispers to the next, 

‘I thought the Dean had been too proud. 

To justle here among a croud ’ 

Another m a surly fit, 55 

Tells me I have more Zeal than Wit, 

‘So eager to express your love. 

You ne’er consider whom you shove. 

But rudely press before a Duke ’ 

I own. I’m pleas’d with this rebuke, 60 

And take it kmdly meant to show 
What I desire the World should know 
I get a whisper, and withdraw. 

When twenty Fools I never saw 
Come with Petitions fairly penned, 65 

Desirmg I would stand their friend 
This, humbly offers me his Case — 

That, begs my mt’rest for a Place — 

A hundred otier Men’s affairs 

Like Bees are hummmg in my ears 70 


49 Rz66o«s] the insignia of the Orders of the Garter and the Thistle 
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‘Tomorrow my Appeal comes on. 

Without your help the Cause is gone’ — 

‘The Duke expects my Lord and you. 

About some great Affair, at Two—’ 

‘Put my Lord Bolmgbroke in mmd, 75 

To get my Warrant qtuckly sign’d 
Consider, ’tis 1x^7 first request ’ — 

Be satisfy’d. I’ll do my best — 

Then presently he falls to teize, 

‘You may for certam, if you please, 80 

I doubt not, if his Lordship knew — 

And, Mr Dean, one v^rd from you’ — 

’Tis (let me see) three years and more, 

(October next it wiU be four) 

Smce Harley bid me first attend, 85 

And chose me for an humble friend, 

Wou’d take me in his Coach to chat, 

-^nd question me of this and that. 

As, ‘What’s o’clock And, ‘How’s the Wmd ?’ 
‘Who’s Chariot’s that we left behmd 90 

Or gravely try to read the Imes 
Writ imdemeath the Coimtry Signs, 

Or, ‘Have you nothmg new to-day 

From Pope, from Pamel, or from Gay 

Such tattle often entertams 95 

My Lord and me as far as Stams, 

As once a week we travel down 
To Windsor, and agam to Town, 

Where all that passes, inter nosy 
Might be proclaim’d at Charmg-Cross 100 

Yet some I know with envy swell, 

Because they see me us’d so well 
‘How think you of our Friend the Dean ^ 

I wonder what some people mean. 

My Lord and he are grown so great, 105 

Always together, tete a tetCy 

What, they admire him for his )okes — 

See but the fortune of some Folks’’ 

There flies about a strange report 

Of some Express amv’d at Court, no 

I’m stopp’d by all the fools I meet, 

84 Swift was first introduced to Harley on Oct 4, 1710 

94 Three of Swift’s fellow-members of the Scriblerus Club 

100 Channg-cross\ where Royal Proclamations are read 
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And catechisM m ev’ry street 
‘You> Mr Dean^ frequent the great, 

Inform us, will the Emp’ror treat ^ 

Or do the Prints and Papers lye ^ 115 

Faith, Sir, you know as much as I 
‘Ah Doctor, how you love to jest ^ 

’Tis now no secret — I'protest’ 

’Tis one to me — ‘Then tell us, pra>. 

When are the Troops to have their pa}/ 120 

And, tho’ I solemnly declare 
I know no more than my Lord Ma>or, 

They stand amaz’d, and think me g»*own 
The closest mortal ever known 
1 hus m a sea of folly toss’d, 125 

M> choicest Hours of life are lo:>t, 

Yet always wishmg to retreat. 

Oh, could I see my Country Seat ’ 

There, leamng near a gentle Brook, 

Sleep, or peruse some ancient Book, 130 

And there m sweet oblivion arown 
Those Cares that haunt the Court and Town 
O charmmg Noons ’ and Nights divine ’ 

Or when I sup, or when I dine, 

My Friends above, my Folks below, 135 

Chatting and laughmg all-a-row. 

The Beans and Bacon set before ’em. 

The Grace-cup serv’d with all decorum 
Each willing to be pleas’d, and please. 

And even the very Dogs at ease* 140 

Here no man prates of idle things. 

How this or that Italian smgs, 

A Neighbour’s Madness, or his Spouse’s, 

Or what’s in either of the Houses 

But something much more our concern, 145 

And quite a scandal not to learn 

Which is the happier, or the wiser, 

A man of Merit, or a Miser ^ 

Whether we ought to chuse our Friends, 

For their own Worth, or our own Ends ^ 150 

What good, or better, we may call. 

And what, the very best of all 

1 14 The Emperor was the only allied power who refused to make 
peace with France in 1713 on terms especially favourable to England 
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Our Friend Dan Prior told, (you know) 

A Tale extreamly a propos 

Name a Town Life, and m a trice, 155 

He had a Story of two Mice 

Once on a time (so nms the Fable) 

A Country Mouse, right hospitable, 

Receiv’d a TowiPMouse at his Board, 

Just as a Farmer might a Lord 160 

A frugal Mouse upon the whole, 

Yet lov’d his Friend, and had a Soul, 

Knew what was handsome, and wou’d do’t, 

On just occasion, coute coiite 

He brought him Bacon (nothing lean) 165 

Pudding, that might have pleas’d a Dean, 

Cheese, such as men m Suffolk make. 

But wish’d It Stilton for his sake. 

Yet to his Guest tho’ no way sparing. 

He eat himself the Rind and paring 170 

Our Courtier scarce could touch a bit. 

But show’d his Breedmg, and his Wit, 

He did his best to seem to eat, 

And cry’d, T vow you’re mighty nea^ 

As sweet a Cave as one shall see^ 175 

A most Romantic hollow Tree* 

A pretty kind of savage Scene* 

But come, for God’s sake, live with Men 
Consider, Mice, like Men, must die. 

Both small and great, both you and I 180 

Then spend your hfe in Joy and Sport, 

(This doctrme, Friend, I learnt at Court )’ 

The veriest Hermit m the Nation 
May yield, God knows, to strong Temptation 
Away they come, thro thick and thin, 185 

To a tall house near Lmcoln’s-Inn 
(’Twas on the night of a Debate, 

When all their Lordships had sate late ) 

Behold the place, where if a Poet 
Shin’d in Description, he might show it, 190 

Tell how the Moon-beam trembhng falls 
And tips with silver all the walls 
Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 

Grotesco roofs, and Stucco floors 

167 ‘I found mv \Mfe vexed at her people for grumbling to eate 
Suffolk cheese which I also am vexed at * Pepy’s Diary ^ Oct 4, 1661 
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But let It (m a word) be said^ ^ 195 

The Moon was up, and Men a-bed, > 

The Napkins white, the Carpet red J 
The Guests withdrawn had left the Treat, 

And down the Mice sate, tete a tete 

Our Courtier walks from dish to dish, 200 

Tastes for his Friencfof Fowl and Fish, 

Tells all their names, lays down the law, 

^Oue ga est boft f Ah goutez ga f 
That Jelly’s rich, this Malmsey healmg. 

Pray ^p your Whiskers and your Tail in’ 205 
Was ever sucK a happy Swain ^ 

He stuffs and swills, and stuffs again 

T’m quite asham’d — ’tis mighty rude 

To eat so much — but all’s so good 

I have a thousand thanks to give — 210 

My Lord alone knows now to live’ 

No sooner said, but from the Hall 
Rush Chaplam, Butler, Dogs and all 
‘A Rat, a Rat* clap to the door’ — 

The Cat comes bouncmg on the floor 215 

O for the Heart of Homer’s Mice, 

Or Gods to save them in a trice* 

(It was by Providence, they think. 

For your damn’d Stucco has no chink) 

‘An’t please your Honour, quoth the Peasant, 220 
This same Dessert is not so pleasant 
Give me again my hollow Tree* 

A Crust of Bread, and Liberty ’ 


The Seventh Epistle of 
the First Book of Horace 

IMITATED IN THE MANNER OF DR SWIFT 
[written c 1738, published, Works, 1739] 

’Tis true, my Lord, I gave my word, 

I would be with you, June the third. 

Chang’d it to August, and (m short) 

Have kept it — as you do at Court 

You humour me when I am sick, 5 

Why not when I am splenatick ? 
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In town, what Objects could I meet ^ 

The shops shut up m every street. 

And Fun’rals black’nmg all the Doors, 

And yet more melancholy Whores 10 

And what a dust in ev’ry place > 

And a thin Court that wants your Face, 

And Fevers raging up and down. 

And P — and P* both m town* 

‘The Dog-days are no more the case ’ 15 

’Tis true, but Wmter comes apace 
Then southward let your Bard retire. 

Hold out some montitis ’twixt Sun and Fire, 

And you shall see, the first warm Weather, 

Me and the Butterflies together 20 

My lord, your Favours well I know, 

’Tis with Distmction you bestow. 

And not to every one that comes. 

Just as a Scotsman does his Plumbs 

Tray take them. Sir, — ^Enough’s a Feast 25 

Eat some, and pocket up the rest — 

What rob your Boys ^ those pretty rogues * — 

‘No Sir, you’ll leave them to the Hogs ’ 

Thus Fools with Comphments besiege ye. 

Contriving never to oblige ye 30 

Scatter your Favours on a Fop, 

Ingratitude’s the certam crop. 

And ’tis but just. I’ll teU you wherefore. 

You give the thmgs you never care for 
A wise man always is or should 35 

Be mighty ready to do good. 

But makes a diff’rence m his thought 
Betwixt a Guinea and a Groat 
Now this I’ll say, you’ll find in me 
A safe Compamon, and a free, 40 

But if you’d have me always near — 

A word, pray, in your Honour’s ear 
I hope It IS your Resolution 
To give me back my Constitution* 

The sprightly Wit, the hvely Eye, 45 

Th’ engagmg Smile, the Gaiety, 

That laugh’d down many a Summer’s Sim, 

And kept you up so oft till one. 

And all that voluntary Vem, 

49 voluntary] growing wild or naturally, of spontaneous growth 



666 


POEMS 1730-1744 


when Belinda rais’d my Stram 50 

A Weasel once rncide shift to slink 
In at a Com-loft thro’ a Chink , 

But havmg amply stuff’d his skm, 

Cou’d not get out as he got m 

Which one belonging to the House 55 

(’Twas not a Man, if was a Mouse) 

Observing, cry’d, ‘You scape not so. 

Lean as you came. Sir, you must go ’ 

Sir, you ma> spare your Application 
I’m no such Beast, nor his Relation, 60 

Nor one thatHTemperance advance, 

Cramm’d to the throat with Ortolans 

Extremely ready to resign 

All that may make me none of mine 

SoJth-sea Subscriptions take who please, 65 

Leave me but Liberty and Ease 

’Tv^as what I said to Craggs and Child, 

Who prais’d my Modesty, and smil’d 
Give me, I cry’d (enough for me) 

My Bread, and Independency* 70 

So bought an Annual Rent or two 
And liv’d — ^just as you see I do. 

Near fifty, and without a Wife, 

I trust that sinking Fund, my Life 

Can I retrench^ Yes, mighty well, 75 

Shrink back to my Paternal Cell, 

A little House, with Trees a-row. 

And like its Master, very low, 

There dy’d my Father, no man’s Debtor, 

And there I’ll die, nor worse nor better 80 

To set this matter full before you. 

Our old Friend Swift will tell his Story 
‘Harley, the Nation’s great Support,’ — 

But you may read it, I stop short 

67 Craggs had given him some South-sea subscriptions, of which 
he neglected to make any benefit Child was head of the famous banking 
firm 

79 Pope’s father died at Chiswick in 1717 
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Sober Advice from Horace^ to the Young 
Gentlemen about Town 
AS deliver’d in his second sermon 

IMITATED IN THE MANNER OF MR POPE 

Together vutth the ORIGINAL Text, as restored by the Rev^ 

R BENTLEY^ Doctor of Divinity And some Remarks on the 

Version 

[written c 1734, published 1734] 

TO ALEXANDER &OPE3 Esq, 

SIRy 

I have so great a Trust in your Indulgence toward me, as to believe 
you cannot but Patronize this Imitauon, so much in your own 
Manner^ and whose Birth I may truly say is owmg to you In that 
Confidence^ I would not suppress the Criticisms made upon it by 
the Reverend Doctor y the rather, smce he has promised to mend the 
Faults m the next Edition, with the same Goodness he has practised 
to Milton I hope you will believe that while I express my Regard 
for you. It IS only out of Modesty I conceal my Name ^ smce, tho’ 
perhaps, I may not profess myself your Admirer so much as some 
others, I cannot but be, with as much inward Respect, Good-will, 
and Zeal as any Man, 

Dear Siry 

Your most Affectionate 
AND 

Faithful Servant 

The Tribe of Templars, Play’rs, Apothecaries, 

Pimps, Poets, Wits, Lord Fanny’Sy Lady Mary% 

And all the Court m Tears, and half the Town, 

Lament dear charmmg Oldfieldy dead and gone’ 

Engagmg Oldfield ' who, with Grace and Ease, 5 

Could )oyn the Arts, to rum, and to please 

[Not^Bentleianje] Imitated Why Imitated ^ Why not translated ? 
Odi Imitatoies^ A Metaphrast had not turned TtgelhuSj and FufidiuSy 
Malchinus and Gargomus (for I say MalchtnuSy not MalthinuSy and 
Gargomus not Gorgonius) into so many Ladies BenignuSy hiCy hunCy 
&c all of the Masculine Gender Every School-boy knows more than our 
Imitator [P] Notes on the Latin attributed to Bentley are omitted 
from this edition 

2 Lord Fanny* Sy Lady Mary*s\ Lord Hervey and Lady M Wortley « 
Montagu 
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Not SO3 who of Ten Thousand gull’d her Knignt, 

Then ask’d Ten Thousand for a second Night 
The Gallant too^ to whom she pay’d it dowr^ 

Liv’d to refuse that Mistress half a Crown 10 

Con Philips criesa ‘A sneakmg Dog I hate ’ 

That’s all three Lovers have for their Estate ^ 

‘Treat on, treat on,’ is her ernal Note, 

And Lands and Tenements go down her Throat 
Some damn the Jade, and some the Cullies blame, 15 
But not Sir H — r, for he does the same 
With all a Woman’s Virtues but the P — ^x, 

Fufidia thrives in Money, Land, and Stocks 
For Int’rest, ten per Cent her constant Rate is , 

Her Body ^ hopeful Heirs may have it gratis 20 

She turns her very Sister to a Job, 

And, m the Happy Mmute, picks your Fob 
Yet starves herself, so httle her own Friend, 

And thirsts and hungers only at one End 
A Seif-Tormentor, worse than (m the Play) 25 

The Wretch, whose Av’rice drove his Son away 

^But why all this > I’ll tell ye, ’tis my Theme 
‘Women and Fools are always in Extreme ’ 

Rufats at either end a Common-Shoar, 

Sweet Moll and Jack are Civet-Cat and Boar 30 

Nothmg in Nature is so lewd as Peg, 

Yet, for the World, she would not shew her Leg^ 

While bashful Jenny, ev’n at Mormng-Prayer, 

Spreads her Fore-Buttocks to the Navel bare 

But diff’rent Taste in diff’rent Men prevails, 35 

And one is fired by Heads, and one by Tails, 

Some feel no Flames but at the Court or Ball, 

And others himt white Aprons in the Mall 
My Lord of L — n, chancing to remark 
A noted Dean much busy’d m the Park, 40 

1 1 Con Phihps\ Teresia Constantia Phillips, well-known courtesan 

18 Fufidta] Lady Mary Wortley Montagu 

25 Play] See My Terence, Heautontimorumenos There is nothing in 
Dr Hare's Bent [P] Hare’s edition of Terence (1724) is the object of 
censure in Bentley’s edition (1726) from the first page to the last 

29 Rufa] She appears again in Moral Es 11 21 

Common-Shoar] common sewer 

34 A Verse taken from Mr Pope [P] Dunctad (1728) 11 141 

39 L — ft] 1 e Edmund Gibson, Bishop of London 

40 noted Dean] Thomas Sawbridge, Dean of Ferns and Leighlm, who 
had been indicted for rape in 1730 
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‘Proceed (he cry’d) proceed, my Reverend Brother, 

’Tis Formcatio simplex^ and no other 
Better than lust for Boys, with Pope and Turk^ 

Or others Spouses, like my Lord of — ’ 

May no such Praise (cries J — s) e’er be mme’ 45 

J — s, who bows at Hi — sb — w’s hoary Shrine 
All you, who think 2 he City ne’er can thrive. 

Till eV’ry Cuckold-maker’s fiea’d ahve. 

Attend, while I their Miseries explam. 

And pity Men of Pleasure still m Pam* 50 

Survey the Pangs they bear, the Risques they run. 

Where the most lucky are bull last undone 
See wretched Monsieur flies to save his Throat, 

And qmts his Mistress, Money, Rmg, and Note* 

See good Sir George of ragged Livery stript, 55 

By worthier Footmen pist upon and whipt* 

Plunder’d by Thieves, or Lawyers which is worse, 

One bleeds in Person, and one bleeds m Purse, 

This meets a Blanket, and that meets a Cudgel — 

And all applaud the Justice — ^All, but Budgel 60 

How much more safe, dear Coimtrymen* his State, 

Who trades m Frigates of the second Rate ? 

And yet some Care of 5 — st should be had, 

Nothing so mean for which he can’t run mad. 

His Wit confirms him but a Slave the more, 65 

And makes a Prmcess whom he found a Whore 


44 my Lord of — ] Others read Lord-Mayor [P] The blank should be 
filled by York — alluding to Archbishop Blackburne, who was popularly 
believed to have kept more than one mistress 

45 y — One Jefferies, co-respondent in a divorce bill brought by Lord 
Hillsborough in 1735 against his wife, then aged 51 

53 wretched Monsteui'\ One R^mond, who pestered Lady Mary with 
letters wherein gallantry was tempered by requests for financial advice 
At her suggestion he bought South Sea stock and later sold it advantage- 
ously Pleased with the success he brought her £900 and begged her to 
reinvest it After some demur Lady Mary consented, and put the money 
back in South Sea stock just before the collapse She retrieved £400 and 
sent him the news, to which he replied that he knew her tricks, was 
convinced that she had all his money untouched, and that he would print 
her letters unless she returned it See Dunciad A, 11 127, and Dta 1112 

55 Sir George] Presumably Sir G Oxenden, Lord of the Treasury, 
and seducer 

60 Budgel] A Gentleman as celebrated for his Gallantries as his 
Politicks , an Entertaining History of which may be published, without 
the least Scandal on the Ladies E Curl [P] 

63 5 — Bolingbroke 
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The Youth might sa\e much Trouble and Expence, 

Were he a Dupe of only common Sense 

But here’s his point, ‘A Wench (he cries) for me^ 

I never touch a Dame of Quality ’ 70 

To Palmer^s Bed no Actress comes amiss. 

He courts the \\hole Persona Dramatis 
He too can say. With Wives x never sin ’ 

But Smgmg-Girls and Mimicks draw him in 

Sure, worthy Sir, the Difference is not g^eat, 75 

With whom you lose your Credit and Estate ^ 

This, or that Person, what avails to shun ^ 

What’s wrong is wrong, wherever it be done 
The Ease, Support, and Lustre of your Life, 

Destroy’d alike with Strumpet, Maid, or Wife 80 

What push’d poor Ellis on th’ Imperial Whore ^ 

’Twas but to be where Charles had been before 
The fatal Steel unjustly was apply’d. 

When not his Lust offended, but his Pride 
Too hard a Penance for defeated Sin, 85 

Himself shut out, and Jacob Hall let in 
Suppose that honest Part that rules us all, 

ShcTald rise, and say — ‘Sir Robert f or Sir Paul ' 

Did I demand, in my most vig’rous hour, 

A Thmg descended from the Conqueror ^ 90 

Or when my pulse beat highest, ask for any 
Such Nicety, as Lady or Lord Fanny — 

What would you answer ? Could you have the Face,'] 

When the poor Suff’rer humbly mourn’d his Case, > 

To cry ‘You weep the Favours of her Grace^’ J 95 
Hath not indulgent Nature spread a Feast, 

And giv’n enough for Man, enough for Beast ^ 

But Man corrupt, perverse in all his ways. 

In search of Vamties from Nature strays 

86 ‘Jacob Hall, the famous rope-dancer, was fashionable in London at 
that time [c 1668] His nimbleness and his strength greatly delighted his 
audience in public , so much so, that a desire arose to see what he was m 
private This acrobat by no means disappointed conjectures which 
had been ventured on this subject by Lady Castlemaine — at least if the 
conjectures of the general public were to be beheved, and the burden of 
innumerable street-ballads which did the dancer more honour than the 
Countess ’ 

95 Spoken not of one particular Dutchess, but of divers Dutchesses [P] 

96 The original Manuscript has it, 

— Spread a Feast 

Of — enough for Man^ enough for Beast 
but we prefer the present, as the purer Diction [P] 
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Yea^ tho’ the Blessing’s more than he can use^ loo 

Shun the permitted, the forbid pursues ’ 

Weigh Vi ell the Cause from 'whence these Evils spring, 

’Tis in thyself, and not in God’s good Thmg 
Then, lest Repentence punish such a Life, 

Never, ah, never* kiss thy Neighbour’s Wife 105 

Fir St i Silks and Diarionds veil no finer Shape, 

Or plumper Thigh, than lurk in humble Crape 

And secondly^ how innocent a Belle 

Is she who shows what Ware she has to sell. 

Not Lady-like, displays a milk-white Breast, no 

And hides in sacred Sluttishn^ss the rest 

Our ancient Kings (and sure those Kings were wise. 

Who judg’d themselves, and saw with their own Eyes) 

A War-horse never for the Service chose, 

But ey’d him round, and stript off all the Cloaths, 115 
For well they knew, proud Trappmgs serve to hide 
A heavy Chest, thick Neck, or heavmg Side 
But Fools are ready Chaps, agog to buy. 

Let but a comely Fore-hand strike the Eye 
No Eagle sharper, every Charm to find, 120 

To all defects, Ty--y not so bhnd 
Goose-rump’d, Hawk-nos’ d. Swan-footed, is my Dear > 
They’l praise her Elhowy Heely or Tip 0’ th’ Ear 
A Lady’s Face is all you see imdress’d, 

(For none but Lady M — shows the Rest) 125 

But if to Charms more latent you pretend. 

What Lines encompass, and what Works defend’ 

Dangers on Dangers ’ obstacles by dozens ’ 

Spies, Guardians, Guests, old Women, Aunts, and 
Cozens ’ 

Could you directly to her Person go, ") 130 

Stays will obstruct above, and Hoops below, > 

And if the Dame says yes, the Dress says no J 
Not thus at N — dh — ^m’s, your judicious Eye 
May measure there the Breast, the Hip, the Thigh’ 

And will you run to Perils, Sword, and Law, 135 

All for a Thing you ne’re so much as saw ? 

1 18 Chaps\ Pihht&viztion oi chapmen 

1 21 Ty — y] Lady Tyrawley (d 1733) seems to have been notoriously 
short-sighted 

129 Cossens’l There is a famous Stay-maker of this name, which stiffens 
the double entendre here meant [Curll] 

133 N — dh — m] Mother Needham kept a notorious brothel m Park 
Place, St James’s 
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‘The Hare once seiz’d the Hunter heeds no more 
The httle Scut he so pursu’d oefore^ 

Love follows flymg Game (as Sucklyn smgs) 

And ’tis for that the wanton Boy has Wmgs ’ 140 

Why let him Sing — but when you’re m the Wrong, 

Think ye to cure the Mischief with a Song ^ 

Has Nature set no bounds tcf wild Desire > 

No Sense to guide, no Reason to enquire, 

What sohd Happmess, what empty Pride 145 

And what is best mdulg’d, or best deny’d ^ 

If neither Gems adorn, nor Silver tip 

The flowing Bowl, wifl you not wet your Lip > 

When sharp with Hunger, scorn you to be fed. 

Except on Pea-Chicks ^ at the Bedford-head ^ 150 

Or, when a tight, neat Girl, will serve the Turn, 

In errant Pride continue stiff, and burn ^ 

I’m a plam Man, whose Maxim is profest, 

‘The Thmg at hand is of all Thmgs the best ’ 

But Her who will, and then will not comply, 155 

Whose Word is Ify Perhaps^ and By-and-By^ 

Z — ds ’ let some Eunuch or Platomc take — 

So'JB — t cries. Philosopher and Rake’ 

Who asks no more (right reasonable Peer) 

Than not to wait too long, nor pay too dear 160 

Give me a willmg Nymph’ ’tis all I care. 

Extremely clean, and tolerably fair, 

Her Shape her own, whatever Shape she have. 

And just that White and Red which Nature gave 

Her I transported touch, transported view, 165 

And call her Angel ^ Goddess ^ Montague ^ 

No furious Husband thunders at the Door, 

No barkmg Dog, no Household in a Roar, 

From gleaming Swords no shrieking Women run. 

No wretched Wife cries out, Undone ' Undone ^ 170 

Seiz’d in the Fact, and in her Cuckold’s Pow’r, 

She kneels, she weeps, and worse’ resigns her Dow’r 
Me, naked me, to Posts, to Pumps they draw. 

To Shame eternal, or eternal Law 


138 Scut] a hare’s tail 

139 There is nothing resembling these lines in Suckling, but they are 
akin to him in philosophy 

150 Bedford^head] See Sat ii 11 42W, p 620 
158 B — t] Bathurst 
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Oh Love* be deep Tranquility my Luck* 175 

No Mistress H—ysh — m near, no Lady B — ck ' 

For, to be taken, is the Dev’ll m Hell, 

This Truth, let L — hj—ysy O — w tell 

176 Mrs Heysham and Lady Buck appear to have witnessed the in- 
fidelity of Lady Hillsborough (see 1 4571) with Jefferies (see 1 178) 

178 L — Z] Richard Liddel against whom his friend, Lord Aber- 
gavenny, brought an action in 1729 for criminal conversation with Lady 
Abergavenny 

O — w] History has dealt kindly with the reputation of the Onslows 
Endeavours to discover what underlay this reference have failed 


The First Ode of 
the Fourth Book of Horace 

TO VENUS 

[written c 1736, published 1737] 

Agam new Tumults m my Breast > 

Ah spare me, Venus* let me, let me rest* 

I am not now, alas * the man 
As in the gentle Reign of My Queen Anne 

Ah sound no more thy soft alarms, 5 

Nor circle sober fifty with thy Charms 
Mother too fierce of dear Desires * 

Turn, turn to wilhng Hearts your wanton fir< 

To Number five direct your Doves, 

There spread round Murray all your blooming Loves, 
Noble and young, who strikes the heart ii 

With every sprightly, every decent part, 

Equal, the injur’d to defend. 

To charm the Mistress, or to fix the Friend 
He, with a hundred Arts refin’d, 15 

Shall stretch thy Conquests over half the kind 
To him each Rival shall submit. 

Make but his riches equal to his Wit 
Then shall thy Form the Marble grace, 

(Thy Grsecian Form) and Chloe lend the Face 20 

His House, embosom’d m the Grove, 

Sacred to social Life and social Love, 

6 sober fifty] Pope was born in 16S8 

9 Number five] Murray ’s lodgings in King s Bench Walk He was 
thirty-two when this poem was published Lord Chief Justice, 1756-88 
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Shall ghtter o’er the pendent green, 

^A^^here Thames reflects the visionary Scene 
Thither, tne silver-sounding Lyres 25 

Shall call the smihng Loves, and young Desires, 

There, every Grace and Muse shall throng. 

Exalt the Dance, or animate the Song, 

There, Youths and Nyri^phs, in consort gay. 

Shall hail the rismg, close the parting day 30 

With me, alas* those joys are o’er. 

For me, the vernal Garlands bloom no more 
Adieu* fond hope of mutual fire. 

The still-believmg,^still-renew’d desire. 

Adieu* the heart-expanding bowl, 35 

^d all the kmd Deceivers of the soul * 

— But why ^ ah tell me, ah too dear * 

Steals down my cheek th’ involuntary Tear ^ 

Why words so flowing, thoughts so free. 

Stop, or turn nonsense at one glance of Thee ^ 40 

Thee, drest in Fancy’s airy beam. 

Absent I follow thro’ th’ extended Dream, 

Now, now I seize, I clasp thy charms, 

And now you burst, (ah cruel *) from my arms, 

And swifdy shoot along the Mall, 45 

Or softly glide by die Canal, 

Now shown by Cynthia’s silver Ray, 

'ind now, on lolling Waters snatch’d away 

Pal t of the Ninth Ode 
of the Fourth Book of Horace 

[written 1737^ published 1751] 

Lest you should think that Verse shall die. 

Which sounds the Silver Thames along. 

Taught on the Wings of Truth, to fly 
Above the reach of vulgar Song, 

Tho’ darmg Milton sits Subhme, 5 

In Spencer native Muses play. 

Nor yet shall Waller yield to time. 

Nor pensive Cowley’s moral Lay 

Sages and Chiefs long since had birth 
E’re Cassar was, or Newton nam’d, 10 
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These rais’d new Empires o’er the Earthy 

And Those new Heav’ns and Systems fram’d. 

Vain was the chief’s and sage’s pride 
They had no Poet and they dyd^ 

In vain they schem’d, in vam they bled 15 

They had no PJet and are dead ’ 


PAP — z 



The Second Satire of Dr John Dorme, 

Dean of St PauTs, Versifyed 

[written 1713, re\ised 1733^ published, 

IVojks, 1735] 

Qmd vetaty ut nosmet Lifcili scnpta legentes 
Quceierey num ilhuSy num rerum dura negant 
Versiculos natura magts factosy & euntes 
Mollius ^ HOR [Sat 1 X 56-9] 

Yes 5 thank my stars ^ as early as I knew 
This Town, I had th^ sense to hate it too 
Yet here, as ev’n in Hell, there must be still 
One Giant-Vice, so excellently ill. 

That all beside one pities, not abhors, 5 

As who knows Sapho, smiles at other whores 
I grant that Poetry’s a crymg sin. 

It brought (no doubt) th’ Excise and Army in 
Catch’d like the plague, or love, the Lord knows how. 

But that the cure is starving, all allow 10 

Yet like the Papists is the Poets state, 

PoSr and disarm’d, and hardly worth your hate 
Here a lean Bard, whose wit could never give 
Himself a dinner, makes an Actor live 
The Thief condemn’d, m law already dead, 15 

So prompts, and saves a Rogue who cannot read 
Thus as the pipes of some carv’d Organ move. 

The gilded Puppets dance and mount above. 

Heav’d by the breath th’ inspiring Bellows blow, 

Th’ mspirmg Bellows lie and pant below 20 

One sings the Fair, but Songs no longer move. 

No Rat IS rhym’d to death, nor Maid to love 
In Love’s, in Nature’s spite, the siege they hold. 

And scorn the Flesh, the Dev’l, and all but Gold 

These write to Lords, some mean reward to get, 25 
As needy Beggars smg at doors for meat 
Those write because aU write, and so have still 
Excuse for wntmg, and for writing ill 

Wretched indeed* but far more wretched yet 
Is he who makes his meal on others wit 30 

’Tis chang’d no doubt from what it was before, 

His rank digestion makes it wit no more 

8 th'' Excise and Armyl See Sat il 1 737? and Sat li u 13477 
12 Poor and dtsarnCd] Cf Sat il 11 15 1-4, and Ep ii 11 67 
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Sense, past thro* him, no longer is the same. 

For food digested takes another name 

I pass o*er all those Confessors and Martyrs 35 

Who live like S — tt — n, or who die like Chartres, 

Out-cant old Esdras, or out-drmk his Heir, 

Out-usure Jews, or Irishmen out-swear. 

Wicked as Pages, who In early years 

Act Sms which Prisca*s Confessor scarce hears 40 

Ev’n those I pardon, for whose sinful sake 

Schoolmen new tenements m Hell must make. 

Of whose strange crimes no Canomst can tell 
In what Commandment*s large contents they dwell 
One, one man only breeds my just offence, 45 

Whom Crimes gave wealth, and wealth gave impudence 
Time, that at last matures a Clap to Pox, 

Whose gentle progress makes a Calf an Ox, 

And brmgs all natural events to pass. 

Hath made him an Attorney of an Ass 50 

No young Divme, new-benefic’d, can be 
More pert, more proud, more positive than he 
What further could I wish the Fop to do. 

But turn a Wit, and scribble verses too ^ 

Pierce the soft lab’rmth of a Lady’s ear 55 

With rhymes of this per Cent and that per Year ^ 

Or court a Wife, spread out his wily parts. 

Like nets or hme-twigs, for rich Widows hearts ^ 

Call himself Barrister to ev’ry wench. 

And wooe m language of the Pleas and Bench 60 

Language, which Boreas might to Auster hold. 

More rough than forty Germans when they scold 
Curs’d be the Wretch^ so venal and so vain. 

Paltry and proud, as drabs in Drury-lane 

’Tis such a bounty as was never known, 65 

If Peter deigns to help you to your own 

What thanks, what praise, if Peter but supphes^ 

And what a solemn face if he demes* 

Grave, as when Pris’ners shake the head, and swear 
’Twas only Suretyship that brought ’em there 70 

36 S — tt — n] General Richard Sutton, a debauched supporter of 
Walpole 

40 Prtsca] 1 e a sinner of a bygone generation 

64 Drury-lane] See Ep to Arbuthnot, 4in (p 599) 

66 Peter] Peter Walter, once more 

70 Suretyship] responsibility taken by one person on behalf of another, 
as for payment of a debt 
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His Office keeps your Parcliment-Fates entire^ 

He starves with cold to save them from the Fire, 

For you, he walks the streets thro’ rain or dust, 

For not in Chariots Peter puts his trust, 

For you he sweats and labours at the Laws, 75 

Takes God to witness he affects your Cause, 

And lyes to every Lord in every thing. 

Like a King’s Favouxite — or like a King 
These are the talents that adorn them all, 

From wicked Waters ev’n to godly — 80 

Not more of Simony beneath black Gowns, 

Nor more of Bastardy ’in heirs to Crowns 
In shilhngs and in pence at first they deal, 

And steal so httle, few perceive they steal. 

Till hke the Sea, they compass all the land, 85 

From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover strand 
And when rank Widows purchase luscious mghts. 

Or when a Duke to Jansen punts at White’s, 

Or City heir m mortgage melts away, 

Satan lumself feels far less joy than they 90 

Piecemeal they win this Acre first, then that, 

GleXin on, and gather up the whole Estate 
Then strongly fencmg ill-got wealth by law, 

Indentures, Cov’nants, Articles they draw, 

Large as the Fields themselves, and larger far 95 

Than Civil Codes, with all their glosses, are 
So vast, our new Divmes, we must confess. 

Are Fathers of the Church for writing less 

But let them write for You, each Rogue impairs 

The Deeds, and dextrously omits, ses Metres 100 

No Commentator can more slily pass 

O’er a learn’d, umnteiligible place. 

Or, in Quotation, shrewd Divmes leave out 
Those words, that would against them clear the doubt 
So Luther thought the Paternoster long, 105 

80 XVatefs] 1 e Peter Walter See p 577* 1 125W 
godly — ] Paul Foley, according to Lord Orrery Macaulay describes 
him as a lawyer of ‘spotless integrity and munificent chanty’ But can 
Pope have had in mind a man who died so far back as 1699^ 

88 a Duke] Wnothesley Russell, third Duke of Bedford who on 
Nov 27, 1731 lost £3,800 to Janssen after playing for twenty-five hours 
running 

Whitens] A chocolate-house in St James’s Street converted into a 
private club, and notorious as a gaming-house a resort of ‘infamous 
sharpers and noble cullies’ See further Moral Es 111 67, Dunctad, B i 203 
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When doom’d to say his Beads and Evensong 
But having cast his Cowle, and left those laws. 

Adds to Christ’s prayer, the Pow^r and Glory clause 
The Lands are bought, but where are to be found 
Those ancient Woods, that shaded all the ground^ no 
We see no new-built Palaces aspire. 

No Kitchens emulate th^i Vestal Fire 

Where are those Troops of poor, that throng’d of yore 

The good old Landlord’s hospitable door > 

Well, I could wish, that still in lordly domes 115 

Some beasts were kill’d, tho’ not whole hecatombs. 

That both Extremes were bamsh’d from their walls, 
Carthusian Fasts, and fulsome Bacchanals, 

And all mankmd might that )ust mean observe. 

In which none e’er could surfeit, none could starve 120 
These, as good works ’tis true we all allow, 

But oh’ these works are not in fashion now 
Like rich old Wardrobes, things extremely rare. 

Extremely fine, but what no man will wear 

Thus much I’ve said, I trust without offence, 125 

Let no Court-Sycophant pervert my sense, 

Nor sly Informer watch these words to draw 
Within the reach of Treason, or the Law 

108 Pow r and Glory clause] The power and glory clause’, which is not 
found m the Vulgate, was taken by Erasmus (1516) from all the Greek 
codices, and passed into Luther’s (1521) and most Reformed \ersions 


The Fow th Satire of Dr John Donne:, 
Dean of St Paul’s, Versifyed 

[written 1713^ revised and published 1733] 

Qmd zetat^ ut nosmet Lucih scnpta legentes 
Qua} ere^ num tllius^ num rerum dura negarit 
Versiculos natura magis factos^ (sf euntes 
Molhus ? HOR [Sat I X 56-9] 

Well, if It be my time to quit the Stage, 

Adieu to all the FoUies of the Age ’ 

I die in Charity with Fool and Knave, 

Secure of Peace at least beyond the Grave 
I’ve had my Purgatory here betimes. 

And paid for all my Satires, all my Rhymes 


5 
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The Poet’s Hell^ its Tortures^ Fiends and Flames, 

To this were Trifles, Toys, and empty Names 
With foohsh Pride my Heart was never fir’d, 

Nor the vam Itch Padmire^ or be admvPdy 10 

I hop’d for no Commission from his Grace, 

I bought no Benefice^ I begg’d no Place ^ 

Had no new Verses^ or new Gmt to show. 

Yet went to Court * — ^the Dev’l wou’d have it so 

But, as the Fool, that in reforming Days 15 

Wou’d go to Mass m jest, (as Story says) 

Could not but think, to pay his Fine was odd. 

Since ’twas no formM Design of servmg God 
So was I pumsh’d, as if full as proud^ 

As prone to ///, as neghgent of Good^ 20 

As deep m Debty without a thought to pay, 

As vain^ as idle, and as false, as they > 

Who live at Court, for gomg once that Way ’ J 

Scarce was I enter’d, when behold^ there came 
A Thing which Adam had been pos’d to name, 25 

Noah had refus’d it lodgmg in his Ark, 

Where aU the Race of Reptiles might embark 
A verier Monster than on Africk^s Shore 
The Sun e’re got, or slimy Nilus bore. 

Or Sloane, or Woodward^ s wondrous Shelves contam, 30 

Nay, aU that lymg Travellers can feign 

The Watch would hardly let him pass at noon, 

At mght, wou’d swear him dropt out of the moon. 

One whom the mob, when next we find or make 
A Popish plot, shall for a Jesmt take, 35 

And the wise Justice startmg from his chair 
Cry, by your Priesthood tell me what you are ^ 

Suclx was the Wight Th’ apparel on his back 
Tho’ coarse was rev’rend, and tho’ bare, was black 
The suit, if by the fashion one might guess, 40 

Was velvet m the youth of good Queen Bess, 

But mere tuff-taffety what now remamed. 

So Time, that changes aU thmgs, had ordain’d ^ 

Our sons shall see it leisurely decay. 

First turn plam rash, then vamsh qmte away 45 

This Thmg has travel? d, speaks each Language too, 

30 The two rival collections of natural curiosities Sloane’s is now in 
the custody of the British Museum, Woodward’s forms the nucleus of the 
Woodwardian Museum at Cambridge 

45 rasK^ a smooth textile fabric made of silk or worsted 
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And knows what’s fit for ev’ry State to do. 

Of whose best Phrase and courtly Accent join’d. 

He forms one Tongue exotic and refin’d 

Talkers, I’ve learn’d to bear, Motteux I knew, 50 

Henley himself I’ve heard, nay Budget too 

The Doctor’s Wormwood Style, the Hash of Tongues, 

\ Pedant makes , the StSrm of Gonson^s Lungs, 

The whole Artiil’ry of the Terms of War, 

And (all those Plagues m one) the bawlmg Bar, 55 

These I cou’d bear, but not a Rogue so civil. 

Whose Tongue can complement you to the Devil 
A Tongue that can cheat WidoVs, cancel Scores, 

Make Scots speak Treason, cozen subtlest Whores, 

With Royal Favourites in Flatt’ry vie, 60 

And Oldmixon and Burnet both out-he 
He spies me out I whisper, gracious God ’ 

What Sm of mme cou’d merit such a Rod ^ 

That all the Shot of Dulness now must be 

From this thy Blimderbuss discharg’d on me^ 65 

‘Permit (he cries) no stranger to your fame 

To crave your sentiment, if — ’s your name 

What Speech esteem you most ?’ — ‘The Kingh^ Sctid I, 

‘But the best Words — ‘O Sir, the Dictionary ’ 

‘You miss my aim, I mean the most acute 70 

And perfect Speaker — ^Onslow^ past dispute ’ 

‘But Sir, of Writers ^ Swifts for closer Style, 

And Ho—y for a Period of a Mile ’ 

‘Why yes, ’tis granted, these indeed may pass 

Good common Linguists, and so Panurge was 75 

Nay troth, th" Apostles, (tho’ perhaps too rough) 

Had once a pretty Gift of Tongues enough 
Yet these were all poor Gentlemen^ I dare 
Affirm, ’twas Travel made them what they were ’ 

Thus others Talents havmg mcely shown, 80 

He came by sure Transition to his own 
Till I cry’d out, ‘You prove yourself so able, 

Pity’ you was not Druggerman at Babel 

61 See Ep to Arbuthnot^ 14672 But perhaps Burnet, in this context, is 
the Bishop of Salisbury whose History qfhts ovm Times had given offence 

72 closer'] 1 e more concise 

73 As a controversial writer Bishop Hoadly possessed uncommon 
talents, but he extended his periods to a disagreeable length See also 
Dunciad A 11 368 (Pope’s note, p 399) 

75 For Panurge s fluency m languages see Rabelais, Book 11, Ch ix 

83 Druggerman] A variant of dragomaUy an interpreter 
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For had they fotind a Linguist half so good^ 

I make no question but the Tow^r had stood ’ 85 

‘Obliging Sir^ for Courts you sure were made 
Why then for ever buried in the shade ^ 

Spirits like you, believe me, shou’d be seen, 

The King would smile on you — at least the Queen 
‘Ah gentle Sir* you Courtie'^is so cajol us — 90 

But Tully has it, Nunquam minus solus 
But as for Courts^ forgive me if I say. 

No Lessons now are taught the Spartan wa> 

Tho’ in his Pictures Lust be full display’d. 

Few are the Converts Aretme has made, 95 

And tho’ the Court show Vice exceeding clear, 

None shou’d, by my Advice, learn Virtue there ’ 

At this, entranc’d, he lifts his Hands and Eyes, 

Squeaks hke a high-stretch’d Lutestring, and replies 
‘Oh ’tis the sweetest of all earthly things 100 

To gaze on Princes, and to talk of Kings *’ 

‘Then happy Man who shows the Tombs*’ said I, 

‘He dwells amidst the Royal Family, 

He, ev’ry Day, from King to King can walk. 

Of all our Harries^ all our Edwards talk, 105 

And get by speakmg Truth of Monarchs dead, 

What few can of the living. Ease and Bread ’ 

‘Lord* Sir, a meer Mechamck^ strangely low. 

And coarse of Phrase — ^your English all are so 

How elegant your Fienchman — ‘Mine, d’ye mean no 

I have but one, I hope the Fellow’s clean ’ 

‘Oh* Sir, politely so* nay, let me dye. 

Your only wearing is your Padiia-soy ’ 

‘Not Sir, my only — I have better still. 

And this, you see, is but my Dishabille — ’ 115 

Wild to get loose, his Patience I provoke. 

Mistake, confound, object, at all he spoke 
But as coarse Iron, sharpen’d, mangles more. 

And Itch most hurts, when anger’d to a Sore, 

So when >ou plague a Fool, ’tis still the Curse, 120 

You only make the Matter worse and worse 
He past It o’er, affects an easy Smile 
At all my Peevishness, and turns his Style 
He asks, ‘What News I tell him of new Plays, 

95 Pietro Aietino wrote some lascivious sonnets (1523) to accompany 
drawings by Giuho Romano 

1 13 Padua-soy'l \ strong corded silk f ibric 
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New Eunuchs^ Harlequins^ and Operas 
He hears, and as a Still, with Simples m it. 

Between each Drop it gives, stays half a Minute, 

Loth to enrich me with too quick Rephes, 

By httle, and by little, drops his Lies 
Meer Houshold Trash^ of Birth-Nights, Balls and Shows, 
More than ten Hohngslhdsy or Halls^ or Stows 13 1 

When the Queen frown’d, or smil’d, he knows, and what 
A subtle Mimster may make of that 
Who sins with whom > who got his Pension Rug^ 

Or quicken’d a Reversion by a Drug ^ 135 

Whose Place is quartered outy three Parts in four. 

And whether to a Bishop, or a Whore ^ 

Who, having lost his Credit, pavm’d his Rent, 

Is therefore fit to have a Government ? 

Who m the Secret^ deals in Stocks secure, 140 

And cheats th’unknowmg Widow, and the Poor ? 

Who makes a Trusty or Chanty y a Job, 

And gets an Act of Parhament to rob ^ 

Why Turnpikes rise, and now no Cit, nor Clown 

Can gratis see the Country y or the Town ^ 145 

Shortly no Lad shall chucky or Lady voky 

But some excising Courtier will have Toll 

He tells what Strumpet Places sells for Life, 

What ’Squire his Lands, what Citizen his Wife ? 

And last (which proves him wiser still than all) 150 

What Lady’s Face is not a whited Wall > 

125 Eunuchs\ see Ep 1 1 105 Harlequins'] a part in eighteenth-centurv 
pantomime, frequently played at this time by Rich, the theatrical 
impiesano 

130 Birth-Nights] the splendid celebrations on royal birthdays 

13 1 Holinshed s Chronicles was published in 1578, Hall’s in 1542, for 
Stow see Tp ii i 66n (p 637) They chronicle tufting events along with 
events ot greater importance 

132 the Queen] Donne referred to the reigning monarch, but Pope m 
following him implied that though George II reigned it was Queen 
Caroline who ruled 

134 Rttg] 1 e safe 

142 Pope refers to the scandal of the Charitable Coiporation, founded 
in 1730 to lend money to the Poor Complaints began to be made in 173 
and in 1732 the directors were found guilt> of embezzlement See Pope s 
note to Moral Es 111 102 (p 576) 

144 The turnpike system of exacting toll from travellers for road 
repairs was started m Charles II s reign, but it made little headv ay against 
popular feeling until the middle of the eighteenth centurv 

146 chuck] play at chuck-farthing 

vole] win all the tucks at ombre or quadrille 

147 excising] see Sat ii 11 134W (p 622) 
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As one of Woodward’s Patients, sick and sore, 

I puke, I nauseate , — yet he thrusts in more, 

Trims Europe’s Balance, tops the Statesman’s part, 

And talks Gazettes and Post-Boys o’er by heart 155 
Like a big Wife at sight of loathsome Meat, 

Ready to cast, I yawn, I sigh, and sweat 
Then as a hcens’d Spy, wfom nothing can 
Silence, or hurt, he hbels the Great Man^ 

Swears every Place entail’d for Years to come, 160 

In sure Succession to the Day of Doom 
He names the Price for ev’ry Ojfice paid. 

And says our Wars'^thrive zZ/, because delay’ d^ 

Nay hints, ’tis by Conmvance of the Court, 

That Spam robs on, and Dunkirk’s still a Port 165 

Not more Amazement seiz’d on Circe’s Guests, 

To see themselves fall endlong into Beasts, 

Than mine, to find a Subject staid and wise. 

Already half turn’d Traytor by surprize 
I fear’d th’ Infection shde from him to me, 170 

As in the Pox, some give it, to get free. 

And quick to swallow me, methought I saw 
One of our Giant Statutes ope its Jaw* 

In that mce Moment, as another Lye 

Stood just a- tilt, the Minister came by 175 

Away he flies He bows, and bows agam, 

And close as Umbra joins the dirty Tram 
Not Fannius self more impudently near 

152 Woodward’s practice of administeiing emetics to his patients was 
a fruitful source of contemporary jest and controversy 

15s The London Gazette has been in circulation since 1665 , The Post 
Boy started in 1695, and continued as The Daily Post Boy from 1728 
till 1735 

159 the Great Mari] Walpole See Dta 1 26m The courtier confirms all 
the charges brought against Walpole s government by the opposition 

162 It was common knowledge that Walpole bribed extensively 

163 Walpole’s policy of avoiding European wars was constantly 
criticized by the Opposition, who feared that the unchecked growth of 
French power would be a menace to English liberties 

165 Complaints at the seizure of English merchant ships by Spanish 
guarda-costas which led to the War of Jenkin’s Ear (1739) See Dta 1 i8« 

DunktrK\ Under the Treaty of Utrecht (1712) France was to demolish 
the fortifications of Dunkirk, a port from which privateers attacked 
English shipping The harbour was believed to be under repair at this 
time 

175 A cask full of his lies is tilted up, and one is ready to flow over 

178 Fantmus self\ Lord Hervey Cf Ep to Arbutknot, 11 319, 356 

Donne I i6g A Show of the Italian Gardens in Waxwork, in the time 
of King James the First [P] 
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When half his Nose is in his Patron’s Ear 
I quak’d at heart, and still afraid to see 180 

All the Court fill’d with stranger things than he, 

Ran out as fast, as one that pays his Bail, 

And dreads more Actions, hurries from a Jail 

Bear me, some GOd > oh quickly bear me hence 
To wholesome Solitude, the Nurse of Sense 185 

Where Contemplation prunes her ruffled Wings, 

And the free Soul looks down to pity Kmgs 
There sober Thought pursu’d th’amusmg theme 
Till Fancy colour’d it, and form’d a Dream 
A Vision Hernuts can to Hell transport, 190 

And force ev’n me to see the Damn’d at Court 
Not Dante dreammg all th’ Infernal State, 

Beheld such Scenes of Envy^ Sin^ and Hate 
Base Fear becomes the Gmlty, not the Free, 

Suits Tyrants, Plunderers, but smts not me I 95 

Shall I, the Terror of this sinful Town, 

Care, if a livery’d Lord or smile or frown ^ 

Who cannot flatter, and detest who can. 

Tremble before a noble Sermng~Man ^ 

O my fair Mistress, Truth * Shall I quit thee 200 

For huffing, braggart, puft Nobility ^ 

Thou, who smce Yesterday, hast roll’d o’er all 
The busy, idle Blockheads of the Ball, 

Hast thou, O Sun ' beheld an emptier sort. 

Than such as swell this Bladder of a Court ? 205 

Now pox on those who shew a Court in Wax^^ 

It ought to brmg all Courtiers on their backs* 

Such painted Puppets, such a varmsh’d Race 
Of hollow Gewgaws, only Dress and Face, 

Such waxen Noses, stately, starmg things, 210 

No wonder some Folks bow, and thmk them Kings 
See* where the British Youth, engag’d no more 
At Fig*s at White% with Felons^ or a Whore, 

Pay their last Duty to the Court, and come 

All fresh and fragrant, to the Drawing-Room 215 


206 A famous Show of the Court of France in Waxwork [P] 

213 Fig^s, a Prize-fighter’s Academy, where the young Nobihty 
receiv’d instruction in those days White s was a noted gaming-house It 
was also customary for the nobility and gentry to visit the condemned 
criminals m Newgate [P] For White s see Imit Donne, 11 88« 
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In Hues as gay, and Odours as divine, 

As the fair Fields they sold to look so jfine 
‘That’s Velvet for a Ktng^' the Flattr’er sv^rears, 

’Tis true, for ten days hence ’twill be King Leafs 
Our Court may justly to our Stage give Rules, 220 
That helps it both to FooV s-Coats and to Fools 
And why not Players strut ®n Courtiers Cloaths^ 

For these are Actors too, as well as those 
Wants reach all States, they beg but better drest. 

And all is splendid Poverty at best 225 

Painted for sight, and essenc’d for the smell. 

Like Frigates fraught with Spice and Cochme’l, 

Sail in the Ladies How each Pyrate eyes 
So weak a Vessel, and so rich a Prize * 

Top-gallant he, and she in all her Trim, 230 

He boarding her, she strikmg sail to him 
‘Dear Countess^ you have Charms all Hearts to hit*’ 

And "sweet Sir Fopling^ you have so much wit*’ 

Such Wits and Beauties are not prais’d for nought, 

For both the Beauty and the Wit are bought 
’Twou’d burst ev’n Heraclitus with the Spleen, 

To see those Anticks, Fopling and Courtin 
The Presence seems, with thmgs so richly odd, 

The Mosque of Mahound^ or some queer Pa-god 
See them survey their Limbs by Durefs Rules, 

Of all Beau-kmd the best proportion’d Fools * 

Adjust their Cloaths, and to Confession draw 
Those venial sms, an Atom, or a Straw 
But oh* what Tenors must distract the Soul, 

Convicted of that mortal Crime, a Hole * 

Or should one Pound of Powder less bespread 
Those Monkey-Tails that wag behind their Head* 

Thus finish’d and corrected to a hair. 

They march, to prate their Hour before the Fair, 

So first to preach a white-glov’d Chaplain goes, 

With Band of Lily, and with Cheek of Rose, 

Sweeter than Sharon^ m immaculate trim. 

Neatness itself impertment in him 

219 Cf Ep II 1 332 
233 Sir Fophng Flutter appears in Etherege’s The Man of Mode (1676) 
236 Even Heraclitus, the weeping philosopher’, would burst his 
spleen with laughter (a common expression) at these antics 
238 Presence\ presence-chamber 

240 Durer^s Rules] Durer’s Vier hucher vcn menschlicher Proportion 
(1528) 


235 


240 


245 


250 
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Let but the Ladies smika and they are blest. 

Prodigious ’ how the Things Protest^ Protest 255 

Peace, Fools ’ or Gonson will for Papists seize you. 

If once he catch you at your Jesu ' Jesu ' 

Nature made ev*ry Fop to plague his Brother, 

Just as one Beauty mortifies another 
But here’s the Captaii)^ that will plague them both, 260 
Whose Air cries Arm’ whose very Look’s an Oath 
Tho’ his Soul’s Bullet, and his Body Buff’ 

Damn him, he’s honest. Sir, — and that’s enuff 
He spits fore-right, his haughty Chest before. 

Like batt’rmg Rams, beats o^en ev’ry Door, 265 

And with a Face as red, and as awry. 

As Hero(P% Hang-dogs in old Tapestry, 

Scarecrow to Boys, the breeding Woman’s curse. 

Has yet a strange Ambition to look worse 
Confounds the Civil, keeps the Rude m awe, 270 

Jests like a hcens’d Fool, commands hke Law 
Frighted, I qmt the Room, but leave it so. 

As Men from Jayls to Execution go. 

For hung with Deadly Sins I see the Wall, 

And lin’d with Giants ^ deadlier than ’em all 275 

Each Man an Ascaparty of Strength to toss 
For Quoits, both Temple-Bar and Channg-Cross 
Scar’d at the grizly Forms, I sweat, I fly. 

And shake all o’er, like a discover’d Spy 

Courts are too much for Wits so weak as mine, 280 

Charge them with Heav’n’s Artill’ry, bold Divine^ 

From such alone the Great Rebukes endure. 

Whose Satyr^s sacredy and whose Rage secure 
’Tis mine to wash a few slight Stains, but theirs 
To deluge Sin, and drown a Court in Tears 285 

Howe’er, what’s now Apocryphay my Wit, 

In time to come, may pass for Holy Writ 

267 Cf E on C \ 587 

275 The Room hung with Tapestry, now very antient, representing 
the Seven Deadly Sms [P] Pope refers to the early sixteenth-century 
Flemish tapestries, bought by Wolsey for the Legate’s chaumbre at 
Hampton Courte’ in 1522, which now hang in the Great Watching 
Chamber there 

276 Ascapart] A Giant famous m Romances [P] He was said to have 
been defeated by Sir Bevis of Southampton 



Epilogue to the Satires 

Written m 1738 
[published 1738] 

DIALOGUE I 

Ft Not twice a twelvemo^ith you appear m Print, 

And when it comes, the Court see nothmg in’t 
You grow correct that once with Rapture writ. 

And are, besides, too Moral for a Wit 

Decay of Parts, alas’ we all must feel — 5 

Why now, this moment, don’t I see you steal ^ 

’Tis all from Horace Horace long before ye 
Said, ‘Tones call’d him Whig, and Whigs a Tory ’ 

And taught his Romans, m much better metre, 

‘To laugh at Fools who put their trust m Peter ’ 10 

But Horace^ Sir, was delicate, was mce. 

Bubo observes, he lash’d no sort of Vice 
Horace would say, Str Billy served the Crowns 
Blunt could do Business:, H — ggins knew the Town^ 

In Sappho touch the Failing of the SeXy 15 

Irf rev’rend Bishops note some small Neglects^ 

And own, the Spaniard did a waggish things 
Who cropt our Ears, and sent them to the King 
His sly, pohte, msmuatmg stile 

Could please at Court, and make Augustus smile 20 

I ff These two lines are fiom Horace <^Sat iiiii i--4> , and the only lines 
that are so in the whole Poem , being meant to give a handle to that which 
follows in the character of an impertinent Censurer, 

*Tts all from Horace etc [P] 

8 Quoted from Sat ii i 68 

10 Quoted with a slight alteration from Sat ii 1 40 

12 Buho'\ Some guilty person very fond of making such an observation 
[P] Bubb Dodington , see 1 68 and Ep to Arhuthnot^ 280 (p 607) 

13 Sir Billy] Yonge See Ep to Arbuthnot, zSon 

14 Blunt] Director of the South Sea Company See Moral Es 111 135K 

H — ggins] Formerly Jaylor of the Fleet prison, enriched himself by 

many exactions, for which he was tried and expelled [P] During his 
trial Huggins called several gentry to testify to his character, thus showing 
that he knew the town’ 

1 5 Sappho] see Sat ii i 83 

18 cropt our Ears] Said to be executed by the Captain of a Spanish 
ship on one Jenkins a Captain of an Enghsh one He cut off his ears, and 
bid him carry them to the Kang his master [P] 

Jenkins’s ear was said to have been cut off on April 9, 1731 , but it was 
not until March, 1737-8, two months before this poem was published, 
that Jenkins appeared before the House of Commons 

688 
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An artful Manager^ that crept between 

His Friend and Shame, and was a kmd of Screen 

But ’faith your very Friends wiU soon be sore, 

Patriots there are, who wish you’d jest no more — 

And where’s the Glory ? ’twill be only thought 25 

The Great man never offer’d you a Groat 
Go see Sir Robert-'^- 

P See Sir Robert ’ — ^hum — 

And never laugh — for all my life to come ? 

Seen him I have, but m his happier hour 

Of Social Pleasure, ill-exchang’d for Pow’r, 30 

Seen him, uncumber’d with’the Venal tribe. 

Smile without Art, and wm without a Bribe 
Would he oblige me ? let me only find. 

He does not think me what he thinks mankmd 
Come, come, at all I laugh He laughs, no doubt, 35 
The only diff’rence is, I dare laugh out 

F Why yes with Scripture still you may be free, 

A Horse-laugh, if you please, at Honesty ^ 

A Joke on Jekyl, or some odd Old Whigy 

Who never chang’d his Prmciple, or Wig 40 

22 His Friend ] 

Omne vqfer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
Tangit & admissus circmn prcecoi dia ludit 
<Persius, Sat 1 ii6> [P] 

Screen] A metaphor peculiarly appropriated to a certain person in 
power [P] A reference to Walpole’s policy of opposing all Parliamentary 
enquiries into public frauds 

24 Patriots] This appelation was generally given to those in opposition 
to the Court Though some of them (which our author hints al) had views 
too mean and interested to deserve that name [P] 

26 The Great mail] A phrase, by common use, appropriated to the first 
minister [P] 

27-36 Walpole owed this back-handed compliment to his having used 
his influence with Fleury to procure an Abbey at Avignon for Southcote, 
who had been the means of saving Pope s life when he was a young man 

31 These two verses were originally in the poem, though omitted in all 
the first editions [P] 

34 Alluding to the political maxim attributed to him. All men have 
their pricey a perversion of his comment upon certain declamatory 
‘patriots’ All those men have their price 

39 Jehyl] Sir Joseph Jekyl, Master of the Rolls, a true Whig in his 
principles, and a man of the utmost probity He sometimes voted against 
the Court, which drew upon him the laugh here described of One 
<Walpole> who bestowed it equally upon Religion and Honesty He died 
a few months after the publication of this poem [P] 

40 or Wig] Alluding to the change of fashion m periwigs from full- 
bottomed to tit-wigs 
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A Patriot IS a Fool m ev’ry age^ 

Whom all Lord Chamberlams allow the Stage 
These nothing hurts, they keep their Fashion still. 

And wear their strange old Virtue as they will 

If any ask you, ^Who’s the Man, so near 45 

His Prince, that writes in V^rse, and has his Ear 
Why answer Lyttelton, and Fll engage 
The worthy Youth shall ne’er be m a rage 
But were has Verses vde, his Whisper base. 

You’d qmckly iind him m Lord Fanny’s case 50 

SejanuS) Woheyi hurtfnot honest Fleurs, 

But well may put some Statesmen in a fury 

Laugh then at any, but at Fools or Foes, 

These you but anger, and you mend not those 

Laugh at your Friends, and if your Friends are sore, 55 

So much the better, you may laugh the more 

To Vice and Folly to confine the jest, 

Sets half the World, God knows, agamst the rest, 

Did not the Sneer of more impartial men 

At^ Sense and Virtue, balance all agen 60 

Judicious Wits spread wide the Ridicule, 

And charitably comfort Knave and Fool 

P Dear Sir, forgive the Prejudice of Youth 
Adieu Distinction, Satire, Warmth, and Truth ^ 

Come harmless Characters that no one hit, 65 

Come Henley’s Oratory, Osborn’s Wit’ 

The Honey droppmg from Favomo’s tongue, 

The Flow’rs of Bubo^ and the Flow of Y — ng ^ 

42 This reflects upon the act earned m the previous year ( 1 737), w hich 
provided that no play could be publicly acted without the licence of the 
Lord Chamberlain 

47 George Lyttelton, Secretary to the Prince of Wales, distinguished 
both for his writings and speeches in the spirit of Liberty [P] 

50 Lord Fanny] Hervey See Ep to Arbuthnot, 11 319, 356, 357 

5 1 Sejanus, Wolsey] The one the wicked minister of Tiberius , the 
other, of Henry VIII The writers against the Court usuall> bestowed 
these and other odious names on the Minister, without distinction, and in 
the most injurious manner See Dial u v 137 [P] 

Fleury] Cardinal and Minister to Louis XV It was a Patriot-fashion, 
at that time, to cry up his wisdom and honesty [P] 

66 Henley Osborn] See them m their places in the Dunciad <B 111 
199, n 31a, pp 759, 747 [P] 

68 Bubb Dodmgton and Sir W Yonge Cf Ep to ArbutJ not, 1 280 
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The gracious Dew of Pulpit Eloquence , 

And all the well-whipt Cream of Courtly Sense, 70 
That first was II—vy% F — ’s next, and then 
The .S — te’s, and then H — vy^s once agen 
O come, that easy Ciceronian stile. 

So LatiUy yet so English all the while. 

As, tho’ the Pride aS Middleton and Bland^ 75 

All Boys may read, and Girls may understand ^ 

Then might I sing without the least Offence, 

And all I sung should be the Nation^s Sense 
Or teach the melancholy Muse to mourn. 

Hang the sad Verse on Caiiolina’s Urn, 80 

And hail her passage to the Realms of Rest, 

All Parts perform’d, and all her Children blest » 

So — Satire is no more — I feel it die — 

No Gazeteer more innocent than I * 

And let, a God’s-name, ev’ry Fool and Knave 85 

Be grac’d thro’ Life, and flatter’d m his Grave 

F Why so > if Satire know its Time and Place, 

You still may lash the Greatest — in Disgrace 
For Merit will by turns forsake them all, ^ 

Would you know when ^ exactly when they fall 90 
But let all Satire in all Changes spare 
Immortal S — and grave De — re ^ 

69 Alludes to some court sermons and fiond panegyrical speeches, 
particularly one \erv full of puerilities and flatteries which afterwards got 
into an address in the same pretty style, and was lastly served up in an 
Fpitaph, between Latin and English, published by its author [P] Henry 
Fox moved the address of condolence on the Queen’s death sent by the 
Commons to the King on January 24, 1737-8 Pope evidently believed 
(1 71) that Hervey wrote FoVs speech It became ‘The Se[na]te’s* on its 
acceptance by the Commons It was afterwards served up again m 
Hervey’s Litm epitiph 

73-5 Pope rcfeis to Hervey s Latin epitaph on the Queen, and hints 
that Middleton, author of the Life of CicerOy and Bland, Provost of Eton, 
collaborated to write it for him 

78 Nation s Sense] The cant of politics at that time 
80 Carolina] Queen consort to King George 11 She died in 1737 Her 
death gave occasion, as is observed above, to many indiscreet and mean 
performances unworthy of her memory, whose last moments manifested 
the utmost courage and resolution [P] 

82 Contemporary gossip reported that the Queen had died without 
taking the last sacrament and without being reconciled to the Prince of 
Wales 

84 Gazeteer] a journalist appointed and paid by the government ^ 

92 *S — k De — re] A title given that Lord ^Selkirk) by King 
James II He was of the Bedchamber to King William, he was so to King 
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Silent and soft> as Saints remove to Heav’n, 

All Tyes dissolv’d, and ev’ry Sin forgiv’n. 

These, may some gentle, mimstenal Wing 95 

Receive, and place for ever near a Kong* 

There, where no Passion, Pride, or Shame transport. 

Lull’d with the sweet Nepenthe of a Court, 

There, where no Father’s Brother’s, Friend’s Disgrace 
Once break their Rest, or sur them from their Place, 100 
But past the Sense of human Miseries, 

All Tears are wip’d for ever from all Eyes , 

No Cheek is known to blush, no Heart to throb. 

Save when they lose a‘Question, or a Job 

P Good Heav’n forbid, that I shou’d blast their Glory, 
Who know how like Whig-Mimsters to Tory, 106 

And when three Sov’reigns dy’d, could scarce be vext, 
Consid’rmg what a Gracious Prmce w^as next 
Have I m silent wonder seen such thmgs 
As Pride in Slaves, and Avarice in Kmgs, no 

And at a Peer, or Peeress shall I fret. 

Who starves a Sister, or forswears a Debt ^ 

Vir^uei I grant you, is an empty boast, 

But shall the Dignitv of Vice be lost > 

Ye Gods* shall Cibber^ s Son, without rebuke 115 

Swear like a Lord ^ or a Rich out-whore a Duke 
A Fav’rite’s Porter with his Master vie. 

Be brib’d as often, and as often he ^ 

Shall Ward draw Contracts with a Statesman’s skill ’> 
Otjaphet pocket, like his Grace, a Will ? 120 

Is It for Bond or Peter (paltry Things *) 

To pay their Debts or keep their Faith like Kings ^ 

If Blount dispatch’d himself, he play’d the man. 


George I, he was so to King George II This'Loxd <De LaWarr> was very 
skilful m all the forms of the House, in which he discharged himself with 
great gravity [P] 

104 lose a Question] 1 e when they have a motion or proposal rejected 
by parliament 

112 Lady Mary See Soft Adv 2i,53k(pp 668-9) 

1 15 Cibber's Son RicKI Tw^o Players look for them in the Dunciad 
<Bni 142, 261, pp 756, 76 i> [P] 

119-21 Wcard Japhet Bond Peter] See Moral Es ni 20, 
88, 102, 125 

120 pocket Will] Pope alludes here and in 1 122 to Archbishop 
Wake’s action m handing George I’s will to his son, who suppressed it 

123 Blount] Author of an impious and foolish Book called The Oracles 
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And so may’st Thou, Illustrious Passeran f 

But shall a Printer^ weary of his life, 125 

Learn from their Books to hang himself and Wife '> 

This, this, my friend, I cannot, must not bear, 

Vice thus abus’d, demands a Nation’s care, 

This calls the Church to deprecate our Sm, 

And hurls the Thund^ of the Laws on Gin 130 

Let modest Foster if he will, excell 
Ten Metropolitans m preachmg well, 

A simple Quaker, or a Quaker’s Wife, 

Out-do Landaffe^ m Doctrine*— yea, m Life, 

Let humble Allen, with an aukward Shame, 135 

Do good by stealth, and blush to jSnd it Fame 
Virtue may chuse the high or low Degree, 

’Tis )ust alike to Virtue, and to me. 

Dwell m a Monk, or hght upon a King, 

She’s still the same, belov’d, contented thmg 140 

Vice IS undone, if she forgets her Birth, 

And stoops from Angels to the Dregs of Earth 
But ’us the Pall degrades her to a Whore, 

Let Greatness own her, and she’s mean no moi^ 

Her Birth, her Beauty, Crowds and Courts confess, 145 
Chaste Matrons praise her, and grave Bishops bless 
In golden Chams the willmg World she draws, 

And hers the Gospel is, and hers the Laws 
Mounts the Tribunal, lifts her scarlet head. 


of Reason, who being in love with a near kinswoman of his,^nd rejected, 
gave himself a stab m the arm, as pretending to kill himself, of the con- 
sequence of which he really died [P] 

124 Passeran] Author of another, called a Philosophical Discourse on 
Death [P] 

125 a Printer] A Fact that happened in London a few years past The 
unhappy man left behind him a paper justifymg his action by the reason- 
ings of some of these authors [P] 

130 Gin] A spirituous liquor, the exorbitant use of which had almost 
destroyed the lowest rank of the People tiU it was restrained by an act of 
Parliament in 1736 [P] 

131 James Foster (1697-1753), a popular Anabaptist preacher 

133 a Quaker* s Wife] Mary Drummond, sister, not wife, of George 
Drummond the able Lord Provost of Edinburgh 

134 Landaffe] A poor Bishoprick in Wales, as poorly supplied [P] 

The bishop was John Harris In 1699 the see of Llandaff was worth 

j^230 p a 

141 ff An elaborate allusion to Molly Skerrett, long the mistress of 
Walpole, who married her in 1738 
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And sees pale Virtue carted m her stead * 150 

Lo* at the Wheels of her Triumphal Car^ 

Old England^ Genius, rough with many a Scar, 

Dragged m the Dust’ his Arms hang idly round, 

His Flag inverted trails along the ground ’ 

Our Youth, all hv’ry’d o’er with foreign Gold, 155 

Before her dance, behind hllr crawl the Old’ 

See thronging Millions to the Pagod run, 

And offer Country, Parent, Wife, or Son ’ 

Hear her black Trumpet thro’ the Land proclaim. 

That ‘Not to be corrupted is the Shame ’ 160 

In Soldier, ChurchirSan, Patriot, Man in Pow’r, 

’Tis Av’rice all, Ambinon is no more’ 

See, all our Nobles begging to be Slaves ’ 

See, all our Fools aspirmg to be Knaves’ 

The Wit of Cheats, the Courage of a Whore, 165 

Are what ten thousand envy and adore 
All, all look up, with reverential Awe, 

On Crimes that scape, or triumph o’er the Law 
While Truth, Worth, Wisdom, daily they decry — 
‘Nothing IS Sacred now but Villany ’ 170 


Yet may this Verse (if such a Verse remain) 

Show there was one who held it m disdain 

150 carted] Carting, or exhibiting fiom a cart, was a punishment of 
prostitutes and procuresses 

154 A sneer at Walpole s policy of peace at any price 


Epilogue to the Satires 

Written m 1738 
[published 1738] 

DIALOGUE II 

Fr Tis all a Libel — Paxton (Sir) will say 
P Not yet, my Friend’ to-morrow ’faith it may. 

And for that very cause I prmt to day 
How shou’d I fret, to mangle ev’ry line. 

In rev’rence to the Sms of Thirty-nine ' 

Vice with such Giant-strides comes on amain, 

1 Paxton (d 1744) was the Treasury Solicitor, and was employed to 
read all new publications and report libels on the government to the 
Secretaries of State 

2 Perhaps an allusion to the Playhouse Act (see Dta 1 42W) believed by 
the Opposition to be tending towards a restraint on the liberty of the press 
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Invention strives to be before in vain. 

Feign what I will, and paint it e’er so strong. 

Some rising Genius sins up to my Song 
F Yet none but you by Name the Guilty lash, 10 

Ev’n Guthry saves half Newgate by a Dash 
Spare then the Person, and expose the Vice 
P How Sir > not damgi the Sharper, but the Dice ^ 

Come on then Satire’ gen’ral, imconfin’d. 

Spread thy broad wmg, and sowze on all the Kind 15 
Ye Statesmen, Priests, of one Rehgion all’ 

Ye Tradesmen vile, in Army, Court, or Hall’ 

Ye Rev’rend Atheists ’ — F SciSndal’ name them, Who^ 

P Why that’s the thmg you bid me not to do 
Who starv’d a Sister, who forswore a Debt, 20 

I never nam’d — the Town’s enquirmg yet 
The pois’nmg Dame — Fr You mean — P I don’t — Fr 
You do 

P See’ now I keep the Secret, and not you 
The bribing Statesman — Fr Hold’ too high you go 
P The brib’d Elector — Fr There you stoop too low 25 
P I fam wou’d please you, if I knew with what 
Tell me, which Knave is lawful Game, which not>? 

Must great Offenders, once escap’d the Crown, 

Like Royal Harts, be never more rim down 

Admit your Law to spare the Kmght reqtures, 30 

As Beasts of Nature may we hunt the Sqmres ^ 

Suppose I censure — you know what I mean — 

To save a Bishop, may I name a Dean^ 

Fr A Dean, Sir ? no his Fortune is not made. 

You hurt a man that’s rising in the Trade 35 

10 hy Na 7 }ie\ I would indeed [manifest my disdain and abhorrence of 
vice in my writings] with more restrictions, and less personally, it is more 
agreeable to my nature, which those who know it not are greatly mistaken 
in But General Satire in Times of General Vice has no force, and is no 
Punishment People have ceas’d to be ashamed of it when so many are 
join d with them , and tis only by huntmg One or two from the Herd 
that any Examples can be made If a man writ all his Life against the 
Collecme Body of the Banditti, or against Lawyers would it do the least 
Good, or lessen the Body^ But if some are hung up, or pilloryed, it may 
prevent others And in my low Station, with no other Power than this, I 
hope to deter if not to reform ’ Pope to Arbuthnot, Aug 2, 1734 

11 Guthry'l The Ordinary of Newgate^ who publishes the Memoirs of 
the Malefactors, and is often prevailed upon to be so tender of their 
reputation, as to set down no more than the initials of their name [P] 

1 5 sowze] used of a hawk, swooping down upon its prey 

20 Referring to jDia 11x2 

22 The poisoning Dame] A reference to Sat ii 1 81 
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P If not the Tradesman who set up to day. 

Much less the ’Prentice who to morrow may 
Down, down, proud Satire^ tho’ a Realm be spoil’d, 
Arraign no mightier Thief than wretched 'Wtidi 
Or if a Court or Coimtry’s made a Job, 40 

Go drench a Pick-pocket, and )om the Mob 
But Sir, I beg you, for thfi Love of Vice^ 

The matter’s weighty, pray consider twice 
Have you less Pity for the needy Cheat, 

The poor and friendless Villain, than the Great ^ 45 

Alas ’ the small Discredit of a Bribe 

Scarce hurts the Lawyer, but undoes the Scribe 

Then better sure it Charity becomes 

To tax Directors, who (thank God) have Plums, 

Still better, Mimsters, or if the thmg 50 

May pinch ev’n there — why lay it on a Kmg 
Ft Stop^ stop^ 

P Must Satire, then, nor rise not fall ^ 

Speak out, and bid me blame no Rogues at aU 
Fr Yes, strike that Wtldy I’ll justify the blow 
P Strike ^ why the man was hang’d ten years ago 55 
W>»o now that obsolete Example fears ^ 

Ev’n Peter trembles only for his Ears 
Fr What always Peter ^ Peter thinks you mad. 

You make men desp’rate if they once are bad 
Else might he take to Virtue some years hence — 60 

P As S — if he hves, will love the Prince 
Fr Strange spleen to S — k ' 

P Do I wrong the Man ^ 

Gocl knows, I praise a Courtier where I can 
When I confess, there is who feels for Fame, 

And melts to Goodness, need I Scarbrow name '> 65 

39 Jonathan Wild, a famous Thief, and Thief- Impeacher, who was at 
last caught in his own train and hanged <I725> [P] Wild had become 
synonymous with Walpole in political journalism 

41 drench a Ptck-‘pocket\ Pickpockets were sometimes ducked and 
sometimes pumped upon 

49 Plums\ see Sat ii 1 io3« (p 617) 

57 Peter <Walter> had, the year before this, narrowly escaped the 
Pillory for forgery and got off with a severe rebuke only from the 
bench [P] 

61 Lord Selkirk See Pope’s note to Dia 1 92 

Much as Selkirk hates the Prmce now, he will love him when the Prince 
succeeds to the throne, because then it will pay him Similarly, not until 
it pays him will Peter love virtue 

65 Scarbrow\ Earl of, and Knight of the Garter, whose personal 
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Pleas’d let me own, m Esher^s peaceful Grove 
(Where Kent and Nature vye for Pelham’s Love) 

The Scene, the Master, opening to my view, 

I sit and dream I see my Crags anew* 

Ev’n m a Bishop I can spy Desert, 70 

Seeker is decent, Rundel has a Heart, 

Manners with Candour aJDe to Benson giv’n. 

To Berkley y ev’ry Virtue xmder Heav’n 
But does the Court a worthy Man remove ^ 

That instant, I declare, he has my Lo've 75 

I shun his Zemth, court his mild Dechne, 

Thus Sommers once, and Hal*ifax were mine 
Oft in the clear, still J^rrour of Retreat, 

I study’d Shrewsbury, the wise and great 
Carleton’s calm Sense, and Stanhope’s noble Flame, 80 
Compar’d, and knew their gen’rous End the same 
How pleasmg Atterbury’s softer hour* 

How shm’d the Soul, unconquer’d m the Tow’i * 


attachments to the king appeared from his steddy adherence to the royal 
interest, after his resignation of his great employment of Master of the 
Horse, and whose known honour and virtue made him esteemed by all 
parties [P] 

66 The House and Gardens of Esher in Surrey ^ <designed by Kent) 
belonging to the Honourable Mr Pelham, Brother of the Duke of New- 
castle The author could not have given a more amiable idea of his 
Character than in comparing him to Mr Craggs [P] 

71 decent\ Pope intended to commend Seeker s moderation, the most 
conspicuous trait in his character Seeker was Bishop of Oxford, Rundle 
of Derry, Benson of Gloucester, and Berkeley (the philosopher) of Cloyne 
77 Sommers'] John Lord Sommers died in 1716 He had been Lord 
Keeper in the reign of William III who took from him the ^als in 1700 
The author had the honour of knowing him in 1706 A faithful able, and 
incorrupt minister, who to the qualities of a consummate statesman, 
added those of a man of Learning and Politeness [P] 

Halifax] A peer, no less distinguished by his lo\e of letters than his 
abilities in Parliament He was disgraced in 1710, on the Change of 
Q Anne s ministry [P] 

79 Shewshury] Charles Talbot, Duke of Shrewsbury, had been 
Secretary of state. Embassador in France, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, 
Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Treasurer He several times quitted his 
employments, and was often recalled He died in 1718 [P] 

80 Carletori] Hen Boyle, Lord Carleton (nephew of the famous Robert 
Boyle) who was Secretary of state under William III and President of the 
Council under Q Anne [P] Pope’s memory played him false about 
Carleton s official posts 

Stanhope] James Earl Stanhope A Nobleman of equal courage, spirit, 
and learning General m Spain, and Secretary of state [P] 

83 Bishop Atterbury was imprisoned in the Tower for treasonable 
correspondence with the Pretender Pope gave evidence at his trial (1723) 
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How can I Pult^ney, Chesterfield forget^ 

While Roman Spirit charms, and Attic Wit 85 

Argyle, the State’s whole Thunder born to wield. 

And shake alike the Senate and the Field 
Or Wyndham, just to Freedom and the Throne, 

The Master of our Passions, and his own 
Names, which I long have lov’rf, nor lov’d in vain, 90 

Rank’d with their Friends, not number’d with their 
Tram, 

And if yet higher the proud List should end, 

Still let me say^ No Follower, but a Friend 

Yet think not Friendship only prompts my Lavs , 

I follow Virtue, where she shines, I praise, 95 

Point she to Priest or Elder, Whig or Tory, 

Or round a Quaker’s Beaver cast a Glory 
I never (to my sorrow I declare) 

Dm’d with the Man of Ross, or my Lord May’r 
Some, m their choice of Friends (nay, look not grave) 100 
Have still a secret Byass to a Knave 
To find an honest man, I beat about, 

And love him, court him, praise him, in or out 

Fr Then why so few commended ^ 

P Not so fierce, 

Find you the Virtue, and I’ll find the Verse 105 

But random Praise — the Task can ne’er be done. 

Each Mother asks it for her Booby Son, 

Each Widow asks it for the Best of Men, 

For hjm she weeps, and him she weds agen 


84 Two prominent members of the Parliamentary opposition 

88 Sir Willnm ^^^ndham Chancellor of the Exchequer under Queen 
Anne, made early a considerable figure, but since a much greater both by 
his ability and eloquence, joined with the utmost judgment and temper 

[P] 

92 yet higher^ An allusion to his friendship with Frederick, Prince of 
Wales 

99 The Man of Ross\ John Kyrle, the philanthropist, previously com- 
mended in Moral Es 111 250 ff (p 581) 

My Lord MayW] Sir John Barnard [P] He was regarded as one of 
the greatest examples of pri\ate and public virtues that the age had pro- 
duced 

107 Perhaps a reference to the Duchess of Buckingham’s request for 
an epitaph on her son See p 564 

108 Each Widow] Perhaps a reference to Mrs John Knight who 
begged an epitaph for her husband See p 823 
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Praise cannot stoop^ like Satire, to the Ground, no 

The Number may be hang’d, but not be crown’d 
Enough for half the Greatest of these days 
To ’scape my Censure, not expect my Praise 
Are they not rich ^ what more can they pretend ^ 

Dare they to hope a Poet for their Friend ? 115 

What Richelieu wantciids Louis scarce could gam. 

And what young Ammon wish’d, but wish’d in vain 
No Pow’r the Muse’s Friendship can command. 

No Pow’r, when Virtue claims it, can withstand 

To Cato^ Vtrgtl pay’d one honest line, 120 

0 let my Country’s Friends lUuSnin mine^ 

— What are you thinkmg Fr Faith, the thought’s no Sm, 

1 think your Friends are out, and would be m 
P If merely to come in, Sir, they go out. 

The way they take 15 strangely round about 125 

Fr They too may be corrupted, you’ll allow ? 

P I only call those Knaves who are so now 
Is that too httle ^ Come then. I’ll comply — 

Spirit of Amall ^ aid me while I lye 

Cobham’s a Coward, Polwarth is a Slave, 130 

And Lyttleton a dark, designmg Knave, 

St John has ever been a wealthy Fool — 

But let me add. Sir Robert’s mighty dull. 

Has never made a Friend in private life. 

And was, besides, a Tyrant to his Wife 13 5 

But pray, when others praise him, do I blame ^ 

Call Verres^ Wolsey^ any odious name ’> 

Why rail they then, if but a Wreath of mine ^ 

Oh All-accomphsh’d St J ohn^ deck thy Shrine 
What > shall each spur-gall’d Hackney of the Day, 140 
When Paxton gives him double Pots and Pay, 


no stoopi For the metaphor, see p 608 , 1 341W 

III The Nuinhetl Lat numerus, those who count as population and 
nothing beyond 

120 one honest hne\ Aen viii 670 

130 PohoartKl The Hon Hugh Hume Son of Alexander Earl of 
Marchmont, Grandson of Patric Earl of Marchmont, and distinguished, 
like them, in the cause of Liberty [P] 

135 Ironical Walpole paid no regard to his wife s infidelities 

137 See Dia 1 51 

138 Why rail th&y\ The Daily Gazettee} the Go\ernment s paper, had 
complained, after the publication of Ep i 1 that onlv Bolingbroke and 
other ‘avowred Enemies to then Country are thought worthy of his 
Panegyrics’ 
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Or each new-pension’d Sycophant, pretend 
To break my Windows, if I treat a Friend, 

Then wisely plead, to me they meant no hurt, 

But ’twas my Guest at whom they threw the dirt > 145 

Sure, if I spare the Mimster, no rules 
Of Honour bind me, not to maul his Tools, 

Sure, if they cannot cut, it mayrt^be said 
His Saws are toothless, and his Hatchets Lead 

It anger’d Turenne, once upon a day 150 

To see a Footman kick’d that took his pay 
But when he heard th’ Affront the Fellow gave. 

Knew one a Man of Horfour, one a Knave, 

The prudent Gen’ral turn’d it to a )est. 

And begg’d, he’d take the pains to kick the rest 155 

Which not at present having time to do — 

Fr Hold Sirf for God’s-sake, where’s th’ Affront to you> 
Against your worship when had 5 — k writ '> 

Or P—ge pour’d forth the Torrent of his Wit ^ 

Or grant, the Bard whose Distich all commend, 160 

[In PoTjfr a Servant^ out of Pow*r a Fnend ] 

To W — le guilty of some vernal Sm, 

What^s that to you, who ne’er was out nor in > 

The Priest whose Flattery be-dropt the Crown, 

How hurt he you ^ he only stam’d the Gown 165 

And how did, pray, the Florid Youth offend 
Whose Speech you took, and gave it to a Friend ? 

P Faith It imports not much from whom it came 
Whoever borrow’d, could not be to blame, > 

Smce jjie whole House did afterwards the same J 170 
Let Courtly Wits to Wits afford supply, 

As Hog to Hog in Huts of Westphaly, 

143 break my Windows] Which was done when Bolmgbroke and 
Bathurst were one day dining with him at Twickenham 

150 Viscomte de Turenne (1611-1675), Marshal of France The story 
IS told by A M de Ramsay m his Histoire 

158 Lord Selkirk See Dia 1 gzn 

159 P — Judge Page, see Sat ii 1 82 

160 the Bard] A verse taken out of a poem by <Dodington> to Sir 
R W [P] 

164 Spoken not of any particular priest, but of many priests [P] 
Spoken originally of Dr Alured Clarke, a prot6g^ of Queen Caroline, 
who published An Essay Towards the Character of Her Late Majesty y and 
subsequently added this note on reflecting that the lines would also 
apply to Dr Gilbert, later Archbishop of York, who wept in the pulpit 
when preaching about the Queen by the King’s command 

166 This seems to allude to a complaint made v 71 of the preceding 
Dialogue [P] 
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If one, tiiro* Nature’s Bounty or his Lord’s*, 

Has what the frugal, dirty soil affords. 

From him the next receives it, thick or thin, 175 

As pure a Mess almost as it came in. 

The blessed Benefit, not there confin’d. 

Drops to the third who nuzzles close behmd. 

From tail to mouth, they;|^feed, and they carouse, 

The last, full fairly gives it to the House 180 

Fr Tins filthy Simile, this beastly Lme, 

Quite turns my Stomach — P So does Flatt’ry mine, 

And all your Courtly Civet-Cats can vent, 

Perfume to you, to me is Excrement 

But hear me further — Japhet, ’tis agreed, 185 

Writ not, and Chartres scarce could write or read, 

In all the Courts of Pindus guiltless quite, 

But Pens can forge, my Friend, that cannot write 
And must no Egg m Japhet\ Face be thrown. 

Because the Deed he forg’d was not my own? 190 

Must never Patriot then declaim at Gin, 

Unless, good man’ he has been fairly m ^ 

No zealous Pastor blame a faihng Spouse, 

Without a staring Reason on his Brows ^ 

And each Blasphemer qinte escape the Rod, 195 

Because the msult’s not on Man, but God ^ 

Ask you what Provocation I have had ^ 

The strong Antipathy of Good to Bad 
When Truth or Virtue an Affront endures, 

Th’ Affront is mine, my Friend, and should be yours 200 
Mine, as a Foe profess’d to false Pretence, 

Who think a Coxcomb’s Honour like his Sense, 

Mine, as a Friend to ev’ry worthy mind, 

And mine as Man, who feel for aU mankmd 
Fr You’re strangely proud 

P So proud, I am no Slave 
So impudent, I own myself no Knave 
So odd, my Country’s Rum makes me grave 
Yes, I am proud, I must be proud to see 
Men not afraid of God, afraid of me 



185 Japhet — Chartres\ See the Epistle to Lord Bathurst [P] Moral Es 
11188,20 , , 

187 Pmdus] a mountain in Thessaly associated with the Muses 
191 SeeDia 1 ison 

204 From Terence ‘Homo sum humani mhil a me alienum puto [rj 
HeautonUmorumenoSj 1 77 
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Safe from the Bar, the Pulpit, and the Throne, 210 

Yet touch’d and sham’d by Ridicule alone 
O sacred Weapon’ left for Truth’s defence. 

Sole Dread of Folly, Vice, and Insolence ’ 

To all but Heav’n-directed hands deny’d. 

The Muse may give thee, but the Gods must guide 215 
Rev’rent I touch thee’ but w^fji honest zeal, 

To rowze the Watchmen of the Publick Weal, 

To Virtue’s Work provoke the tardy Hall, 

And goad the Prelate slumb’rmg in his Stall 
Ye tinsel Insects’ whom a Court maintains, 220 

That counts your Beauties only by your Stains, 

Spin all jj’our Cobwebs o’er the Eye of Day ’ 

The Muse’s wing shall brush you all away 
All his Grace preaches, all his Lordship sings. 

All that makes Saints of Queens, and Gods of Kings, 225 
All, all but Truth, drops dead-born from the Press, 

Like the last Gazette, or the last Address 
When black Ambition stains a Pubhek Cause, 

A Monarch’s sword when mad Vain-glory draws, 

Not Waller'^ Wreath can hide the Nation’s Scar, 230 
l^QTBoileau turn the Feather to a Star 
Not so, when diadem’d, with Rays divine. 

Touch’d with the Flame tliat breaks from Virtue’s Shrine, 
Her Pnestless Muse forbids the Good to dye. 

And ope’s the Temple of Eternity, 235 

There other Trophies deck the truly Brave, 

Than such as Anstis casts into the Grave, 

Far other Stars than * and ** wear, 


218 the tardy Hall] i c Westminster Hall, formcily the scat of the High 
Court of Justice, hence, the administration of Justice [OLD] 

222 Cobwebs] Weak and slight sophistry against viitue and honour 
Thin colours over vice, as unable to hide the light of Truth, as cobwebs 
to shade the sun [P] 

227 Address] the formal reply of the Lords or of the Commons to the 
King’s Speech at the opening of parliament 

228 The case of Cromwell m the civil war of England, and (v 229) of 
Louis XIV in his conquest of the Low Countries [P] 

230 Pope IS referring Upon the late Stonne, and of the death of hts 
Htghnesse Ensuing the same (1659) 

231 See his Ode on Namur, where (to use his own words) il a fait un 
Astre de la Plume blanche qut le Roy porte ordinairement a son Chapeau, <Sf 
qut est en ^et une espece de Comete, fatale a nos ennemis [P] 

237 The chief Herald at Arms It is the custom, at the funeral of great 
peers, to cast into the grave the broken staves and ensigns of honour [P] 

238 Perhaps George’ and ‘Frederick’ 
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And may descend to Mordington from Stair 

Such as on Hough’s unsully’d Mitre shine, 240 

Or beam, good Digby > from a Heart like dune 

Let Enw howl while Heav’n’s whole Chorus sings. 

And baik at Honour not confer’ d by Kmgs, 

Let Flatt’ry sickening see the Incense rise. 

Sweet to the World, and^grateful to the Skies 245 

Truth guards the Poet, sanctifies the line. 

And makes Immortal, Verse as mean as mine 
Yes, the last Pen for Freedom let me draw, 

When Truth stands trembhng on the edge of Law 
Here, Last of Britons ' let your Names be read, 250 

Are none, none livmg ^ let me praise the Dead, 

And for that Cause which made your Fathers shine. 

Fall, by the Votes of their degen’rate Line^ 

Fr Alas’ alas’ pray end what you began. 

And wiite next wmter more Essays on Man 255 

239 Stair] John Dalrymple Earl of Stair Knight of the Thistle, served 
in all the wars under the Duke of Mailborough, and afterwards as 
Embassador m France [P] Nothing is known of Lord Mordington except 
that his wife kept a public gaming house m Covent Garden 

240 Dr John Hough Bishop of Worcester ^ and the Lord D|gby i he 
one an assertor of the Church of England in opposition to the false 
measures of King James II The other as firmly attached to me cause ot 
that King Both acting out of principle, and equally men of honour and 

virtue [P] , „ 

245 Quoted from Temple of Fame 377 
249 An allusion to the threatened censorship of the press 
VER ult 1 This tht hst poem of the kind printed by our author, 
with a resolution to publish no more , but to enter thus, in the most 
and solemn manner he could a sort of protest against that insuperable 
corruption and depravity of manners, which he had been so Unhappy as 
to hve to see Could he have hoped to have amended any, he had con- 
tinued those attacks, but bad men were grown so shameless and so 
powerful, that Ridicule was become as unsafe as it was ineffectual ihe 
Poem raised him, as he knew it would, some enemies but he had reason 
to be satisfied with the approbation of good men, and the testimony 01 ms 
own conscience [P] 



On receiving from the Right Hon the Lady 
Frances Shirl^ a Standish and Two Pens 

[written c 1739, published 1751] 

YeSj I beheld th’ Atheman Queen 
Descend in all her^sober charms , 

‘And take (she said, and smil’d serene) 

Take at this hand celestial arms 

‘Secure the radiant weapons wield, 5 

This goldei?» lance shall guard Desert, 

And if a Vice dares keep the field. 

This steel shall stab it to the heart ’ 

Aw’d, on my bended knees I fell. 

Receiv’d the weapons of the sky, 10 

And dipt them m the sable Well, 

The fount of Fame or Infamy 

‘What well ^ what weapon ^ (Flavia cries) 

A standish, steel and golden pen, 

It came from Bertrand’s, not the skies , 15 

I gave It you to write again 

‘But, Friend, take heed whom you attack. 

You’ll brmg a House (I mean of Peers) 

Red, Blue, and Green, nay white and black, 

L and all about your ears 20 

Warburton published this poem as an appendix to the Epilogue to the 
Satires, for which Pope had been threatened with prosecution in the 
House of Lords ‘On which’, Warburton continues, ‘with great resent- 
ment against his enemies, for not being wiUing to distinguish between 
Grave Eputles bringing Vice to lighty 

and licentious Libels, he began a third Dialogue more severe and sublime 
than the first and second, which being so secret, matters were soon 
compromised His enemies agreed to drop the prosecution, and he 
promised to leave the third Dialogue unfinished and suppressed This 
affair occasioned this little beautiful poem, to which it alludes throughout, 
but more especially in the four last stanzas * 

Title Lady Frances Shtrleyl (c 1706-78) Daughter of Lord Ferrers, 
whose widow was Pope’s neighbour at Twickenham 

14 standish] an inkstand 

15 Bertrarid*s'\ A famous toy-shop at Bath 

19 Redy BluBy and Green] The ribbons of the orders of the Bath, the 
Garter, and the Thistle respectively 
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‘You’d write as smooth again on glass^ 

And runj on ivory^ so glib. 

As not to stick at fool or ass. 

Nor stop at Flattery or Fib 

^Athenian Queen ' and sober charms ' 25 

I tell ye, fool, iftiere’s nothmg in’t 
’Tis Venus, Venus gives these arms. 

In Dryden’s Virgil see the print 

‘Come, if you’ll be a quiet soul. 

That dares tell neither’ Truth nor Lies, 30 

I’ll list you in the harmless roll 
Of those that smg of these poor eyes ’ 


1 9 win te and black] The spiritual Peers, who might have taken offence at 
Epil to Sat , 1 1 70 

20 L ] Carruthers conjectures ‘Lambeth*, and refeis to the offence 
given by the allusion to Archbishop Wake in Eptl to Sat , i 120 

28 When she delivers ^neas a suit of heavenly armour Dryden*s 
p itgilf plate 79 



On lying in the Bail of Rochester's 
Bed at Atteibury 

[written c 1739, published 1739] 


With no poetick ardors fir’d, 

I press the bed wif’ere Wihnot lay 
That here he lov’d, or here expir’d, 

Begets no numbers grave or ga> 

But ’neath thy roof, Argyle, are bred 5 

Such thoughts, as prompt the brave to he, 
Stretch’d forth m honour’s nobler bed. 

Beneath a nobler roof, the sky 

Such flames, as high m patriots burn. 

Yet stoop to bless a child or wife 10 

And such as wicked kmgs may mourn. 

When freedom is more dear than life 

Title Rochester] John Wilmot, second Earl of Rochester (1647-80), 
the Restoration poet 

5 Argyle] The oiiginal footnote ran ‘\tterburv [now Adderbury] 
House formerly belonged to the witty Earl of Rochester but is now a 
Country Seat belonging to his Grace the Duke of gvle 
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Verses on a Grotto by the River Thames at 
Twickenham^ composed of Marbles, Spars, 
and Minerals 

[written 1740, published 1741] 

Thou who shalt stop^ whj^re Thames* translucent Wave 
Shines a broad Mirrour thro’ the shadowy Cave, 

Where lingering Drops from Mineral Roofs distill, 

And pointed Crystals break the sparklmg Rill, 

Unpohsh’d Gemms no Ray on Pride bestow, 5 

And latent Metals innocently glow 
Approach Great Nature studiously behold* 

And eye the Mme without a Wish for Gold 
Approach But aweful* Lo th* Mgenan Grott, 

Where, nobly-pensive, St J ohn sate and thought, 10 
WHiere British Sighs from dymg Wyndham stole. 

And the bright Flame was shot thro’ Marchmont’s Soul 
Let such, such only, tread this sacred Floor, 

Who dare to love their Country, and be poor 

9 Mgenan Grott] Egena was one of the goddesses of pr^jphecy who 
instructed Numa Pompilius 

1 1 Sir William W> ndham, the leader of the Hanover Tones, died on 
17 July 1740 

12 Hugh Hume Lord Polwarth, a prominent member of the Whig 
opposition to Walpole s go\ ernment, had succeeded to his father’s title 
as Earl of Marchmont on 27 February 1739/40 
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The Dunciad 

IN FOUR BOOKS 


@ 

PRINTED ACCORDING TO THE COMPLETE 
COPY FOUND IN THE YEAR 1742 
WITH THE PROLEGOMENA OF SCRIBLERUS^ 

AND NOTES VARIORUM 
To which are added 

SEVERAL NOTES NOW FIRST PUBLISH’D, 

THE HYPERCRITICS OF ARISTARCHUS, 

AND HIS DISSERTATION ON 
THE HERO OF THE POEM 

Tandem Phoebus adest^ morsusque inferre parantem 
Congelati et patulos^ ut erant^ indurat hiatus 

OVID 

[Book 4, written c 1741 , published 1742] 

[Books i~3 revised c 1741 , published 1743] 

ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READER 

1 have long had a design of giving some sort of Notes on the Works of 
this Poet Before I had the happiness of his acquaintance^ 1 had 
written a Commentary on his Essay on Man, and have since finished 
another on the Essay on Criucism There was one already on the 
Dunciad, which had met with general approbation but I still thought 
some additions zoere wanting {of a more senous kind) to the humorous 
Notes of Scriblerus, and even to those written by Mr Cleland, Dr 
Arbutdmot, and others I had lately the pleasure to pass some months 
with the Author in the Country^ where 1 prevailed upon him to do 
what I had long desired:, and favour me with his explanation of several 
passages in his Works It happened, that just at that juncture was pub- 
lished a ridiculous book^ against him^ full of Personal Reflections 
which furnished him w th a lucky opportunity of improving This 
Poein,6y giving it the only thing it wanted a more considerable Hero 
He was always sensible of its defect in that particular y and owned he 
had let it pass with the Hero it hady purely for want of a better y not 
entertaining the least expectation that such an one was reserved for 

1 <^A Letter from Mr Cibber to Mr Pope 1742 > 
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tms Posty as has since obtained the Laurel But since that had hap- 
penedy he could no longer deny this justice either to him or the Dunciad 
And yet I will venture to ^ay, there was another motive which had 
still more weight with our Authot This person was onCy % ^hofrom every 
Folly (not to say Vice) of which another would be ashamedy has con- 
stantly derived a Vanity, and thciefore was the man m the world 
who would least be hurt by it 



BY AUTHORITY 

of fljo 9[uftontj> hesftEb Act for subjecting 
Poets to the power of a Licenser, hie fjobe rebi£Jeh 
bjfjerE finbms tljc sJtple anh appellation of King to fjabe been 
giben to a certain Pretendei, Pseudo-Poet, or Phantom, of tfje 
name of Tibbald, anb appreljenbing tlje sfaine ma|» be beemeb 
in sfome sort a S&eflection on Majesty, or at least an insult 
on tijat Hegal Sutfjoritp bJ^irij Ijas bestobaeb on another person 
tije Crown of Poesy Wt fjabe orbereb tbe Saib Pretender, Pseudo- 
Poet, or Phantom, utterly to vanish, anb evaporate out of tfliS 
bjorfe 2 ginb bo beclare tlje Saib ®{)i^one of ^oeSP from henceforth 
to be abbicateb anb bacant unless bulp anb labafullp siipplieb bp 
the Laureate inmself Sinb it iS enacteb, that no other 

person bo presume to fill the Same 

DC Ch3 

^ <Though Warburton, Pope^s friend and literary executor, initialled 
this Advertisement, it was probably written by Pope > 

® <Theobald still appears, however, at 1 133, 2S6, and in several of 
the notes > 

® <Intended to suggest the monogram of the Lord Cnamberlain, 
Charles, second Duke of Grafton > 
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Mat tinus Scnblerus 
hts 

Pwlegofnena and Illust'i ations 
to the 
Dhnciad 

WITH THE 

HYPER-CRITICS OF ARISTARCHUS 

DENNIS, REMARKS Ols^ PR ARTHUR 
<Seep 324 > 

A LETTER TO THE PUBLISHER, 

OCCASIONED BY THE FIRST CORRECT 
EDITION OF THE DUNCIAD 
<Seepp 318-324 > 

TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS 
CONCERNING OUR POET AND HIS WORKS 
<Seepp 325-343 > 

MARTINUS SCRIBLERUS 
OF THE POEM 
Seepp 343-349 > 

Rtcajdus Aristarchus of the Heio of the Poem 

Of the Nature of Dunctad in general, whence derived, apd on what 
authority founded, as well as of the art and conduct of this our 
poem in particular, the learned and laborious Scnblerus hath, 
accordmg to his manner, and with tolerable share of judgment, 
dissertated But when he cometh to speak of the Person of the 
Hero fitted for such poem, in truth he miserably halts and hallu- 
cmates For, misled by one Monsieur Bossu, a Gallic critic, he 
prateth of I cannot tell what Phantom of a Heroy only raised up to 
support the Fable A putid conceit » As if Homer and Virgil, hke 
modern Undertakers, who first build their house and then seek out 
for a tenant, bad contrived the story of a War and a Wandermg, 
before they once thought either of Achilles or iEneas We shall 
therefore set our good brother and the world also right m this 
particular, by givmg our word, that m the greater Epic, the prime 
intention of the Muse is to exalt Heroic Virtue, in order to propa- 
gate the love of it among the children of men, and consequently 
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that the Poet’s first thought must needs be turned upon a real sub- 
ject meet for laud and celebration, not one whom he is to make, but 
one whom he may find, truly illustrious This is the primum mobile 
of his poetic world, \/hence every thing is to receive hfe and motion 
For this subject being found, he is immediately ordained, or rather 
acknowledged, an Hero^ and put upon such action as behtteth the 
digmty of his character 

But the Muse ceases not here her Eagle-fiight Sometimes, 
satiated with the contemplation of these Suns of gior^ , she turneth 
downward on her wing, and darts like lightmng on the Goose and 
Serpent kmd For we may apply to the Muse in her various moods, 
what an ancient master of Wi^om afiirmeth of the Gods m general 
St Dll non irascmnur impiis et injnstiSy 7iec pios utique justosque 
dihgunt In rebus enim diver sts^ out in utr amqiie partem moveri necesse 
esti aut in neutram Itaque qui bonos diligih & malos odit, & qiii 
malos non odit^ nec bonos diligit Quia & diligere bonos ex odio maU 
orum vemt^ & malos odisse ex honorum caritate descendit Which in 
the vernacular idiom may be thus interpreted Tf the Gods be not 
provoked at evil men, neither are they dehghted with the good and 
just For contrary objects must either excite contrary affections, or no 
affecuons at all So that he who loveth good men, must at the same 
time hate tfie bad, and he who hateth not bad men, cannot love the 
good, because to love good men proceedeth from an aversion to evil, 
and to hate evil men from a tenderness to the good ’ From this 
dehcacy of the Muse arose the little EpiCy (more lively and choleric 
than her elder sister, whose bulk and complexion incline her to the 
flegmatic) and for tins some notorious Vehicle of vice and folly was 
sought out, to make thereof an example An early instance of which 
(nor could^it escape the accurate Scriblerus) the Father of Epic 
poem himself affordeth us From him the practice descended to the 
Greek Dramatic poets, his offsprmg, who in the composition of 
their Tetralogy y or set of four pieces, were wont to make the last a 
Satync Tragedy Happily one of these ancient Dunciads (as we may 
well term it) is come down to us amongst the Tragedies of Euripides 
And what doth the reader think may be the subject ? Why truly, and 
It IS worth his observation, the unequal Contention of an oldy dully 
debauchedy buffoon CyclopSy with the heaven-directed Favourite of 
Mmerva, who after havmg quietly bom all the monster^’s obscene 
and impious ribaldry, endeth the farce m pumshmg him with the 
mark of an mdehble brand m his forehead May we not then be ex- 
cused, if for the future we consider the Epics of Homer, Virgil, and 
Milton, together with this our poem, as a complete Tetralogy y m 
which the last worthily holdeth the place or station of the satync 
piece? 
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Proceed we t±Lerefore in our subject It hath been long, and alas 
for pity^ still remameth a question, whether the Hero of the 
greater Epic should be an honest man> or, as the French critics 
express it, im honnete homme^^ but it never admitted of any doubt 
that the Hero of the little Epic should not be so Hence, to the ad- 
vantage of our Dunciad^ we may observe how much juster the 
Moral of that Poem must needs be, where so important a question 
IS previously decided 

But then it is not every Knave, nor (let me add) Fool, that is a fit 
subject for a Dunciad There must still exist some Analogy, if not 
Resemblance of Quahties, between the Heroes of the two Poems, 
and this in order to admit what Neoteric critics call the Parody ^ one 
of the hveliest graces of the httle Epic Thus it bemg agreed that the 
constituent qualities of the greater Epic Hero, are Wisdom:, Bravery^ 
and LovB:, from whence sprmgeth heroic Virtue y it followed! that 
those of the lesser Epic Hero, should be Vanity^ Impudenccy and 
Debauchery y from which happy assemblage resulteth heroic Dulnessy 
the never-dying subject of this our Poem 
This bemg confessed, come we now to particulars It is the char- 
acter of true Wisdoniy to seek its chief support and confidence 
within Itself, and to place that support m the resources which pro- 
ceed from a conscious rectitude of Will — ^And are the advantages 
of Vanity y when arising to the heroic standard, at all short of this 
self-complacence^ Nay, are they not, m the opmion of the en- 
amoured owner, far beyond it Xet the world’ (will such as one 
say) hmpatc to me what Foll> or weakness they please, but till 
Wisdom can give me something that will make me more heartily 
happy, I im content to be gazed at^ ’ This we see is Vanity 
according to the heroic gage or measure, not that low and ignoble 
species which pretendeth to Vii tues we have not, but the laudable 
ambition of being ^az^.d at for glorying in those Vices which all the 
world know we hat e ‘The world may ask (says he) w^hy I make my 
follies pubiick ^ Why not ^ I have passed my time very pleasandy 
with them^ ’ In short, there is no sort of Vanity such a Hero would 
scruple, but that which might go near to degrade him from his high 
station in tms our Dunciad, namel>, ‘Whether it would not be 
Vanity m him, to take shame to himself for not being a wise man^ 
Braveiyy the second attribute of the true Hero, is Courage 
manifesting itself m every hmb, while, m its correspondent virtue 
in the mock Hero, that Courage is all collected mto the Face And 

^ Si un Heros Poetique doit etre un honnete homme Bossu du Poeme 
Epique lib \ ch s , ^ 

b Dedication to the Life of C C ® Life, p 2 octavo Ed 

** Life, ibid 



714 


POEMS 1730-1744 


as Power when drawn togc^her^ mu^t needs oe more strong tnan 
when dispersed, we generally find this kind of courage m so high 
and heroic a degree, that it insults not only Men, but Gods 
Mezentius is without doubt the bravest character m all the /Eneis, 
but how ^ His bravery, we know, was an high courage of blasphemy 
And can we sav less of this brave man’s, who havmg told us that he 
placed ‘his Siimmum bonum in those follies, which he was not con- 
tent barely to possess but would likewise glory in,’ adds, 'If I am 
misguided^ ’iis nature’s fault, and I follow her<^ ’ Nor can 
we be mistaken in making this happy quality a species of Courage^ 
when we consider those illustrious marks of it, which made his Face 
‘more known (as he justly boasteth) than most in the kingdom,’ 
and his Language to consist of what we must allow to be the most 
daring Figure of Speech, that which is taken from the Name of God 

Gentle Love^ the next ingredient m the true Hero’s composition, 
IS a mere bird of passage, or (as Shakespear calls it) summeneeming 
Lusty and evaporates m the heat of Youth y doubtless by that re- 
finement It suffers m passmg through those certain strainers which 
our Poet somewhere speaketh of But when it is let alone to work 
upon the Leesy it acquireth strength by Old agCy and becometh a 
standing ornament to the little Epic It is true indeed, there is one 
objection fo its fitness for such an use For not only the Ignorant 
may think it commony but it is admitted to be so, even by Him who 
best knoweth its nature ‘Don’t you think (saith he) to say only a 
man has his WhorCy ought to go for litde or nothing^ Because 
defendit numerusy take the first ten thousand men you meet, and I 
beheve you would be no loser if you betted ten to one, that every 
single sinner of them, one with another, had been guilty of the same 
frailty* ’ But here he seemeth not to have done himself justice 
The man Ts sure enough a Hero, who has his Lady at fourscore 
How doth his Modesty herem lessen the merit of a whole well* 
spent Life not takmg to himself the commendation (which Horace 
accounted the greatest m a theatrical character) of continumg to the 
very dregSy the same he was from the beginning, 

Servetur ad IMUM 

Quails ab incepto processerat 

But let us farther remark, that the calling her kis whore, impheth 
she was his owny and not his neighbour’s Truly a commendable 
Continence^ and such as Scipio himself must have applauded For 
how much Self-demal was necessary not to covet his Neighbour’s 
whore ^ and what disorders must the coveting her have occasioned. 


® Life, p 23 octavo 


^ Letter to Mr P p 46 
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in that Society, where (according to this Pohtxcal Calculator) nine 
in ten of all ages have their concubines ^ 

We have now, as briefly as we could devise, gone through the 
three constituent Quahties of either Hero But it is not in any, or all 
of these, that Heroism properly or essentially resideth It is a lucky 
result rather from the colhsion of these lively Quahties agamst one 
another Thus, as from Wis^Jorn, Bravery, and Love, ariseth 
Magnanimity i the object of Admiration^ which is the aim of the 
greater Epic, so from Vanity, Impudence, and Debauchery 
sprmgeth Buffoonry^idci& source of Ridicvleyidsi2X 'laughmg ornament,* 
as he well termeth it®, of the little Epic 
He IS not ashamed (God forbid he ever should be ashamed*) of 
this Character, who deemeth, that not Reason but Risibility dis- 
tinguisheth the human species from the brutal ‘As Nature (saith 
this profound Philosopher) distmguished our species from the 
mute creation by our Risibihty, her design must have been by 
that faculty as evidently to raise our happiness, as by our os 
sublime (our erected faces) to hft the digmty of our form 
above them*^ ’ All this considered, how complete a Hero must he be, 
as well as how happy a Man, whose Risibihty heth not barely m his 
muscles as in the common sort, but (as himself informeth us) in his 
very spirits ^ And whose Os sublime is not simply an erect fiace^ but a 
Brazen head, as should seem by his comparmg it with one of Iron, 
said to belong to the late king of Sweden^* 

But whatever personal qualiues a Hero may have, the examples of 
Achilles and iEneas shew us, that all those are of small avail, 
without the constant assistance of the Gods for the subversion and 
erection of Empires have never been judged the work of Man 
How greatly soever then we may esteem of his high talents, we can 
hardly conceive his personal prowess alone sufficient to restore the 
decayed empire of Dulness So weighty an atchievement must re- 
quire the particular favour and protection of the Great who bemg 
the natural patrons and supporters of Letters^ as the ancient Gods 
were of Troy, must first be drawn off and engaged m another In- 
terest, before the total subversion of them can be accomphshed To 
surmount, therefore, this last and greatest difficulty, we have m this 
excellent man a professed Favourite and Intimado of the Great 
And look of what force ancient Piety was to draw the Gods mto the 
party of iEneas, that, and much stronger is modem Incense, to 
engage the Great m the party of Dulness 
Thus have we essayed to pourtray or shadow out this noble Imp 
of Fame But now the impatient reader will be apt to say, if so many 

s Letter to Mr P p 3 1 
^ Life, p 23> 24 


1 Letter, p 8 
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and various graces go to the making up a Hero, what mortal shall 
suffice to bear this character ? Ill hath he read, who sees not m every 
trace of this picture, that individual. All-accomplished 
PERSON, in whom tliese rare virtues and lucKy circumstances have 
agreed to meet and concentre with the strongest lustre and fullest 
harmony 

The good Scriblerus indeed, nay the World itself might be im- 
posed on m the late spurious editions, by I can’t tell what Sham’- 
hero, or Phantom But it was not so easy to impose on him whom 
this egregious error most of all concerned For no sooner had the 
fourth book laid open the high and swelhng scene, but he recogmzed 
his own heroic Acts And when he came to the words. 

Soft on her lap her Law eat son reclines, 

(though Laiireat imply no more than one crowned with laurel, as 
befitteth any Associate or Consort m Empire) he roar’d (hke a 
Lion) and VINDICATED his right of fame Indeed not with- 
out cause, he bemg there represented as/a^r asleep, so unbeseemmg 
the eye of Empire, which, like that of Providence, should never 
slumber ‘Hah’ (saith he) fast asleep it seems’ that’s a litde too 
strong Pert and dull at least you might have allowed me, but as 
seldom adeep as any fool’" ’ However, the mjured Hero may com- 
fort himself with this reflexion, that tho’ it be sleep, yet it is not me 
deep of death, but of immortality Here he will’ live at least, tho’ not 
awake, and in no worse condition than many an enchanted Warrior 
before him The famous Durandarte, for instance, was, like him, 
cast mto a long slumber by Meilin the British Bard and Necro- 
mancer and his example, for submitting to it with so good a grace, 
might be of use to our Hero For this disastrous kmght being sorely 
pressed or driven to make his answer by several pei sons of quality, 
only rephed with a sigh, Patience, and shuffle the cards^ 

But now, as nothmg in this world, no not the most sacred or per- 
fect things either of Rehgion or Government, can escape the teeth 
or tongue of Envy, methinks I already hear these carpers objectmg 
to the clear title of our Hero 

‘It would never (say they) have been esteemed sufficient to make 
an Hero for the Ihad or iSneis, that Achilles was brave enough 
to overturn one Empire, or iEneas pious enough to raise another, 
had they not been Goddess-bom, and Prmces bred What then 
did this Author mean, by erectmg a Player mstead of one of his 
Patrons, (a person never a hero even on the Stage^^) to this digmty 
of Collegue in the empire of Dulness, and Atchiever of a work 

^ Letter, p 53 ’ Letter, p i 

“ Don Quixote, Part 11 Book 11 ch 22 


See Life, p 148 
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tbat neither old Omar^ Attila, nor John of Leiden could entirely 
compass 

To all this we have, as we conceive^ a sufficient answer from the 
Roman historian^ Fahi um esse suce quemque fortunce Every man is 
the Smith of his own fortune The pohtic Florentine Nicholas 
Machiavel goeth still farther, and affirms that a man needs but to 
believe himself a Hero to be one the best ‘Let him (saith he) but 
fancy himself capable of the highest thmgs, and he will of course be 
able to atchieve them ’ Laying this down as a principle, it will cer- 
tainly and incontestably follow, that, if ever Hero was such a 
character, ours is For if ever man thought himself such, ours 
doth Hear how he constantly paragdns himself, at one time to 
Alexander the Great and Charles the XII of Sweden, for 
the excess and delicacy of his Ambiuono, to Henry the IV of 
France, for honest Pohcyp, to the first Brutus, for love of 
Liberty^ ^ and to Sir Robert Walpole, for good Government 
while m power^ At another time, to the godlike Socrates, for 
his diversions and amusements®, to Horace, Montaigne, and 
Sir William Temple, for an elegant Vamty that makes them 
for ever read and admired*, to two Lord Chancellors, for 
Law, from whom, when confederate agamst him at the bar, he 
carried away the prize of Eloquence^, and, to say all m 5 word, to 
the right reverend the Lord Bishop of London himself, m the 
art of wntmg pastoral letters^ 

Nor did his Actions fall short of the subhmity of his Conceptions 
In his early youth he met the Revolution at Nottmgham^ face to face, 
at a time when his betters contented themselves yffixh. following her 
[It was here he got acquamted with Old Battle-array:,^ of whom he 
hath made so honourable mention m one of his immoijal Odes ] 
But he shone in Courts as well as Camps He was called up when 
the nation fell in labour of tins Revolution^ and was a gossip at her 
christemng, with the Bishop and the ladies * 

As to his Births it is true he pretendeth no relation either to 
Heathen God or Goddess, but, what is as good, he was descended 
from a Maker of both®- And that he did not pass himself on the world 
for a Hero, as well by biith as education, was his own fault For, his 

0 Life, p 149 p P 424 ^ P 366 ' P 457 

®P 18 *P 425 '^P 436,437 ^P 52 *P 47 

^ Battle-array \^Old Battle-array* is a gibe at Cibber^s New-Year ode 
for 1733 (Gent Mag 111 40) He had allowed himself to write 
As freedom the jewel of life is, 

’Twas bought by old battle-array > 

y P 57 ^ P 58, 59 

® A Statuary <I e Cams Gabriel Cibber, 1630-1700 He executed a 
Pallas and an Apollo for the first Duke of Devonshire > 
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lineage he brmgeth into Ins life as an Anecdotej and is sensible he 
had It in his power to be thought no body's son at all^ And what is 
that but coming into the world a Hero > 

[But be Its (the punctihous Laws of Epic Pocsv so requiring) that 
a Hero of more than mortal birth must needs be had, even for this 
we have a remedy We can easily derive our Hero’s Pedigree from 
a Goddess of no small power and authority amongst men^ and 
legitimate and mstall him after the right classical and authentic 
fashion For^ like as the ancient Sages found a Son of Mars in a 
imghty warriors a Son of Neptune m a skilful Seaman , a Son of 
Phoebus in a harmomous Poet, so have we lierCj if need be^ a Son 
of Fortune in an artful Gamester And who fitter than the Off- 
spring of Chance:, to assist m restoring the Empire of Night and 
Chaos ’] 

There is m truth another objecuon of greater weight, namely, 
‘That this Hero still existeth, and hath not yet fimshed his earthly 
course For if Solon said well, that no man could be called happy 
till his death, surely much less can any one, till then, be pronounced 
a Hero this species of men being far more subject than others to 
the caprices of Fortune and Humour ’ But to this also we have an 
answer, that will be deemed (we hope) decisive It cometh from 
himself^ vTho, to cut this dispute short, hath solemnly protested that 
he will never change or amend 

With regard to his Vanity^ he declareth that nothmg shall ever 
part them ‘Nature (saith he) hath amply supphed me m Vamty, a 
pleasure which neither the permess of Wit, nor the gravity of Wis- 
dom, will ever persuade me to part with° ’ Our poet had charitably 
endeavoured to admimster a cure to it But he telleth us plainly, 
‘My supej;iors perhaps may be mended by him, but for my part I 
own myself incorrigible I look upon my FoUies as the best part of 
my Fortune*^ ’ And with good reason We see to what they have 
brought lum ’ 

Secondly, as to Buffoonry^ ‘Is it (saith he) a time of day for me to 
leave ofE" these fooleries, and set up a new character > I can no more 
put off my Follies than my Skm, I have often tried, but they stick 
too close to me, nor am I sure my friends are displeased with them, 
for m this hght I afford them frequent matter of mirth, €fc &c ® ’ 
Havmg then so pubhckly declared himself incorrigible:, he is become 
dead in law^ (I mean the law Epopoeian) and descendeth to the Poet 
as his property who may take him, and deal with him, as if he had 
been dead as long as an old Egyptian hero, that is to sa^^, embowel 
and embalm him for posterity 

Nothmg therefore (we conceive) remains to hinder his own 
Life, p 6 c P 424 P 19 P 17 
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Prophecy of himself from takmg immediate effect A rare felicity^ 
and what few prophets have had the satisfaction to see, alive* 
Nor can we conclude better than with that extraordmary one of his, 
which is conceived in these Oraculous words, my dulness will 
FIND SOMEBODY TO DO IT RIGHT^ 

[Tandem Phcehus adest, morsusque inf err e parantem 
Congeleaty et patulos^m erant^ INDURAT hiatus ]s 

^ Ibid p 243 octa\o edit 

8 [Ovtdy of the serpent biting at Orpheus’s head ] 


ARGUMENT TO BOOK THE FIRST 

The Pioposition^ the Invocation^ and the Inscription Then the 
Oi iginal of the great Empire of Dulness, and cause of the contin*- 
nance thereof The College of the Goddess in the City^ with her 
private Academy for Poets in particular^ the Gooernors of it^ and 
the four Cardinal Virtues Then the Poem hastes into the midst of 
things, presenting hei^ on the evening of a Lord Mayor^s day^ 
revolving the long succession of her SonSy and the glories past and to 
come She fixes her eye on Bays to he the Instrument of that great 
Event which t>s the Subject of the Poem He is described pensive 
among his Books 3 giving up the Cause ^ and apprehending the Period 
of her Empire After debating whether to betake himself to the 
Churchy or to Gamingy or to Party-writingy he raises an Altar of 
proper booksy and {making first his solemn prayer and declaration) 
purposes thereon to sacrifice all his unsuccessful writings As the 
pile IS kindledy the Goddess beholding the flame from her seaty flies and 
puts it out by casting upon it the poem of Thule Sl^e forthwith 
reveals herself to himy transports him to her TempUy unfolds her 
Arrsy and initiates him into her Mysteries^ then announang the 
death of Eusden the Poet Laureate^ anoints himy carries him to 
Courty and proclaims him Successor 

The Aiighty Mother, and her Son who brmgs 
The Smithfield Muses to the ear of Elmgs, 

The D UNCI AD, SIC MS It may well be disputed whether this be a 
right reading Ought it not rather to be spelled Dunceiad, as the Etymo- 
logy evidently demands ^ Dunce with an e, therefore Dunceiad with an e 
That accurate and punctual Man of Letters, the Restorer of Shakespeare, 
constantly obser\ es the preservation of this very Letter e, in spelling the 
Name of his beloved Author, and not like his common careless Editors, 
with the omission of one, nay sometimes of two ee^s, [as Shakspear\ which 
is utterlv unpardonable *Nor is the neglect of a Single Letter so tri\ial as 
to some It may appear, the alteration whereof in a learned language is an 
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Atchievement that bungs honour to tl e Cruic who ad\ances it, and Dr 
Bentley will be remembered to posteiiU for his peifoimances of this sort 
as long as the woild shall ha\e am esteem for the remains of Menander 
and Philemon ’ Theobald <,Cf \ 1 1 11 / 

This lb surely a slip in the learned author of the foregoing note there 
having been since pioduccd b\ an accuiite Antiquaiy, an Autogyaph of 
Shakspeaie himself, whereby it appeals that he spelled his own name 
without the first e And upon this aulhorit\ it was, that those most 
Critical Curators of his Monimeiit i^^i Westminster Aibby erased the 
former wrong leading and restored the true spelling on a new piece of old 
i^gyptian Granite Nor for tins only do they descise our thanks, but for 
eshibiting on the same Monument the first Specimen of an Edition of an 
author in Mai hie ^ where (as ma\ be seen on comparing the Tomb with 
the Book) in the space of fi\e lines two M oids and a whole Verse are 
changed and it is to be hoped wIill there stand, md outlast whate\ er hath 
been hitheito done in Paper, as for the future, our Learned Sister 
University (the other Eye of England) is taking care to perpetuate a Total 
new Shakespear at the Clarendon press Bentl 

It is to be noted, that this great Critic also has omitted one circum- 
stance, which is, that the Inscription with the Name of Shakspeare was 
intended to be placed on the Marble Scroll to which he points with his 
hand, instead of which it is now placed behind his back and that Speci- 
men of an Edition is put on the Scroll, which indeed Shakspeare hath 
great reason to point at Anon 

Though I have as just a 'value for the letter E Scriblerus 

<Aii> 

This Poe^i was wiitten in the year 1726 ScHOL Vet <A i i> 
It was evpresly confessed in the Preface to the first edition, that this 
Poem wis not published by the Author himself It was printed originally 
m a foreign Country \nd what foreign Country ^ Why , one notorious for 
blunders, where finding blanks only instead of proper names, these 
blunderers filled them up it their pleasuie 

The veiy Hero of the Poem hath been mistaken to this houi so that we 
are obliged to open our Notes with i discovery who he really was We 
learn from the former Editor, thit this Piece was piesented by the Hands 
of Sir Robejj;t Walpole to King George II Now the author directly tells 
us, his Hero is the M in 

who brings 

The Smithfield Mu^es to the ear of Kind's 

And it is notorious who was the person on whom this Prince conferred 
the honour of the Law el 

It appears as plainly from the 4posUopke to the Great in the thud ^ erse 
that Tibbald could not be the person, who was never an Author in fashion 
or caressed by the Great, whereas this single characteristic is sufficient to 
point out the true Hero, who abo\ e all other Poets of his time, was the 
Peculiar Delight and Chosen Companion of the Nobility of England, and 
wrote, as he himself tells us, certain of his Works at the earnest Desire of 
Persons of Quality 

Lastly, The sixth verse affords full pi oof , this Poet being the only one 
who was universally known to ha\ e had a Son <Theophilus Cibber > 
so exactly like him, in his poetical theatrical, political, and moral Capaci- 
ties, that It could justly be said of him 

Still Dunce the second reign* d like Dunce the first 


Bentl 
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I Sing Say you, her instruments the Great* 

Call’d to this work by Dulness, Jove, and Fate, 

You by whose care, m vam decry’d and curst, 5 

Still Dunce the second reigns hke Dunce the first. 

Say how the Goddess bade Britannia sleep. 

And pour’d her Spirit o’er the land and deep 
In eldest time, e’e?^ mortals writ or read. 

E’er Pallas issu’d from the Thund’rer’s head, 10 

Dulness o’er all possess’d hei ancient right. 

Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night 
Fate in their dotage this fair Ideot gave. 

Gross as her sire, and as hel mother grave, 

Laoonous, heavy, busy, bold, and blmd, 15 

She rul’d, in native Anarchy, the mind 
StiU her old Empire to restore she tries. 

For, born a Goddess, Dulness never dies 
O Thou* whatever title please thme ear. 

Dean, Drapier, Bickerstaff, or Gulhver * 20 

Whether thou chuse Cervantes’ serious air. 

Or laugh and shake in Rab’lais’ easy chair. 

Or praise the Court, or magmfy Mankmd, 

1 her Sm u,ho brmgSy ] Wonderful is the stupidity 

SCRIBLERUS <A I 1> ^ 

2 The Smithfield Muses] Smithfield is the place Court and Town 
(A 1 2> This happened in the Reigns of King George I, and II See 
Book 3 

12 Daughter of Chaos, ifefc <Ai io> 

1 5 Laborious, heao'S , busy, bold, <Sfc ] I wonder the learned Scriblerus 
has omitted to ad^ert^se the Reader, at the opening of this Poem, that 
Dulness here is not to be taken contractedly for mere Stupidity, but in 
the enlarged sense of the word for all Slowness of Apprehension, Short- 
ness of Sight, or imperfect Sense of things It includes (as we see by the 
Poet’s ov n w ords) Labour, Industry , and some degree of Activity and 
Boldness i ruling principle not inert, but turning topsy-turvy the Under- 
standing, and inducing an Anarchy or confused State of Mind This 
remark ought to be carried along with the reader throughout the work 
and without this caution he will be apt to mistake the Importance of m^y 
of the Characters, as well as of the Design of the Poet Hence it is tMt 
some have complained he chuses too mean a subject, and imagined he 
employs himself, lil e Domitian, in killing flies, whereas those who have 
the true key will find he sports with nobler quarrv, and embraces a larger 
compass , or (as one saith, on a like occasion) 

Will see his Work, like Jacobs ladder, rise. 

Its foot in dirt, its head amid the skies 

Bentl 

17 Still her old Empire to lestore] This Restoration makes the Com- 
pletion of the Poem Vide Book 4 

23 Or praise the Court, &c <,A 1 2i> 



722 


POEMS 1730-1744 


Or thv grie^/d Country’s copper chains unbind. 

From thy Bceotia tho’ her Pow’r retires, 25 

Mourn not, my Swift, at ought our Realm acquires, 

Here pleas’d behold her mighty wings out-spread 
To hatch a new Saturnian age of Lead 

Close to those \valis where Folly holds her throne. 

And laughs to think Monro^. would take her down, 30 
Where o’er the gates, by his ‘fam’d father’s band 
Great Cibber’s b’-azen, brainless brothers stand. 

One Cell tliere is, conceal’d from vulgar eye. 

The Cave of Poverty and Poetry 

Keen, hollow wmds howl thro’ the bleak recess, 35 

Emblem of Music caus’d by Emptmess 

Hence Bards, like Proteus long m vam ty’d down, 

Escape m Monsters, and amaze the town 
Hence Miscellame^ spring, the weekly boast 
Of Curl’s chaste press, and Lmtot’s rubiic post 40 

Hence hymnmg Tyburn’s elegiac Imes, 

Hence Journals, Medleys, Merc’nes, Magazines 

28 To hatch a nezv Saturnian age of Lead] The ancient Lead 
<A 1 26) §jhe IS said here only to be spreading her wings to hatch this 
age , which is not produced completely till the fourth book 

30 Monroe <James Monro, M D , 1680-1752, physician to Bethlehem 
Hospital for the insane — the place ‘where Folly holds her throne’ (1 29) > 

31 By hts faidd father's hand] IMr Caius-Gabnel Cibber, father of the 
Poet Laureate The two Statues of the Lunatics o\ er the gates of Bedlam 
hospital were done by him, and (is the son justly says of them) are no ill 
monuments of his fame as an Artist 

34 Poverty and Poetry] I cannot here omit a remark that will greatly 
endear our Author to every one, who shall attentively observe that 
Humanity JTnd Candor, which ever> where appears m him towards those 
unhappy objects of the ridicule of all mankind, the bad Poets He here 
imputes to be satynzed <A 1 41) 

37 Hence Bards ^ like Proteus] 

Sunt qmbus in plutes jus est transire figuras 
Ut tibif complexi terrain mans tncola, Proteu 
Nunc violentus aper, nunc quern tetigisse timeientj 
Anguis eras, modo tefaciebant cornua Taurum, 

Scepe Lapis poteras 

Ovid Met Mil <730 if ^ 

40 Curl's chaste press, &c <A 1 38> 

41, 42 Hence hymning Tyburn's <A 1 39> 

41 Hence hymning Tyburn's elegiac lines] It is an ancient English 
custom before <A 1 39) 

42 Magazines] Miscellanies in prose and verse, m which at some times 

newdjom nonsense first u taught to cry , 

at others, dead-born Dulness appears m a thousand shapes These were 
thrown out weekly and monthly by every miserable scnbler, or picked up 
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Sepulchral Lyes^ our holy walls to grace. 

And New-year Odes, and all the Grub-street race 

In clouded Majesty here Dulness shone, 45 

Four guardian Virtues, round, support her throne 
Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears 
Of hisses, blows, or want, or loss of ears 
Calm Temperance, wljpse blessmgs those partake 
Who hunger, and who thirst for scribhng sake 50 

Prudence, whose glass presents th’ approachmg jayl 
Poetic Justice, with her hfted scale. 

Where, m mce balance, truth with gold she weighs. 

And sohd pudding agamst empty praise 
Here she beholds the Chaos dark and deep, 55 

Where nameless Somethmgs m their causes sleep, 

’Till gemal Jacob, or a warm Third day. 

Call forth each mass, a Poem, or a Play 

How hmts, like spawn, scarce qmck in embryo he. 

How new-born nonsense first is taught to cry, 60 

Maggots half-form’d in rhyme exactly meet. 

And learn to crawl upon poetic feet 

Here one poor word an hundred clenches makes. 

And ductile dulness new meanders takes. 

There motley Images her fancy strike, 65 

Figures ill pair’d, and Simihes unlike 
She sees a Mob of Metaphors advance. 

Pleas’d with the madness of the mazy dance 
How Tragedy and Comedy embrace. 

How Farce and Epic get a jumbled race, 70 


piece meal and stolen from any body under the title of Papers, Essays, 
Queries, Verses, Epigrams, Riddles, equally the disgrace of human 
Wit, Morality, and Decency P W 

43 Sepulchral Lyes <A 1 41) 

44 New-year Odes] Made by the Poet Laureate for the time being 
to be sung at Court on every New-year’s day, the words of which are 
happily drowned in the voices and instruments <Cf A i 40 > The New- 
year Odes of the Hero of this work were of a cast distmguished from all 
that preceded him, and made a conspicuous part of his character as a 
writer, which doubtless induced our Author to mention them here so 
particularly 

45 In clouded Majesty <A 1 43) 

4^ fjiat knows no fears y &c <A i 45-6> 

50 Who hunger y and who thirsty &c <A 1 48> 

55 Here she beholds y <A 1 53) 

63 Here one poor wordy &c <A 1 6i> 

64 And ductile Dulness &c <A i 62> 

70, &c Hozu Farce and Epic, &c <A 1 68> 
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How Time himself stands sull at her command. 

Realms shift their place, and Ocean turns to land 
Here gay Description iEg3’’pt glads with show’rs. 

Or gives to Zembla fruits, to Barca fiow’rs, 

Ghtfiing with ice here hoary hills are seen, 75 

There painted vaUies of eternal green, 

In cold December fragrant cj;iaplcts blow. 

And heavy harvests nod beneath the snow 

All these, and more, the cloud-compclkng Queen 
Beholds thro’ fogs, that magmfy the scene 80 

She, tmsel’d o’er in robes of varvmg hues. 

With self-applause her^wild creation views. 

Sees momentary monsters rise and fall. 

And with her own fools-colours gilds them all 

’Twas on the day, when * * rich and grave, 85 

Like Cimon, triumph’d both on land and wave 
(Pomps without guilt, of bloodless swords and macts. 

Glad chains, warm furs, broad banners, and broad faces) 
Now Night descendmg, the proud scene was o’er. 

But hv’d, in Settle’s numbers, one day more 90 

Now May’rs and Shrieves all hush’d and satiate lay, 
Yet^eat, m dreams, the custard of the day. 

While pensive Poets painful \ igils keep. 

Sleepless themselves, to give their readers sleep 

Much to the mindful Queen the feast recalls 95 

What City Swans once sung within the walls, 

Much she revolves their arts, their ancient piaise. 

And sure succession down from Hey wood’s days 
She saw, with joy, the Ime immortal run. 

Each sire imprest and glaring in his son 100 

So watchful Bruin forms, with plastic care. 

Each growmg lump, and brings it to a Bear 
She saw old Prvn in restless Daniel shine, 

73 ^gypt glads ZLith sho<i'rs < \ 1 7i> 

79 The cloud-compelhng Queen <A 1 77/ 

85, 86 * Twas on tne Day^ when * * rich and graze Like Cimon^ tYmmpKd\ 
\ iz a Lord Mayor’s Day , his name the author had left in blanks, but most 
certamly could never be that which the Editor foisted m formerl> , ard 
which no way agrees with the chronology of the poem Bentl 
The Procession Barbarians 1 83> 

88 Glad chains <A 1 86> 

90 But bv*dy in Settle* s numbers <A 1 88> 

Ibid But hv*d, in Settle* s numbers ^ one day moiel Settle was poet to the 
City of London His office that place <A 1 88> 

98 Heywood <A 1 96) 

103 Old Pryn^ &c <A i ioi> 
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And Eusden eke out Blackmore’s endless line. 

She saw slow Philips creep like Tate’s poor page^ 105 
And all the mighty Mad in Denms rage 
In each she marks her Image full exprest. 

But chief in Bays’s monster-breedmg breast ^ 

Bays, form’d by nature Stage and Town to bless. 

And act, and be, a Coxcomb with success no 

Dulness with transport eyes the hvely Dunce, 

Remembrmg she herselt was Pertness once 
Now (shame to Fortune’) an iH Run at Play 
Blank’d his bold visage, and a thm Third day 


104 And Eusden eke out, Laurence Eusden reflection <A 111 
319) Nor ought Mr Oldmixon to complain, so long after, that the 
Laurel would have better become his own brows, or any other’s It were 
more decent to acquiesce in the opinion of the Duke of Buckingham upon 
this matter 

In rush d Eusden and cry'd. Who shall have it. 

But J, the true Laureate, to whom the King gave it^ 

Apollo beg*d pardon, and granted his claim. 

But vow'd that 'tdl then he ne er heard of his name 

Session of Poets 

The same plea might also serve for his successor, Mr Cibber, and is 
further strengthened in the following Epigram, made on that occasion 

In merry old England it once was a rule, 

The King had his Poet, and also his Fool 
But now toe' re so fiugal, I'd have you to know it. 

That Cibber can serve both for Fool and for Poet 

Of Bhckmore, see Book 2 Of Philips, Book i, ver 258 and Book 3 
prope fin 

Nahum Tate mentioned <A 1 i03> 

106 And all the mighty Mad <A 1 i04> 

106 And all the mightv Mad in Dennis rage\ Mr Theobald, in the 
Censor p 286 <A 1 104) 

109 Bays, found by Natute, &c ] It is hoped the poet here hath done 
full justice to his Hero s Character, which it were a great mistake to 
unagine v is wholly sunk in stupidity , he is allowed to have supported it 
with 1 wonderful mixture of Vivacity This character is heightened 
according to his own desire, in a Letter he wrote to our author ‘Pert and 
dull at least you might have allowed me What ’ am I only to be dull, and 
dull still, and again, and for ever He then solenmly appealed to his own 
conscience, that ‘he could not think himself so, nor believe that our poet 
did, but that he spoke worse of him than he could possibly think, and 
concluded it must be merely to shew his Wit, or for some Profit or Lucre 
to himself Life of C C chap vii and Letter to Mr P pag 15 40 53 

1 13 shame to Fortune Q Because she usually shews favour to persons of 
this Character, who have a three-fold pretence to it 

1 14 Blank'd <Either to whiten, make pale, or, to put out of 
countenance > 

Third day <Cf A 1 55« > 
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Swearing and supperless the Hero sate, ii^ 

Blasphem’d his Gods, the Dice, and damn’d his Fate 
Then gnaw’d his pen, then dash’d it on the ground, 
Sinkmg from thought to thought, a vast profound ’ 

Plung’d for his sense, but found no bottom there. 

Yet wrote and flounder’d on, m mere despair 120 

Round him much Embryo, p«uch Abortion lay. 

Much future Ode, and abdicated Play, 

Nonsense precipitate, like runmng Lead, 

That shp’d thro’ Cracks and Zig-zags of the Head, 

All that on Folly Frenzy could beget, 125 

Frmts of dull Heat, and Sooterkms of Wit 
Next, o’er his Books his eyes began to roll. 

In pleasmg memory of all he stole, 

How here he sipp’d, how there he plunder’d snug 
And suck’d all o’er, like an industrious Bug 130 

Here lay poor Fletcher’s half-eat scenes, and here 
The Frippery of crucify’d Mohere, 

There hapless Shakespear, yet of Tibbald sore, 

1 15 supperless the Hero sate\ It is amazing Scribl <A 1 109) 

But since the discover> of the true Piero of the poem, may we not add 
that nothing was so natural aftei so great a loss of Money at Dice, or of 
Reputation by his Play as that the Poet should have no great stomach 
to eat a supper^ Besides, how well has the Poet consulted his Heroic 
Character, m adding that he szwre all the timc^ Blntl 

122 abdicated <Possibly, to disown But Pope ippears to be thinking 
of half-written plays which Cibber had gi\cn up m disgust or despair > 

123 precipitate <Perhaps m its adjectixal sense onI> of ‘\iolentIy 
hurried* > 

126 Sooterkms of Wit <‘Sooterkin A joke upon the Dutch women, 
supposing that by then constant use of sto\es, which they place under 
their petticoats, they breed a kind of small animal in thtir bodies, called a 
sooterkm, of the size of a mouse, which when mature slips out * — Grose, 
4 . Classical Dictionaiy of the Vulgat Tontine > 

13 1 poor Fletcher's half-eat scenes'] A great number of them taken out 
to patch up his Plays 

132 The Fnppeiy] ‘When I fitted up an old plav, it was as a good 
housewife will mend old linnen, when she had not better employment ’ 
Life, p 217 octavo <For Mohere, see Pope s note to B 1 253 > 

133 hapless Shakespeai, &c] It is not to be doubted but Bays was a 
subscriber to Tibbald’s Shakespear He was frequently liberal this way, 
and, as he tells us, ‘subscribed to Mr Pope’s Homer, out of pure 
Generosity and Civility, but when Mr Pope did so to his Nonjuror, he 
concluded it could be nothing but a joke * Letter to Mr P p 24 

This Tibbald, or Theobald, published an edition of Shakespear, of 
which he was so proud himself as to say, in one of Mist’s Journals, June 8, 
‘That to expose any Errors in it was impracticable * And in another, 
April 27, ‘That whatever care might for the future be taken by any other 
Editor, he would still give above five hundred Emendations, that shall 
escape them all ’ 
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"Wish’d he bad blotted for himself before 

The rest on Out-side merit but presume, 135 

Or serve (like other Fools) to fill a room. 

Such with their shelves as due proportion hold. 

Or their fond Parents drest m red and gold. 

Or where the pictures for the page attone. 

And Quarles is sav’d >^y Beauties not his own 140 

Here swells the shelf with Ogilby the great, 

There, stamp’d with arms, Newcastle shines complete 
Here all hi5 suff’rmg brotherhood retire. 

And ’scape the martyrdom of jakes and fire 
A Gothic Library’ of Greec^ and Rome 145 

Well purg’d, and worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome 
But, high above, more sohd Learnmg shone. 

The Classics of an Age that heard of none, 

134 Wished he had blotted] It was a ridiculous praise which the Players 
gave to Shakespear, ‘that he never blotted a line* Ben Johnson honestly 
wished he had blotted a thousand , and Shakespear would certainly have 
wished the same, if he had lived to see those alterations in his works, 
which, not the Actors only (and especially the daring Hero of this poem) 
have made on the Stage but the presumptuous Critics of our days in their 
Editions 

13!; The } esi on Outside merit, &c ] This Library is divided into three 
parts, the first consists of those authors from whom he stole, and whose 
works he mangled, the second, of such as fitted the shelves, or were 
^ Ided for shew% or adorned with pictures , the third class our author calls 
o’ld learning, old bodies of Divinity, old Commentaries, old English 
Printers, or old English Translations , all very voluminous, and fit to erect 
altars to Dulness <Cf \i 120 > 

140 Quarles is saved <The quaint illustrations to Francis Quarles’s 
Emblemes (163 s) were executed by Williari Marshall Cf ^ 1 12672 > 

1 41 Ogilby the great <A 1 I2i> 

142 Newcastle shines complete <A 1 122) 

146 Worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome] The Poet has mentioned these 

three authors in particular, as they are parallel to our Hero in his three 
capacities i Settle w as his Brother Laureate , only indeed upon half-pay, 
for the City instead of the Court, but equally famous for unintelligible 
flights in his poems on public occasions, such as Shows, Birth-days, ^c 
2 Banks was his Rival in Tragedy (tho’ more successful in one of his 
Tragedies, the Earl of Essex, which is yet alive Anna Boleyn, the Queen 
of Scots, and Cyrus the Gi eat, are dead and gone These he drest in a sort 
of Beggars Velvet, or a happy mixture of the thick Fustian and thin Prosaic^ 
exactly imitated in Perolla and Isidore, Ccesar in Mgvpt, and the Heroic 
Daughter 3 Broome was a serving-man of Ben Johnson, who once 
picked up a Comedy from his Betters, or from some cast scenes of his 
Master, not entirely contemptible <For Settle and Banks, see A 1 88« , 
ill 28177 , and 1 25077 The three plays in which Banks is ‘exactly mutated* 
are by Cibber — Richard Brome (d was author or part-author of 

more than twenty pla>s > 

147 More solid Learning] Some have objected, that books of this sort 
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There Caxton sleptj with Wynkyn at liis side. 

One clasp’d in wood, and one in strong cow-hide, 150 
There, sav’d by spice, like MumniLes, many a year. 

Dry Bodies of Divinity appear 
De Lyra there a dreadful front extends. 

And here the groamng shelves Philemon bends 

Of these twelve volumes, t\>$eive of amples’- size, 155 
Redeem’d from tapers and defrauded pics. 

Inspir’d he seizes These an altar laise 

An hecatomb of pure, unsully’d lays 

That altar crowns A folio Common-place 

Founds the whole pile, ‘of all his works the base 160 

Quartos, octavos, shape the less’mng pyre , 

A twisted Birth-aay Ode completes the spire 
Then he ‘Great Tamer of all human art* 

First m my care, and ever at my heart , 

Dulness* whose good old cause I yet defend, 165 

With whom my Muse began, with whom shall end. 

E’er since Sir Foplmg’s Periwig was Praise, 

To the last honours of the Butt and Bays 

suit not so wll the library of our Ba>s, which the\ imagine consisted of 
Novels, Plays, and obscene books, but they are to consider, that he 
furnished his shelves only for ornament, and read these books no more 
than the Diy bodies of Divinity which, no doubt, w ere purchased by his 
Father when he designed him for the Gown See the note on v 200 

149 Caxt 07 i\ A Printer hardly known \A 1 129^ ‘Happened that 
to my hande Vyrgylc mide in metre’ <A 1 129/ 

153 De Lyra <A i 133) 

154 Philemon <A. 1 134) 

166 With ^fhom niy Muse hestan, £fc <A 1 I46> 

167 Sit Fophng^s Periwig] The first visible cause of the passion of the 
Town for our Hero, was a fair flaxen full-bottom’d Peiiwig, which, he 
tells us, he wore in his first play of the Fool m fashion <1696) It 
attracted, in a particular manner, the Friendship of Col Brett, who 
wanted to purchase it Whatever contempt (sa>s he) Philosophers may 
have for a fine Periwig, my friend, who was not to despise the world but 
to live in It, knew very well that so material an article of dress upon the 
head of a man of sense, if it became him could never fail of drawing to 
him a more partial Regaid and Benevolence, than could possibly be hoped 
for in an ill-made one This perhaps, may soften the grave censure which 
so youthful a purchase might otherwise have laid upon him In a word, 
he made his attack upon this Periwig, as vour young fellows generally do 
upon a lady of pleasure, first bv a few familiar praises of her person, and 
then a civil enquiry into the price of it, and we finished our bargain that 
mght over a bottle ’ See Life, octavo p 303 This remarkable Periwig 
usually made its entrance upon the stage in a sedan, brought in by two 
chairmen, with infinite approbation of the audience 

168 the Butt and Bays <i e the laureate’s butt of sack and his laurel 
crown > 
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O thou^ of Business the directing soul* 

To this our head hke byass to the bowl, 170 

Which, as more pond’rous, made its aim more true, 
Obliquely wadlmg to the mark m view 
O* ever gracious to perplex’d mankmd, 

Still spread a heahng mist before the mmd. 

And lest we err by W)|’s wild dancing hght, 175 

Secure us kindly m our native mght 
Or, if to Wit a coxcomb make pretence. 

Guard the sure barrier between that and Sense, 

Or quite unravel all the reas’mng thread. 

And hang some curious cobweb m its stead* 180 

As, forc’d from wmd-guns, lead itself can fly. 

And pond’rous slugs cut swiftly thro the sky. 

As clocks to weight their mmble motion owe. 

The wheels above urg’d by the load below 
Me Emptiness, and Dulness could mspire, 185 

And were my Elasticity, and Fire 
Some Daemon stole my pen (forgive th’ offence) 

And once betray’d me mto common sense 
Else all my Prose and Verse were much the same. 

This, prose on stilts, that, poetry fall’n lame 190 

Did on the stage my Fops appear confin’d > 

My Life gave ampler lessons to mankind 

Did the dead Letter unsuccessful prove 

The brisk Example never fail’d to move 

Yet sure had Heav’n decreed to save the State, 195 

Hcav’n had decreed these works a longer date 

Could Troy be sav’d by any smgle hand, 

1 his grey-goose weapon must have made her stand 
What can I now ^ my Fletcher cast aside. 

Fake up the Bible, once my better guide ^ 200 

1 88 A?id once bettav^d me <in The Careless Husband Cf Ep ii 1 92 > 

195 Had Heaven decreed y ^c <A 1 183) 

197, 198 Could Tfoy be sav d — This grey-goose weapon 1 i87]> 

199 my Fletcher’] A familiar manner of speaking, used by modern 
Critics, of a favourite author Bays might as justly speak thus of Fletcher, 
as a French Wit did of Tully, seeing his works in a library, ‘Ah * mon cher 
Ciceron * je le connois bien, c’est le m^me que Marc Tulle ’ But he had a 
better title to call Fletcher his ovmy having made so free with him <Cf 
A 1 189 > 

200 Take up the Bible] When, according to his Father’s intention, he 
had been a Clejgymany or (as he thinks himself) a Bishop of the Church 
of England Hear his own words ‘At the time that the fate of King James, 
the Prince of Orange and Myself, were on the anvil, Providence thought 
fit to postpone mine, ’till theirs ’were determined But had my father 
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Or tread ti^e path by vent’rous Heroes trod. 

This Box my Thunder, this right hand my God > 

Or chair’d at White’s amidst the Doctors sit. 

Teach Oaths to Gamesters, and to Nobles Wit ^ 

Or bidst thou rather Party to embrace ^ 20s 

(A friend to Party thou, and all her race, 

’Tis the same rope at different; ends they UMSt, 

To Dulness Ridpath is as dear as Mist ) 

Shall I, like Curtius, desp’rate m my zeal, 

O’er head and ears plunge for the Common\\eal ^ 210 

Or rob Rome’s ancient geese of all their glories, 

And caclJmg save the Monarchy of Tones ^ 

Plold — to the Minister I more inchne, 

To serve his cause, O Queen* is servmg thme 

And see* thy very Gazetteers give o’er, 215 

Ev’n Ralph repents, and Henly writes no more 

What then remains ^ Ourself Still, still remain 

Cibberian forehead, and Cibbenan bram 

This brazen Brightness, to the ’Squire so dear, 

This pohsh’d Hardness, that reflects the Peer, 220 

This arch Absurd, that wit and fool delights, 

ThisrMiess, toss’d up of Hockley-hole and White’s, 

Where Dukes and Butchers join to wreathe my crown. 

At once the Bear and Fiddle of the town 

earned me 1 month sooner to the University, who knov s but that purer 
fountain might have washed my Imperfections into a cipacit> of writing, 
instead of Phys and annual OdeSy Sermons and PaUoral Letters ^ Apology 
for his Life, chap 111 <Cf A 1 190 > 

202 This ^ox my Thundery this Riqht hand m\ God] 

Dextra mthi Deus, & telum quod missile Iibro 
Virgil (^Aen x 773> of the Gods of Mezentius 
<Box = dice-box > 

208 Ridpath — Mist] George Ridpath, author of a Whig paper, called 
the Flying post, Nathanael Mist, of a famous Torv Journal 

21 1 Or rob Romeos ancient geese < A 1 191) 

213 the Minuter <1 e Walpole > 

214 O Queen ' <i e Dullness But Pope was probably thinking too of 
Queen Carohne, whose understanding with Walpole was complete To 
serve Walpole was to serve Queen Caroline > 

21$ Gazetteers] A band of ministerial writers, hired at the price men- 
tioned in the note on book 11 ver 316, who on the \ery da^’’ their Patron 
quitted his post, laid down their paper, and declared they would never 
more meddle m Politics 

222 Hockley-hole <see p 615 > 

224 Bear and Fiddle < Cibber is at once the person baited and the 
jester ‘Bear* and ‘Fiddle’ are associated through bear-baitmg, at which 
playing on the fiddle seems to have been a preliminary > 
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‘O born in sin^ and forth m folly brought ^ 

Works damn’dj or to be damn’d* (your father’s fault) 

G03 purify’ d by flames ascend the sky. 

My better and more Christian progeny* 

Unstam’d, untouch’d, and yet m maiden sheets. 

While all your smutty sisters walk the streets 230 

Ye shall not beg, hke gratis-given Bland, 

Sent with a Pass, and \'kgrant thio’ the land. 

Not sail, with Ward, to Ape-and-monkey climes. 

Where vile Mundungus trucks for viler rhymes. 

Not sulphur-tipt, emblaze an Ale-house fire, 235 

Not wrap up Oranges, to pelt;„your sire* 

O * pass more innocent, in infant state. 

To the mild Limbo of our Father Tate 
Or peaceably forgot, at once be blest 
In Shadwell’s bosom with eternal Rest* 240 

Soon to that mass of Nonsense to return. 

Where things destroy’d are swept to things unborn ’ 

With that, a Tear (portentous sign of Grace*) 

Stole from the Master of the sev’nfold Face 

And thrice he lifted high the Birth-day brand, 245 

And thrice he dropt it from his quiv’rmg hand,^ 

Then lights the structure, with averted eyes 
The rowling smokes mvolve the sacrifice 
The op’mng clouds disclose each work by turns. 

Now flames the Cid, and now PeroUa burns, 250 

225 O hotn m 1 197) 

228 Mv better and vioie chnstian progeny\ *It may be observable, that 
my muse and mv spouse were equally prolific, that the one was seldom 
the mother of a Child, but in the same year the other made §ae the father 
of a Phy I think w c had a do7en of each soi t between us , of both which 
kinds some died m their Infancy^ &c Life of C C p 217 8vo edit 

229 Unstam d, untoucKd^ \K 1 I97> 

23 1 gratis-gwen Bland — Sent with a It was a practice so to give 
the Daily Gazetteer and ministerial pamphlets (in which this B was a 
writer) and to send them Post-free to all the Towns in the kingdom 

233 Ward <A 1 200> 

234 vile Mundungus <1 e tobacco of poor quahty > 

236 Oranges <(Oranges were regularly sold in the theatres, and were 
occasionally used for pelting the actors when they or the play failed to 
gi\ e satisfaction > 

238, 240 Tate-^Shadwelll Two of his predecessors in the Laurel 
<See A 1 103, and A 11 324 > 

241 4 .nd thnce he lifted^ &c < A 1 203> 

244 the sevenfold Face <The phrase describes Cibber’s impenetrable 
assurance, but also suggests the mobile face of the born actor > 

250 Now flames the Ctd^ &c <A 1 208^^ 

250 Now flames the Ctdf firfc ] In the first notes on the Dunciad 
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Great Csesar roars, and hisses m the fires. 

King John in silence modestly expires 
No merit now the dear Nonjuror claims, 

Mohere’s old stubble in a moment flames 
Tears gush’d again, as from pale Priam’s eyes 255 

When the last blaze sent Ilion to the skies 
Rowz’d by the hght, old Dulness heav’d the head. 
Then snatch’d a sheet of H hule from her bed. 

Sudden she flies, and whelms it o’er the pyre, 

Down sink the flames, and with a hiss expire 260 

Her ample presence fills up all the place, 

A veil of fogs dilates her awful face 

Great in her charms * as when on Shrieves and May’rs 

She looks, and breathes herself into their airs 

She bids him wait her to her sacred Dome 265 

Well pleas’d he enter’d, and confess’d his home 

So Spirits endmg their terrestrial race, 

Ascend, and recognize their Native Place 

This the Great Mother dearer held than all 

The clubs of Quidnuncs, or her own Guild-hall 270 

Here stood her Opium, here she nurs’d her Owls, 

4 nd here she plann’d th’ Imperial seat of Fools 
Here to her Chosen all her works she shews. 

Prose swell’d to verse, verse loit’ring into prose 

<A 1 24o> It was said, that tins Authoi was paiticularly excellent at 
Tragedy ‘This (sa>s he) is as unjust as to say I could not dance on a 
Rope * But certain it is that he had attempted to dance on this Rope, and 
fell most shamefully, having produced no less than four Tiagedies (the 
names of which the Poet preserves in these few lines) the three first of 
them were fairly printed, acted, and damned, the fourth suppressed, in 
fear of the liKe treatment 

253 dear Nonjuror — Mohere*s old stubble] A Comedv thxcshed out 
of Moli^re's Tartuffe, and so much the Translator’s faaouiite, that he 
assures us all our author’s dislike to it could only arise fiom disaffection 
to the Government, 

Qut meprise Cotin, n'estime point son Rot, 

Et n a, selon Cotin, ni Dteu, ni fot, nt lot 

Boil <Satire ix> 

He assures us, that ‘when he had the honour to kiss his Majesty’s hand 
upon presenting his dedication of it, he was graciously pleased, out of his 
Royal bounty, to order him two hundred pounds for it And this he 
doubts not grieved Mr P * 

256 When the last blaze, &c <A 1 2i2> 

258 Thule <A 1 2i4> 

263 Great in her charms f <A 1 21 9> 

265 sacred Dome] Where he no sooner enters regions <A 1 22 1> 

269 This the Great Mother, ^c <A 1 33) 

269 Great Mother <A 1 33) 
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How random thoughts now meaning chance to find^ 275 
Now leave all memory of sense behmd 
How Prologues into Prefaces decay^ 

And these to Notes are fritter’d quite away 
How Index-learnmg turns no student pale^ 

Yet holds the eel t)f science by the tail 280 

H0W5 with less reading than makes felons scape^ 

Less human gemus than God gives an ape. 

Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece, 

A past, vamp’d, future, old, reviv’d, new piece, 

’Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakespear^ and Corneille, 285 
Can make a Cibber, Tibbald, <9r Ozell 
The Goddess then, o’er his anomted head, 

With mystic words, the sacred Opium shed 
And lo’ her bird, (a monster of a fowl, 

Somethmg betwixt a Heideggre and owl,) 290 

Perch’d on his crown ‘^AU hail* and hail agam. 

My son * the promis’d land expects thy reign 
Know, Eusden thirsts no more for sack or praise. 

He sleeps among the dull of ancient days. 

Safe, where no Critics damn, no duns molest, 295 

Where wretched Withers, Ward, and Gildon rest% 

And high-born Howard, more majestic sire, 

With Fool of Quahty compleats the quire 
Thou Cibber’ thou, his Laurel shalt support. 

Folly, my son, has still a Friend at Court 3^0 

Lift up your gates, ye Prmces, see him come’ 

Sound, sound ye Viols, be the Cat-call dumb’ 


286 Tthhald\ Lewis Tibbald (as pronounced) or TheobaldjCas \\^itten) 
was bred an Attorney, and son to an Attorney (says Mr Jacob) of bitten- 
burn m Kent He was Author of some forgotten Plays, Translations, and 
other pieces He was concerned in a paper called the Censc^i and a 
Translation of Ovid ‘There is a notorious Idiot, one hight Whach^, 
who, from an under-spur-leather to the Law, is become on tmder- 
strapper to the Play-house, who hath lately burlesqued the Meta- 
morphoses of Ovid by a vile Translation, &c This fellow is concen^d m 
an impertinent paper called the Censor ’ Dennis Rem on Pope s Horn 
p 9, 10 <Cf A 1 106 > 

Ibid Ozell <A 1 240, and Errata, p 428 > 

290 A Heideggre <A 1 244> ^ ^ 

293 Eusden <He died in 1730 Cf A u 393 > 

296 Withers <A 1 126) Ibid Gildon <A 1 250) 

296 Ward, and Gildon <Ward had died m 1731, Gildon, in 1724 > 

297 Howard <A 1 250) j r tr 

298 Fool of Quahty <ie Lord Hervey The death of Herv^, 
Au^st 5, 1743, enabled Pope to make this last-minute change in the 
text > 
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Bnng> bring the madding Bav, the drunken Vine, 
The creepmg, dirty, courtly Ivy )om 
And thou’ his Aid de camp, lead on my sons, 
Light-arm’d with Pomts, Antitheses, and Puns 
Let Bavdry, Bilingsgate, my daughters dear. 
Support his front, and Oaths bring up the rear 
And under his, and under i^rcher’s wing. 

Gaming and Grub-street skulk behind the King 
'O ’ when shall rise a Monarch all our own, 

And I, a Nursing-mother, rock the throne, 

’Twixt Prince and People close the Curtain draw. 
Shade him from Light, and cover him from Law, 
Fatten the Courtier, starve the learned band, 

And suckle Armies, and dry-nurse the land 
’Till Senates nod to Lullabies divine. 

And all be sleep, as at an Ode of thme ’ 


305 


310 


315 


She ceas’d, Then swells the Chapel-royal throat 
‘God save king Cibber’’ mounts m ev’ry note 320 

304 Th^ creeping Ivy \See p 167, I 7o6n, and beiovi, ‘Of the 
Poet Laure-ite’, p 8oi> 

309, 310 Under Archer* s '^oing, — G anting y ^c]When the Statute 
against Gaming was drawn up, it was represented, that the King, by 
ancient custom, plays at Hazard, one night m the year <1 e Twelfth 
Night) , and therefore a clause was inserted, with an exception as to iat 
particular Under this pretence, the Groom porter had a Room appro- 
priated to Gaming all the summer the Court was at Kensington, which 
his Majesty accidentally being acquainted of, with a just indignation 
prohibited It is reported, the same piactice is yet continued wherever the 
Court resides, and the Hazard Table there open to all the professed 
Gamesters in town 

Greatest and justest Sovereign ’ know you this^ 

Alas f no more than Thames’ calm head can knOi/j 
Whose meads hts arms dro or whose corn o erflow 
Donne to Queen Eliz 

< Satire v 28-30 > 

31 1 O when shall rise a Monarch, ^cl Boileau, Lutrin, Chant 2 

<5I-6> 

Helas f qu*est devenu ce terns, cet heureuv terns, 

Oil les Rots s*honoroi€nt du nom de Faineans 
S*endoi moient sur le trone, & me seroant sans honte, 

Laissoient leur sceptre au mams ou d*un mair, ou d*un comte 
Aucun som rCapprochoit de leur paisible cour, 

On reposoit la mat, on dormoit tout le jour, ^c 

319 Chapel-royal] The Voices and Instruments used in the service of 
the Chapel-royal being also employed in the performance of the Birth-day 
and New-> ear Odes 



THE DUNCIAD BOOK II 735 

Familiar \X^hite’s3 ‘God save King Colley*’ cries, 

‘God save long Colley*’ Dniry-lane replies 
To Needham’s quick the voice triumphal rode. 

But pious Needham dropt the name of God, 

Back to the Devil the last echoes roll, 325 

And ‘Coll*’ each 'Butcher roars at Hockley-hole 
So when Jove’s block descended from on high 
(As sings thy great forefather Ogdby) 

Loud thunder to its bottom shook the bog. 

And the hoarse nation croak’d, ‘God save Kmg Log*’ 

'^24 NeedhafiH A Matron of great fame, and very religious in her way, 
vhose constant prayer it was, that she might ‘get enough by her profession 
to leave it oft in time, and make her peace with God’ But her fate was not 
so happ> for being convicted, and set m the pillory, she was (to the lasting 
«;hame of all her great Friends and Votaries) so lU used by the populace, 
that It put an end to her days 

325 Back to the Devil] The Devil Tavern in Fleet-street, where these 
Odes are usually rehearsed before they aie performed at Court Upon 
which a Wit of those times made this epigram 

When Laureates make Odes, do you ask of what sort^ 

Do you ask if they’re good, or are evil ^ 

1 ou may judge — from the Devil they come to the Court, 

And go from the Court to the Devil 

328 — Ogdhy) — God save king Log f] <A 1 258 > 


The End of the First Book 


BOOK THE SECOND 
ARGUMENT 

The King being prodain edy the solemnity is graced with public Games 
and sports of various kinds 3 not instituted by the Hero^ as by ^neas 
in Virgil^ but for greater honour by the Goddess in person {in like 
manner as the games Pyihia, Isthmia^ &c were anciently said to he 
ordained by the Gods^ and as Thetis herself appearing 3 according to 
Homer 3 Odyss 24 proposed the prizes in honour of her son Achilles ) 
Hither flock the Poets and CnticSy attended3 as is butjust3 with their 
Patrons and Booksellers The Goddess is first pleasedi for her disport 3 
to propose games to the Booksellers, and setteth up the Phantom of a 
Poet 3 which they contend to overtake The Races described3 with their 
divers accidents Next, the game for a Poetess Then follow the 
Exercises f 01 the Poets, o/ticUmg, vociferating, divmg The first 
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holds forth the arts and practices 0/ Dedicatois^ the second 0/ Dis- 
putants and fustian Poets, the third of profound, dark, and dirty 
Party-writers Lastly ^ for the Critics, the Goddess proposes (with 
great propriety) an Exercise:, not of their parts^ hut their patience^ in 
hearing the works of two voluminous Authors^ one in verse, and the 
other in prose, delibei ately read:, without skeping The various effects 
of whichi with the several degrees and manners of their operation^ are 
here set forth ^ 'till the whole nwftber^ not of Cnncs only^ hut of 
spectators^ actors^ and all present^ fall fast asleep^ which naturally 
and necessarily ends the games 

High on a gorgeous s&at, that far out-shone 
Henley’s gilt tub, or Fleckno’s Irish throne, 

Or that where on her Curls the Pubhc pours. 
All-bounteous, fragrant Grains and Golden show’rs, 

Great Cibber sate The proud Parnassian sneer, 5 

The conscious simper, and the jealous leer. 

Mix on his look All eyes direct their rays 
On him, and crowds turn Coxcombs as they gaze 
His Peers shme round him with reflected grace. 

New edge their dulness, and new bronze their face 10 
So from the Sun’s broad beam, m shallow urns 
Heav’ns twinklmg Sparks draw hght, and point their 
horns 

Not with more glee, by hands Pontific crown’d, 

Witii scarlet hats wide-wavmg circled round, 

Rome in her Capitol saw Querno sit, 15 

Thron’d on sev’n hills, the Antichrist of wit 
And now the Queen, to glad her sons, proclaims 
By Herald Hawkers, high heroic Games 

Two things there are all sound Commentators <A 11 > 

1 High on a gorgeous seat <A 11 i> 

2 Henley* s gilt tub <A 11 2> 

Ibid or Fleckno*s Irish throne] Richard Fleckno Sarazin <A 11 2> 

It may be just worth mentioning, that the Eminence from whence the 
ancient Sophists entertained their auditors, was called by the pompous 
name of a Throne , — enl 6povov nvos v^riXov pLoki oojuoriKcbs /cat ao^apcos 
Themistius, Orat i 

3 Or that where on her Cwls, ^^c] Edmund Curl p 19, 25 <A 11 
3> Much in the same manner Mr Cibber remonstrated that his Brothers 
at Bedlam, mentioned Book i were not Brazen, but Blocks, yet our author 
let It pass unaltered, as a trifle, that no wa^ lessened the Relationship 

9 Peers <Cibber’s ‘peers’ are his brother dunces of the pen, but also 
those among the English nobiUty who delighted m lus society Cf B 1 
220 > 

15 Querno] Camillo Querno Prolusions <A 11 11 > 
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They summon all her Race An endless band 

Pours forthj and leaves unpeopled half the land 20 

A motley mixture’ m long wigs^ m bags. 

In silks, m crapes, in Garters, and in rags, 

From drawmg rooms, from colleges, from garrets. 

On horse, on foot, m hacks, and gilded chariots 
All who true Dunces m her cause appear’d, 25 

And ail who knew thd^e Dunces to reward 
Amid that area wide they took their stand. 

Where the tall may-pole once o’er-look’d the Strand, 

But now (so Anne and Piety ordam) 

A Church collects the samts^of Drury-lane 30 

With Authors, Stationers obey’d the call, 

(The field of glory is a field for all ) 

Glory, and gam, th’ industrious tribe provoke. 

And gentle Dulness ever loves a )oke 
A Poet’s form she plac’d before their eyes, 35 

And bade the mmblest racer seize the prize. 

No meagre, muse-rid mope, adust and thin. 

In a dun night-gown of his own loose skin. 

But such a bulk as no twelve bards could raise. 

Twelve starv’hng bards of these degen’rate da's;^ 40 
All as a partridge plump, full-fed, and fair. 

She form’d this image of well-body’d air. 

With pert fiat eyes she window’d well its head, 

A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead. 

And empty words she gave, and sounding strain, 45 
But senseless, lifeless’ idol void and vain’ 

Never was dash’d out, at one lucky hit, 

A fool, so just a copy of a wit. 

So like, that critics said, and courtiers swore, 

A Wit It was, and call’d the phantom More 50 

All gaze with ardour Some a poet’s name. 

Others a sword-knot and lac’d suit mfiame 

But lofty Lintot m the circle rose 

‘This prize is mme, who tempt it are my foes. 


35 A Poet's form &c <Aii3i> 

39 But such a bulky &c <A u 35) 

47 Never was dash'd outy &c <A 11 43) , rp 

«;o and call'd the phantom More^ Curl, m his Key handkerchiet » 
V 11 46) 

The plagiarisms repono <A 11 46) 

50 the phantom More <A 11 46) 

53 But lofty Ltntot <A 11 49) 
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With me began this gemus, and shall end ’ 55 

He spoke and who with Lmtot shall contend ^ 

Fear held them mute Alone, tmtaught to fear. 

Stood dauntless CurU ‘Behold that rival here^ 

The race by vigour, not by vaunts is won. 

So take the hindmost. Hell ’ — He^said, and run 60 

Swift as a bard the baihff leaves behmd, 

He left huge Lmtot, and oQt-strip^d the wind 
As when a dab-chick waddles thro’ the copse 
On feet and wmgs, and flies, and wades, and hops, 

So lab’rmg on, with shoulders, hands, and heaa, 65 

Wide as a wmd-mill gll his figures spread. 

With arms expanded Bernard rows ^s state. 

And left-legg’d Jacob seems to emulate 
Full m the middle way there stood a lake. 

Which Curl’s Comma chanc’d that mom to make 70 
(Such was her wont, at early dawn to drop 
Her evenmg cates before his neighbour’s shop,) 

Here fortun’d Curl to shde, loud shout the band. 

And Bernard^ Bernard ’ rmgs thro’ all the Strand 
Obscene with fiJth the miscreant lies bewray’d, 75 

F^l’n in the plash his wickedness had laid 
Then first (if Poets aught of truth declare) 

The caiuff Vaticide conceiv’d a pray’r 
Hear Jove^ whose name my bards and I adore, 

As much at least as any God’s, or more, 80 

And him and his, if more devotion warms, 

Down with the Bible, up with the Pope’s Arms 
A place there is, betwixt earth, air, and seas, 

WTere, from Ambrosia, Jove retires for ease 

58 Stood dauntless Curl <A 11 54) 

60 So take the hindmost^ Hell <A 11 s6> 

61 &c <A u S4> 

64, 65 On feet and wings, &c <\ 11 6o> 

67, 68 With arms expanded. Bet nard rows his state, 

And left-legg d Jacob seems to emulate] 

Milton, of the motion of the Swan <Pai Lost, vii 44o>, 

rows 

His state with oary feet 

And Dryden, of another s, — With two left legs — <Cf A 11 64W ^ 

70 CurVs Connna <A 11 66> 

73 Here fortuned Curl to slide <A 11 69 ^ 

74 And Bernard ^ Bernard f <A 11 70) 

75 Obscene mth filth, <A 11 71) 

82 the Bible the Papers Arms <A ii 78) 

83 <A 11 79> Ibid A place there is, &c <A 11 79) 
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There m his seat two spacious vents appear, 85 

On this he sits, to that he leans his ear. 

And hears the various vows of fond mankind 
Some beg an eastern, some a western wind 
All vain petitions, mountmg to the sky. 

With reams ab\indant this abode supply, 90 

Amus’d he reads, an<^ then returns the bills 
Sign’d with that Ichor which from Gods distils 
In office here fair Cioacma stands. 

And mimsters to Jove with purest hands 

Forth from the heap she pick’d her Vot’ry’s pray’r, 95 

And plac’d it next him, a distmction rare’ 

Oft had the Goddess heard her servant’s call. 

From her black grottos near the Temple-wall, 

List’nmg dehghted to the jest unclean 

Of Imk-boys vile, and watermen obscene, 100 

Where as he fish’d her nether realms for Wit, 

She oft had favour’d him, and favours yet 
Renew’d by ordure’s sympathetic force. 

As oil’d with magic jmces for the course, 

Vig’rous he rises, from th’ effluvia strong 105 

Imbibes new life, and scours and stinks along) 

Re-passes Lmtot, vmdicates the race. 

Nor heeds the brown dishonours of his face 
And now the victor stretch’d his eager hand 
Where the tall Nothing stood, or seem’d to stand, lio 
A shapeless shade, it melted from his sight. 

Like forms in clouds, or visions of the mght 
To seize his papers, Curl, was next thy care, 

His papers light, fiy diverse, tost in air. 

Songs, sonnets, epigrams the winds uplift, 115 

And whisk ’em back to Evans, Young, and Swift 
Th’ embroider’d suit at least he deem’d his prey. 

That suit an unpay’d taylor snatch’d away 


92 <A 11 88> 

93 Cloacina <A 11 89) , 

98 black grottos <Coal whan es on the Thames, or in Fleet Ditch> 
loi Where as he fish d, &c <A 11 93 > 

104 As otVd mth magic juices <A 11 96) 

108 the brown dishonours <(A 11 100} 

III A shapeless shade, &c <A u io3> 

1 14 His papers light, ^ c <A 11 io6> 

1 16 Evans, Young and Swiffi Some of those persons whose writings, 
epigrams, or jests he had owned See Note on ver 5® 

1 18 an unpay" d taylor <A 11 1 1 1> 

PAP — B 
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No rag> no scrap^ of all the beau, or wit. 

That once so flutter’d, and that once so writ 120 

Heav’n rings with laughter Of the laughter vain, 
Dulness, good Queen, repeats the jest again 
Three wicked imps, of her own Grubstreet chon. 

She deck’d like Congreve, Addison^ and Prior, 

Mears, Warner, Wilkins run^ delusive thought* 125 

Breval, Bond, Besaleel, the \arlets caught 
Curl stretches after Gay, but Gay is gone. 

He grasps an empty Joseph tor a Jolin 
So Proteus, hunted ir a nobler shape, 

Became, when seiz’d, 5 puppy, or an ape 130 

To him the Goddess ‘Sor * thy grief lay down. 

And turn this whole illusion on the town 
\s the sage dame, e\periepc’d in her trade, 

B3' names of Toasts retails each batter’d jade, 

(Whence hapless xMonsieur much complains at Pans 135 
Of wrongs from Duchesses and Lady Manes,) 

Be thine, my stationer* this magic gift, 

Cook shall be Prior, and Concanen, Sw ift 
So shall each hostile name become our own, 

A^nd we too boast our Garth and Addison ’ 140 

With that she gave him (piteous of his case, 

\ et smihng at his rueful length ot face) 

A shaggy Tap’stry, worthy to be spread 
On Codrus’ old, or Dunton’s modern bed, 


124 like Congtevey Addison y and Pi tor <A u ii6> 

121? Mean Warner y Wilkins <A n 117'^ 

126 Breval y Bond, Besaleel <^\n iiS> 

128 Gay <A 11 1 20> 

132 And turn this whole tllusiony &c <A n 124) 

138 Cook shall be Prior <A u 130) 

138 and ConcaneUy Swift <A u 287) 

140 And zve too boast our Gaith and Addison] Nothing Mr Addi- 
son, <A 11 132) m a word, almost everv man of his time thit deserved 
It even Cibber himself (presuming him to be author of the Careless 
Husband ) It was very difficult dead <A 11 132 > 

141, 142 piteous of his case, &c <A 11 I33N 

142 rueful length of face <A u i34> 

The good Scnblerus here, as on all occasions, eminently shews his 
humanity But it was far otherwise with the gentlemen of the Dunciad, 
whose scurrilities were always personal, and of that nature which provoked 
every honest man but Mr Pope, yet never to be lamented to see 
<A 11 I34> 

143 A shaggy Tapestry <A 11 135) 

144 On Codrus* old, or Dunton*s modern bed A 11 I36> 
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Instructive work^ whose wry-mouth’d portraiture 145 

Display’d the fates her confessors endure 
Earless on high, stood unabash’d De Foe, 

And Tutchin flagrant from the scourge below 
There Ridpath, Roper, cudgell’d might ye view, 

The very worsted still look’d black and blue 150 

Himself among the story’d chiefs he spies. 

As from the blanket higl? in air he flies, 

‘And oh^ (he cry’d) what street, what lane but knows. 

Our purgmgs, pumpmgs, blankettmgs, and blows > 

In ev’ry loom our labours shall be seen, 155 

And the fresh vomit nm for ever green*’ 

See in the circle next, Ehza plac’d. 

Two babes of love close chngmg to her waist. 

Fair as before her works she stands confess’d. 

In flow’rs and pearls by boimteous Kirkall dress’d 160 
The Goddess then ‘Who best can send on high 
The sahent spout, far-streammg to the sky. 

His be yon Juno of majestic size. 

With cow-hke udders, and with ox-like eyes 

This Chma Jordan let the chief o’ercome 165 

Replemsh, not mgloriously, at home ’ 

Osborne and Curl accept the glorious strife, 

(Tho’ this his Son dissuades, and that his Wife ) 

148 Tutchin 11 140) 

149 Ridpath, Roper] Authors of the Flying-post and Post-boy, two 
scandalous papers on different sides, for which they equally and alter- 
nately deseived to be cudgelled, and were so <Cf A 11 141) 

ie;i Himself he spies <^'A 11 143) 

isx Himself he spies] The history of CurPs being -tossed in a 
blanket and whipped by the scholars of Westminstei, is well known Of 
his purging m Swift and Pope's Miscell <A 11 143) 

156 the fresh vomit, <A 11 I48> 

157 See in the circle next <A 11 149) 

Ibid Eliza Haywood <A 11 149) 

158 Two babes of love &c <A ii 150) 

160 Kirkall <A 11 152) 

163 yon Juno &c <Aiii5*>) 

165 Tins China Jordan <A 11 157) 

167 Osborne] A Bookseller m Grays-Inn, very well qualified by his 
impudence to act this part, and therefore placed here instead of a less 
deserving Predecessor This name published advertisements for a year 
together pretending to sell Mr Pope’s Subscription books of Homer’s 
Iliad at half the price Of which books he had none, but cut to the size 
of them (which was Quarto) the common books in folio, without Copper- 
plates, on a worse paper, and never above half the value 

Upon this Advertisement the Gazetteer harangued thus, July - 6 , 1739 
‘How melancholy must it be to a Writer to be so unhappy as to see his 
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One on his manly confidence relies. 

One on his vigour and supenor size 170 

First Osborne leaned against his letter’d post, 

It rose, and labour’d to a curve at most 
So Jove’s bright bow displays its wat’ry round, 

(Sure sign, tliat no spectator sh^il be drown’d) 

A second effort brought but new disgrace, 175 

The wild Meander wash d the Artist’s face 
Thus the small jett, which hastv hands unlock, 

Spirts m the gard’ner’s eyes who turns the cock 
Not so from shameless Curl, impetuous spread 
The stream, and smokmg flourish’d o’er his head 180 
So (fam’d like thee for turbulence and horns) 

Eridanus his humble fountain scorns, 

Thro’ half the heav’ns he pours th’ exalted urn. 

His rapid wateis m their passage bum 

Swift as It mounts, all follow with their eyes 185 
Still happy Impudence obtains the prize 
Thou triumph’st, Victor of the high-wrought day, 

And the pleas’d dame, soft-smihng, lead’st away 
Osborne, thro’ perfect modesty o’ercome, 

KHrown’d with the Jordan, walks contented home 190 
But now for Authors nobler palms remam. 

Room for my Lord^ three )Ockeys in his tram, 

Si\ huntsmen with a shout precede his chair 
He grins, and looks broad nonsense with a stare 
His Honour’s meanmg Dulness thus exprest, 195 

‘He wins this Patron, who can tickle best ’ 

He chinks his purse, and takes his seat of state 
^ith readv quills the Dedicators wait, 

Now at his head the dextrous task commence. 

And, mstant, fancy feels th’ imputed sense, 200 


works hawked for sale in a manner so fatal to his fame* How with 
Honour to your self, and Justice to your Subscribers, cm this be done ^ 
What an Ingratitude to be charged on the Only honest Poet that lived in 
1738* and than whom Virtue has not had a shriller Trumpeter for many 
ages* That you were once generally admired and esteemed can be denied 
by none , but that you and your works are now despised, is verified by this 
fact * which being utterly false, did not indeed much humble the Author, 
but drew this just chastisement on the Bookseller 
169, 170 One on his manly confidence^ &c <A 11 i6i> 

I73» ^74 Sojove^s bright bow, ^c <A 11 165) 

1 81, 1 8a Solfam^d like thee, ©*c <A u 173) 

183 Thro* half the heavens, &c <An 175) 

187 the hgh'^wrought day <A n I79> 
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Now gentle toucnes wanton o’er his face^ 

He struts Adonis, and affects grimace 
RoUi the feather to his ear conveys. 

Then his nice taste directs our Operas 

Bentley his mouth with classic fiatt’ry opes, 205 

And the puff’d ofator bursts out m tropes 

But Welsted most the Poet’s heahng balm 

Strives to extract from liis soft, giving palm. 

Unlucky Welsted* thy unfeehng master. 

The more thou ticklest, gripes his fist the faster 210 

While thus each hand promotes the pleasing pain. 

And qmck sensations skip froAi vem to vem, 

A youth unknown to Phoebus, m despair. 

Puts his last refuge all m heav’n and pray’r 

What force have pious vows * The Queen of Love 215 

His sister sends, her vot’ress, from above 


203 Paolo Antonio Rolh <A 11 195) 

205 Bentley hts mouth, &c ] Not spoken of the famous Dr Richard 
Bentley but of one Thom Bentley, a small critic, who aped his uncle in 
a little Horace The great one was intended to be dedicated to the Lord 
Hallifax, but (on a change of the Ministry) was given to theEar^ of Oxford , 
for which reason the little one was dedicated to his son the Lord Harley 
A taste of this Classic Elocution may be seen in his following Panegyric on 
the Peace of Utrecht Cuptmus Patrem tuum, fulgentissimum illud Orbis 
Anghcam jubar adorare O ingens Reipubhcse nostrce columen f O for- 
iunatam tanto Heroe Bntanniam f Ilk tali tantoque viro 'D'EVMper Omnia 
adfuisse, manumque ejus &' mentem dirextsse, Certissimumest Hujus 
emm Unius ferme opera, sequissimis & perhonorificis conditionibus, 
diuturno, heu mmium f bello, finem impositum videmus O Diem ceterna 
memoi la digmssvmam ' qua terroi es Patrice omnes excidit, Pacemgwe dm 
exoptatam toil fere Europce restituit, tile Populi Anghcam Aiffor, Harleius 
Thus critically (that is \erbally) tianslated 

Thy Father that most refulgent star of the Anglican Orb, we much 
desire to adore ' Oh mighty Column of our Republic ' Oh Britain, fortunate 
in such an Hero ' That to such and so great a Man God was ever present, 
in every thing, and all along directed both his hand and his heart, is a Most 
Absolute Certainty ' For it is m a manner by the operation of this Man 
alone, that we behold a War (alas* how much too long an one*) brought 
at length to an end, on the most just and most honourable Conditions Oh 
Day eternally to be memorated* wherein All the Terrors of his Country 
were ended, and a Peace (long wish’d for by almost all Europe) was 
restored by Harley, the Love and Delight of the People of England 
But that this Gentleman can write in a different style, may be seen in a 
letter he printed to Mr Pope, wherein several Noble Lords are treated in 
a most extraordinary language particularly the Lord Bolingbroke abused 
for that \ery Peace which he here makes the single work of the Earl of 
Oxford, directed bv God Almighty 
207 Welsted <A 11 293'^ 

213 A youth unknown to Phoebus, ^c <A 11 205) 
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As taught by VenuSa Pans learnt the art 
To touch Achilles’ only tender part, 

Securca thro’ her, the noble prize to carrya 
He marches off, ius Grace’s Secretary 220 

‘Now turn to diff’rent sports (the Goddess cries) 

And learua my sons, the wond’ibus pow’r of Noise 

To move, to raisca to ravish ev’ry hearta 

With Sh^espear’s nature'^ or with Johnson’s art. 

Let others aim ’Tis yours to shake the soul 225 

With Thunder rumblmg from the mustard bowl. 

With horns and trumpets now to madness swell. 

Now sink m sorrows with a tollmg bell. 

Such happy arts attention can commanda 
When fancy flags, and sense is at a stand 230 

Improve we these Three Cat-calls be the bnbe 
Of him, whose chatt’rmg shames the Monkey tribe 
And his this Drum, whose hoarse heroic base 
Drowns the loud clarion of the braying Ass ’ 

Now thousand tongues are heard in one loud dm 235 
The Monkey-mimics rush discordant in, 

’Twas chatt’ringa grinnmga mouthing, jabb’rmg all, 

And Noise and Norton, Branglmg and Breval, 

Dennis and Dissonance, and captious Art, 

And Snip-snap short, and Interruption smart, 240 
And Demonstration thin, and Theses thick. 

And Major, Mmor, and Conclusion quick 
‘Hold (cry’d the Queen) a Cat-call each shall win. 

Equal your merits* equal is your dm* 

But that this well-disputed game may end, 245 

Sound forth my Biayers, and the welkm rend ’ 

As when the long-ear’d milky mothers wait 
At some sick miser’s triple-bolted gate, 

For their defrauded, absent foals they make 
A moan so loud, that all the guild awake, 250 

Sore sighs Sir Gilbert, starting at the bray, 

From dreams of millions, and three groats to pay 

223, 225 To move, to raise, &c <A u 215) 

226 With Thunder, &c <A 11 2i8> 

228 — with a tolling hell <A 11 220> 

231 Three Cat-calls <A 11 223) 

238 Norton\ See ver 417 — J Durant Breval, Author of a very extra- 
ordinary Book of Travels, and some Poems See before, Note on \ er 126 
<A 11 230) 

243 a Cat-call, <A u 233) 

247 As when the, <A n 239> 
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So swells each wmd-pipe. Ass intones to Ass, 

Harmonic twang’ of leather, hom^ and brass, 

Such as from lab’rmg lungs th* Enthusiast blows, 255 
High Sound, attempered to the vocal nose. 

Or such as bellow from the deep Divine, 

There Webster’ peal’d thy voice, and Whitfield’ thine 
But far o’er all, sonorous Blackmore’s strain. 

Walls, steeples, skies, bra} back to him agam 260 

In Tot’nam fields, the brethren, with amaze. 

Prick all their ears up, and forget to graze. 

Long Chanc’ry-lane retentive rolls the sound. 

And courts to courts return it r^imd and round, 

Thames wafts it thence to Rufus’ roarmg hall, 265 

And Htmgerford re-echoes bawl for bawl 
All hail him victor in both gifts of song, 

Who smgs so loudly, and who smgs so long 
This labour past, bv Bridewell all descend, 

(As mormng pray’r, and flagellation end) 270 

To where Fleet-ditch with disemboguing streams 
Rolls the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames, 

The Bang of dykes ’ than whom no sluice of mud 
With deeper sable blots the silver flood 
‘Here strip, my children’ here at once leap in, 275 

Here prove who best can dash thro’ thick and thin, 

And who the most in love of dirt excel. 

Or dark dexterity of groping well 

Who flings most filth, and wide pollutes around 

The stream, be his the Weekly Journals bound, 280 

A pig of lead to him who dives the best, 

A peck of coals a-piece shall glad the rest ’ 


2^8 Webster — and Whiijield\ The one the writer of a News paper 
called the Weekly Miscellany, the other a Field-preacher This thought 
the only means of advancing Christianity was by the New-birth of 
religious madness , That, by the old death of fire and faggot And there- 
fore they agree m this, though in no other earthly thing, to abuse all the 
sober Clergy 

260 bray back to him again <A 11 248) 

262 Prick all their ears up^ &c <A 11 250) 

263 Long Chanc ry~Lane <A 11 251) 

268 Who sings so loudly, &c <A 11 256> 

270 As morning prayer, &c <A 11 258) 

273 The King of dykes f &c <A 11 261) 

276, 277, 278 <A 11 264) 

280 the Weekly Journals <A 11 268) 

282 *A peck of coals a piece* <A 11 270) 



746 


POEMS 1730-1744 


In naked majesty Oldmxxon stands^ 

And Milo-like surveys his arms and hands. 

Then sighmg, thus, ‘And am I now three-score > 285 

Ah why, ye Gods ’ should two and two make four 
He said, and clim’d a stranded hghter’s height. 

Shot to the black abyss, and piuil^’d down-right 
The Semor's judgment ail the crowd admire. 

Who but to sink the deeper, rose the higher 290 

Next Smedley div’d, slow circles dimpled o’er 
The quakmg mud, that clos’d, and op’d no more 
All look, all sigh, and call on Smedley lost, 

Smedley in vam resounds thro’ ail the coast 
Then * essay’d, scarce vamsh’d out of sight, 29^ 

He buo} s up instant, and returns to light 
He bears no token of the sabler streams. 

And mounts far off among the Swans of Thames 
True to the bottom, see Concanen creep, 

A cold, long-wmded, native of the deep 300 

If perseverance gam the Diver’s prize. 

Not everlasting Blackmore this demes 
No noise, nor stir, no motion can’st thou make, 

Th’ unconscious stream sleeps o’er thee like a lake 
Ne\t plung’d a feeble, but a desp’rate pack, 305 

With each a sickly brother at his back 
Sons of a Day^ just buoyant on the flood, 

Then number’d with the puppies in the mud 

Ask ye their names ? I could as soon disclose 

The names of these bhnd puppies as of those 310 

Fast by, hke Niobe (her children gone) 


283 Mr JohnOldmivon \oI 11 p 303 ^Au 199) 

In his Essay on Criticism death <A ii 199) 

He IS here likened to Milo Lord Rose <A ii 27i> 

291 Smedley] The person here mentioned in octavo, 1728 <A 11 
279 > 

293 and call on Smedley lost &c <A ii 28i> 

295 Then * essayed <See A 11 283K > 

299 Cowranew] Matthew Concanen, an Irishman, bred to the 
law Smedley (one of his brethren in enmity to Swift) in his Meta- 
morphosis of Scriblerus, p 7 accuses him of ‘having boasted 
Jamaica <A 11 130) 

302 Not everlasting Blackmore <A u 290) 

306, 307 With each a sickly brother, ^c ] These were daily Papers a 
number of which, to lessen the expence, were printed one on the back 
of another 

31 1 hke Ntobe] See the story m Ovid, Met vu where the miserable 
Petrefaction of this old Lady is pathetically described 
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Sits Mother Osborne, stupify’d to stone ^ 

And Monumental Brass this record bears, 

‘These are, — ah no’ these were, the Gazetteers’’ 

Not so bold Arnall, with a weight of skull, 315 

Furious he dives, precipitately dull 

312 Osborn^ A name assumed by the eldest and gravest of these 
writers \\ ho at last being ashamec? of his Pupils, gave his paper over and 
in his age remained silent < James Pitt, ‘formerly a country School- 
Master, conducted the London Journal under the Name of Fr Osborne, 
which the Country Writers, from the Heavmess of the Style, converted 
into Mother Osborne *> 

314 Gazetteers] We ought not to suppress that a modem Critic here 
taxeth the Poet with an Anachronism, affirming these Gazetteers not to 
have li\ ed within the time of his poem, and challenging us to produce anv 
such paper of that date But we may with equal assurance assert, these 
Gazetteers not to have lived since, and challenge all the learned world to 
produce one such paper at this day Surely therefore, where the point is 
so obscure, our author ought not to be censured too rashly ScRiBL 

Notwithstanding this affected ignorance of the good Scriblerus, the 
Daily Gazetteer was a title given very properly to certam papers, each of 
which lasted but a day Into this, as a common sink, was received all the 
trash, which hnd been before dispersed in several Journals and circulated 
at the public expence of the nation The authors were the same obscure 
men, though sometimes relieved by occasional essays from Statesmen 
Courtiers, Bishops Deans, and Doctors The meaner sort we'Je rewarded 
with Money, others with Places or Benefices, from an hundred to a 
thousand a year It appears from the Report of the Secret Committee for 
enquiring into the Conduct of R Earl of O (.Robert Earl of Oxford} ‘That 
no less than fifty-thousand, seventy-seven pounds, eighteen shillings were 
paid to Authors and Printers of News papers, such as Free-Bntons, Daily- 
Courants Corn-Cutter^s Journals, Gazetteers, and other political papers, 
between Feb 10, 1731 and Feb 10, 1741 ’ Which shews the Benevolence 
of One Minister to have expended, for the current dulness of ten years in 
Britain, double the sum which gained Louis XIV so muck honour, m 
annual Pensions to Learned men all over Europe In which, and in a much 
longer time, not a Pension at Court, nor Preferment m the Church or 
Universities, of any Consideration, w as bestowed on any man distinguished 
for his Learning separately from Party-merit, or Pamphlet-writing 

It IS worth a reflection, that of all the Panegyrics bestowed by these 
w riters on this great Minister, not one is at this day extant or remembred , 
nor even so much credit done to his Personal character by all they have 
written, as by one short occasional compliment of our Author 
Seen him I have, hut in his happier hour 
Of social pleasure, ill exchang'd for Pow’r’ 

Seen him, uncumber'd by the Venal Tribe, 

Smile without Art, and win without a Bribe 
(Epilogue to the Satires, 1 29-32 > 

315 Amall] William Arnall, bred an Attorney, was a perfect 
Genius in his sort of work He began under twenty with furious Party- 
papers, then succeeded Concanen in the British Journal At the first 
publication of the Dunciad, he prevailed on the Author not to give him 
his due place in it, by a letter professing his detestation of such practices 
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Whirlpools and storms his circhng arm invest. 

With all the ixught of gravitation blest 
No crab more active m the dirty dance. 

Downward to climb, and backward to advance 320 

He brings up half the bottom on his head, 

And loudly claims the Journals and the Lead 
The pltmgmg Prelate, and his ponderous Grace, 

With holy envy gave one Layman place 

When lo ^ a burst of thunder shook the flood 325 

Slow rose a form, in majesty of Mud, 

Snakmg the horrors of his sable brows, 

And each ferocious feature grim with ooze 
Greater he looks, and more than mortal stares 
Then thus the wonders of the deep declares 330 

First he relates, how sinking to the chin, 

Smit with his mien, the Mud-nymphs suck’d him m 
How young Lutetia, softer than the down, 

Nignna black, and Merdamante brown, 

Vy’d for his love m jetty bow’rs below, 335 

As Hylas fair was ravish’d long ago 
Then sung, how shown him by the Nut-brown maids 
A branch of Styx here rises from the Shaaes, 

That tmctur’d as it runs with Lethe’s streams, 

And wafting Vapours from the Land of dreams, 340 

(As under seas Alphasus’ secret sluice 
Bears Pisa’s off’rmgs to his Arethuse) 

Pours into Thames and hence the mingled wave 
Intoxicates the pert, and lulls the grave 


as his Predecessor’s But since, by the most unexampled insolence, and 
personal abuse of several great men, the Poet s particular friends, he most 
amplv deserved a niche in the Temple of Infamy Witness a paper, called 
the Free Briton, a Dedication intituled To the Genuine Blunderer, 1732, 
and many others He writ for hire, and valued himself upon it, not indeed 
without cause, it appearing by the aforesaid Report, that he received 
‘for Free Britons, and other wntings, in the space of four years, no less 
than ten thousand nine hundred and ninety-seven pounds, six shillings, and 
eight pence, out of the Treasury ’ 

323 The plunging Prelate, &c <Sir Robert Walpole used to relate an 
anecdote of Sherlock, Bishop of London, who was his contemporary at 
Eton, ‘that when some of the Scholars, going to bathe in the Thames 
stood shivering on the Bank, Sherlock plunged in immediately over his 
head and ears’ By ‘his pond’rous Grace’, Pope most probably intended 
John Potter (1674^-1747), Archbishop of Canterbury > 

329 Greater he looks, &c <A 11 305> 

336 As Hylas fair <A 11 312) 

338 A branch of Styx, Sfc <A ii 314) 
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Here brisker vapours o’er the Temple creep. 

There, all from Paul’s to Aldgate drink and sleep 
Thence to the banks where rev’rend Bards repose, 

They led him soft, each rev’rend Bard arose. 

And Miibourn chief, deputed by the rest, 

Gave him the cassbck, surcingle, and vest 350 

‘Receive (he said) these ^obes which once were mme, 

DulnesS is sacred m a sound divme ’ 

He ceas’d, and spread the robe, the crowd confess 
The rev’rend Flamen in his lengthen’d dress 
Around him wide a sable Army stand, 355 

A low-born, cell-bred, selfish, Servile band. 

Prompt or to guard or stab, to samt or damn, 

Heav’n’s Swiss, who fight for any God, or Man 

Thro’ Lud’s fam’d gates, along the well-known Fleet 
Rolls the black troop, and overshades the street, 3^0 

’Till show’rs of Sermons, Characters, Essays, 

In circhng fleeces whiten all the ways 
So clouds replemsh’d from some bog below, 

Moimt m dark volumes, and descend m snow 

Here stopt the Goddess, and m pomp proclaims 3^5 

A gentler exerase to close the games 

‘Ye Critics^ m whose heads, as equal scales, 

I weigh what author’s heavmess prevails, 

Which most conduce to sooth the soul in slumbers, 

H — ley’s periods, or my Blackmore’s numbers, 37^ 
Attend the trial we propose to make 
If there be man, who o’er such works can wake. 

Sleep’s all-subduing charms who dares defy. 

And boasts Ulysses’ ear with Argus’ eye. 

To him we grant our amplest pow’rs to sit 375 

Judge of all present, past, and future wit. 

To cavil, censure, dictate, right or wrong. 

Full and eternal privilege of tongue * 

Three College Sophs, and three pert Templars came, 
The same their talents, and their tastes the same, 380 


347 Thence to the hanks &c < A 11 321 > 

349 Miibourn <A 11 325) , , , 

cell-bred <1 e bred m ignorance of the world) 

357 to saint <to canonize, endow with saintly attributes) 

358 Swiss <The Swiss mercenary soldiers, and hence, a term of ^n- 

tempt for a hireUng supporter Pope see^ BW Herie?T 

ticularly here of the clerical journalists, such as Hoadly, Bland, tieniey ^ 

3 59 Lud’s Jam’d gates 374 <A ii 342> 

380, 381 The same their talents, &c <A ii 34^) 
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Each prompt to query, answer, and debate, 

And smit with love of Poesy and Prate 
The ponderous books two gentle readers brmg. 

The heroes sit, the vulgar form a rmg 

The clamorous crowd is hush’d with mugs of Mum, 385 

’Till all tun’d equal, send a gen’r§l hum 

Then mount the Clerks, and in one lazy tone 

Thro’ the long, heavy, painful page drawl on, 

Soft creepmg, words on words, the sense compose. 

At ev’ry hne they stretch, they yawn, they doze 390 

As to soft gales top-heavy pines bow low 
Their heads, and lifrthem as they cease to blow 
Thus oft they rear, and oft the head declme. 

As breathe, or pause, by fits, the airs divine 

And now to this side, now to that they nod, 395 

As verse, or prose, infuse the drowzy God 

Thrice Budgel aim’d to speak, but thrice supprest 

By potent Arthur, knock’d his chm and breast 

Toland and Tindal, prompt at priests to jeer. 

Yet silent bowl’d to Christ’s No kmgdom here 400 

Who sate the nearest, by the words o’ercome, 

Skpt first, the distant nodded to the hum 

Then down are roll’d the books, stretch’d o’er ’em hes 

Each gentle clerk, and mutt’ring seals his eyes 

As w^hat a Dutchman plumps into the lakes, 405 

One circle first, and then a second makes, 

What Dulness dropt among her sons imprest 
Like motion from one circle to the rest. 

So from the mid-most the nutation spreads 

Round and more round, o’er all the sea of heads 410 

At last Centlivre felt her voice to fail, 

Motteux himself unfimsh’d left his tale, 

Boyer the State, and Law the Stage gave o’er. 


382 4 .nd smit with love, &c <A n 350) 

384 The heroes sit, &c <A 11 352) 

388 Thro* the long, heavy, painful page, <A u 356> 

397 Thnce Budgel atm*d to speak <A 11 365> 

399 Toland and Tindal\ Two persons, not so happy as to be obscure, 
who writ against the Religion of their Country <Cf A u 367 > 

400 Christ* s No kingdom, ] This is said by Curl, Ke^ to Dune to 

allude to a sermon of a reverend Bishop <Cf A 11 368 > 

410, 0 *er all the sea of heads <A 11 378) 

41 1 Centlivre <A n 379) 

413 Boyer the State, and Law the Stage gave o*er \Aii -iSi) 
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Morgan and Mandevil could prate no morcj 
Norton, from Daniel and Ostroea sprung, 4^5 

Blessed with his father’s front, and mother’s tongue, 

Htmg silent down his never-blushmg head. 

And all was hush’d, as Folly’s self lay dead 
Thus the so% gifts of Sleep conclude the day. 

And stretch’d on bulks, as usual. Poets lay 420 

Why should I sing vvhat bards the mghtly Muse 
Did slumb’rmg visit, and convey to stews. 

Who prouder march’d, with magistrates m state, 

To some fam’d round-house, ever open gate^ 

How Henley lay mspir’d baside a sink, 4^5 

%id to mere mortals seem’d a Priest in drink 
While others, timely, to the neighb’rmg Fleet 
(Haimt of the Muses) made their safe retreat 

414 Morgan\ A writer against Religion, distinguished no otherwise 
from the rabble of his tribe than by the pompousness of his Title, for 
having stolen his Morality from Tindal, and his Philosophy from Spinoza, 
he calls himseJf, by the courtesy of England, a Moral Philosopher W 

Ibid Mandeztl] This writer, who prided himself as much in the reputa- 
tion of an Immoral Philosopher, was author of a famous book called the 
Fable of the Bees <1714, 1729), which may seem written to prove, that 
Moral Virtue is the invention of knaves, and Christian Virtues the imposi- 
tion of fools, and that Vice is necessary, and alone sufficient to render 
Society flourishing and happy W 

41 5 Nortori[ Norton De Foe his name <A 11 383> 

418 And all was husKd, <A. 11 386) ^ 

426 And to mere mortals, c ] This line presents to cause scandal 

ScRiBL <A 11393) 

427 Fleet \ 11 395) 

The End of the Second Book 


argument to book the third 

After the other persons are disposed in their proper places of rest^ the 
Goddess transports the King to her Temple^ and there lays him to 
slumber with his head on her lap, a position of marvellous virtue, 
which causes all the Visions of wild enthusiasts, projectors, politicians, 
namoratos, castle-builders, chemists, and poets He is immediately 
cat ned on the wings of Fancy, and led by a mad Poetical Sibyl, to 
the Ely Sian shade, where, on the banks 0/ Lethe, the souls of the dull 
are dipped by Bavius, before then entrance into this world There he 
IS met by the ghost of Settle, and by him made acquainted with the 
wonders of the place, and with those which he himself is destined to 
perfot m He takes him to a Mount of Vision, /rom whence he shews 
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him the past triumphs of the Empire of Dulness, then the present:, and 
lastly the future how small a part of the world was ever conquered 
by Science^ how soon those conquests were stopped^ and those very 
nations again reduced to hei dominion Theft distinguishing the 
Island of Great-Bntain, shews by what aids^ by what persons^ and 
bv what degrees it shall be bi ought to her Empire Some of the per^- 
sons he causes to pass in review before his eyes, describing each by 
his proper figure^ character^ and Qualifications On a sudden the 
Scene shifts^ and a vast number of miracles and prodigies appear ^ 
utterly surprising and unknown to the King himself, hill they aie 
explained to be the wonders of his own reign now commencing On 
this Subject Settle breaks into a congi atulation, yet not unmixed 
with concern, that his own times were but the types of the^e He 
prophesies how first the nation shall be over-run with Farces, 
Operas, and Shows, how the throne of Dulness shall be advanced 
over the Theatres, and set up even at Court then how her Sons 
shall preside in the seats 0/ Arts and Sciences giving a glimpse, or 
Pisgah-sight of the future Fulness of her Glory, the accomplishment 
whereof is the subject of the fourth and last book 


But m her Temple’s last recess inclos’d, 

OnlDulness’ lap th’ Anointed head repos’d 
Him close the curtains roimd with Vapours blue. 

And soft besprinkles with Cimmerian dew 

Then raptures high the seat of Sense o’erfiow, 5 

Which only heads refin’d from Reason know 

Hence, from the straw where Bedlam’s Prophet nods, 

He hears loud Oracles, and talks with Gods 
Hen#e the Fool’s Paradise, the Statesman’s Scheme, 

The air-bmlt Castle, and the golden Dream, 10 

The Maid’s romantic wish, the Chemist’s flame. 

And Poet’s vision of eternal Fame 
And now, on Fancy’s easy wing convey’d. 

The King descending, views th’ Elysian Shade 
A shp-shod Sibyl led his steps along, 15 

In lofty madness mediatmg song. 

Her tresses staring from Poetic dreams. 

And never wash’d, but m Castaha’s streams 
Taylor, their better Charon, lends an oar, 

5, 6, &c <A m 5, 6> 

How much the good Scnblerus was mistaken, may be seen from the 
Fourth book, which, it is plain from hence, he had never seen Bent 
7, 8 Hence, from the straw, &c <A iii 8> 

19 Taylor <A u 



THE DUNCIAD BOOK III 


753 

20 


(Once swan of Thames, tho’ now he smgs no more ) 
Benlowes, propitious still to blockheads, bows. 

And Shadwell nods the Poppy on his brows 
Here, in a dusky vale where Lethe rolls, 

Old Bavius sits, to dip poetic souls. 

And blunt the sense, and fit it for a skull 25 

Of sohd proof, impenetrably dull 

Instant, when dipt, away they wmg their flight. 

Where Brown and Meats unbar the gates of Light, 

Demand new bodies, and in Calf’s array. 

Rush to the world, impatient for the day 30 

Milhons and millions on these iDanks he views. 

Thick as the stars of mght, or mommg dews, 

As tluck as bees o’er vernal blossoms fly. 

As thick as eggs at Ward in Pillory 

Wond’nng he gaz’d When lo* a Sage appears, 35 

By his broad shoulders known, and length of ears. 

Known by the band and smt which Settle wore 
(His only suit) for twice three years before 
All as the vest, appear’d the wearer’s frame. 

Old in new state, another yet the same 40 

Bland and familiar as in life, begun 


21 Benl0iA.es] A country gentleman famous for his own bad Poetrv, 
and for patronizing bad Poets, as may be seen from many Dedications of 
Quarles and others to him Some of these anagram’d his name, Benlowes 
into Benevolus to verify which, he spent his whole estate upon them 
*^(1602-76), author of Theophtla^ or Love s Sacrifice and other works > 

22 Shadwell <A 11 324') 

23 Here in a dusky vale, &c <A 111 I 5 > 

24 Old Bavius ^tts \A m 16} r , j /a 

24 Old Baziiis sits] Bavius the gentlemen of the Dunciad <:a 


, --The 


in i6^ r ^ . V 

2S unbar the gates of Light <A 111 20> 

2S Brown and Mears] Booksellers, Printers for any body 
allegory intelligible <A 111 20> ^ ^ x 

31, 32 Millions and nnlhons — Thick as the stars, ^c <A in 23) 

34’ Ward m Pillory <A 111 26) 

36 and length of ears < A 111 28> 

Settle] Elkanah Settle was once a Writer in vogue, as well as Cibber, 
both for Dramatic Poetry and Politics Mr Dennis tells us that he was a 
formidable rival to Mr Dryden, and that in the Uniyersi^ of Cambridge 
there were those who gave him the prefetence Mr Welsted goes yet 
farther in his behalf ‘Poor Settle was formerly the f 

Dryden , nay, for many years, bore his reputetion above him Pref to his 
P^ms, 8vo p 31 And Mr Milboum cried out, How little was Dr^en 
able, even when his blood run high, to defend himself against Mr Se^e 
Notes on Dryd Virg p I 7 S These are comfortable opinions' and no 

wonder some authors indulge them 

He was author or publisher Rem on Horn <,A 1 00} 
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Thus the great Father to the greater Son 
‘Oh bom to see what none can see awake ' 

Behold the wonders of th’ obhvious Lake 

Thou, yet unborn, hast touch’d this sacred shore, 45 

The hand of Bavius drench’d thee o’er and o’er 

But blind to former as to future fdte. 

What mortal knows his pre-existent state ^ 

Who knows how long thy transmigrating soul 

Might from Boeotian to Boeotian roll ^ 50 

How many Dutchmen she vouchsaf’d to thrid ^ 

How many stages thro’ old Monks she rid ^ 

And all who smce, irf mild bemghted da>s. 

Mix’d the Owl’s ivy with the Poet’s bays ^ 

As man’s Maeanders to the vital spring 55 

Roll all their tides, then back their circles bring. 

Or whirhgigs, twirl’d round by skilful swam. 

Suck the thread in, then yield it out again 
All nonsense thus, of old or modem date. 

Shall m thee centre, from thee circulate 60 

For this, our Queen unfolds to vision tme 

Thy mental eye, for thou hast much to view 

OM scenes of glory, times long cast behind 

Shall, first recall’d, rush forward to thy mind 

Then stretch thy sight o’er all her rising reign, 65 

And let the past and future fire thy brain 

‘Ascend this hill, whose cloudy point commands 
Her boundless empire over seas and lands 
See, round the Poles where keener spangles shine, 

Wl^ere spices smoke beneath the burnmg Line, 70 

(Earth’s wide extremes) her sable flag display’d, 

And all the nations cover’d in her shade * 

‘Far eastward cast thine eye, from whence the Sun 
And orient Science their bright course begun 
One god-like Monarch all that pnde confounds, 75 

He, whose long wall the wand’rmg Tartar bounds, 
Heav’ns’ what a pile* whole ages perish there, 

50 Might fiom Boeotian, &fc ] Boeotia lay under the ridicule of the Wits 
formerly, as Ireland does now, tho’ it produced one of the greatest Poets 
and one of the greatest Generals of Greece 

Bceotum crasso jurares aere natum 
Horat 

54 Mix*d the OwVs ivy <A m 46) 

61, 6a For this, our Queen, &c <A ui 53) 

69 See, round the Poles, <A 111 61, 6a> 

73 <Aui65> 75 <A 11169) 
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And one bright blaze turns Learning into air 
‘Thence to the south extend thy gladden’d eyes. 

There rival flames with equal glory rise, 8o 

From shelves to shelves see greedy Vulcan roll. 

And hck up all their Physic of the Soul 
‘How httle, nfark* that portion of the ball. 

Where, famt at best, the beams of Science fall 

Soon as they dawn, frim Hyperborean skies 85 

Embody’ d dark, what clouds of Vandals rise^ 

Lo’ where Mseotis sleeps, and hardly flows 
The freezmg Tanais thro’ a waste of snows. 

The North by myriads pours her mighty sons. 

Great nurse of Goths, of Alans, and of Huns’ 90 

See Alaric’s stern port’ the martial frame 
Of Genseric’ and Attila’s dread name’ 

See the bold Ostrogoths on Latium fall. 

See the fierce Visigoths on Spam and Gaul’ 

See, where the mornmg gilds the palmy shore 95 

(The soil that arts and infant letters bore) 

His conqu’nng tribes th’ Arabian prophet draws. 

And savmg Ignorance enthrones by Laws 
See Christians, Jews, one heavy sabbath keep, > 

And all the western world beheve and sleep 100 

‘Lo ’ Rome herself, proud mistress now no more 
Of arts, but thund’rmg agamst heathen lore. 

Her grey-hair’d Synods damning books unread, 

And Bacon trembhng for his brazen head 

Padua, with sighs, beholds her Livy bum, 105 

And ev’n th’ Anupodes Vigihus mourn 

See, the Cirque falls, th’ unpiUar’d Temple nods. 

Streets pav’d with Heroes, Tyber choak’d with Gods 
’ Till Peter’s keys some christ’ned Jove adorn. 

And Pan to Moses lends his pagan horn. 

See graceless Venus to a Virgm turn’d. 

Or Phidias broken, and Apelles bum’d 

‘Behold yon’ Isle, by Palmers, Pilgrims trod. 

Men bearded, bald, cowl’d, uncowl’d, shod, unshod. 
Peel’d, patch’d, and pyebald, linsey-wolsey brothers. 
Grave Mummers ’ sleeveless some, and shirtless others 
That once was Britam— Happy’ had she seen 

81,82 <Aui 73, 74> 96 <Aiu88> 

X02 thundWmg agamst heathen lore <A 111 94> 

109 ^Ttll Peter* s keySy &c <A m ioi> 

1 17, 1 18 Happy f — had Easter never been f <A xii i io> 
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No fiercer sons, had Easter never been 
In peaccj great Goddess, ever be ador’d. 

How keen the war, if Duiness draw the sword ^ 120 

Thus visit not thy own’ on this biest age 
Oh spread thy Influence, but restrain thy Rage 
‘And see, my son’ the hour is on Its way. 

That hfts our Goddess to imperial sway. 

This fav’nte Isle, long sever’d from her reign, 125 

Dove-hke, she gathers to her wings again 

Now look thro’ Fate’ behold the scene she draws’ 

What aids, what armies to assert her cause ’ 

See all her progeny, iHifstrious sight’ 

Behold, and count them, as they rise to light 130 

As Berecynthia, while her offsprmg vye 
In homage to the Mother of the sky. 

Surveys around her, m the blest abode, 

An hundred sons, and ev’ry son a God 

Not with less glory mighty Duiness crown d, 135 

Shall take thro’ Grub-street her triumphant round. 

And her Parnassus glancing o’er at once. 

Behold an himdred sons, and each a Dunce 

‘Mcirk first that Youth who takes the foremost place, 

And thrusts his person full into vour face 140 

With all tliy Father’s virtues blest, be bom’ 

And a new Cibber shall the stage adorn 
‘A second see, by meeker manners known, 

And modest as the maid that sips alone, 

From the strong fate of drams if thou get free, 145 

Another Durfey, Ward’ shall sing in thee 

Thee shall each ale-house, thee each gill-house mourn. 

And answ’rmg gm-shops sowrer sighs return 


126 Dove-hke f she gathers] This is fulfilled in the fourth book 
127, 129 Now look thro* Fate^ <A in ii9> 

1 31 As Berecynthia, &c <A 111 123) 

139 Mark first that Youth, &c <A 111 I3i> 

1 41 With all thy Father's virtues, ] A manner of expression 
Ed IV <Aiui33> 

It was very natural to shew to the Hero, before all others, his own Son, 
who had already begun to emulate him m his theatrical, poetical, and even 
political capacities By the attitude in which he here presents himself, the 
reader may be cautioned against ascribing wholly to the Father the merit 
of the epithet Ctbbertan, which is equally to be understood with an eye to 
the Son 

145 From the strong fate of drams <A 111 137) 

147 Thee shall each ale-house, <A 111 139) 
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‘Jacob, the scourge of Grammar, mark with awe. 

Nor less revere him, blunderbuss of Law 150 

Lo P — p — le’s brow, tremendous to the town, 

Horneck’s fierce eye, and Roome’s funereal Frown 
Lo sneering Goode, half malice and half whim, 

A Fiend m glee, Ridiculously grim 

Each Cygnet sweet of Bath and Tunbndge race, 155 

Whose tuneful whistlm^ makes the waters pass 
Each Songster, Riddler, ev'ry nameless name. 

All crowd, who foremost shall be damn’d to Fame 
Some stram m rhyme, the Muses, on their racks. 

Scream like the wmdmg of tea thousand jacks 160 

Some free from rhyme or reason, rule or check, 

Break Priscian’s head, and Pegasus’s neck, 

Down, down they larum, with impetuous whirl. 

The Pindars, and the Miltons of a Curl 

‘Silence, ye Wolves ’ while Ralph to Cynthia howls, 165 
And makes Night hideous — ^Answer him, ye Owls* 

‘Sense, speech, and measure, hvmg tongues and dead. 

Let all give way — and Morns may be read 
‘Flow Welsted, flow* like thme mspirer. Beer, 

Tho’ stale, not ripe, tho’ thm, yet never clear, ^ 170 

149 Jacob <A 111 I49> 

149, 150 Ihere may seem some error Chanty <As in ‘Errata’, 
P 429 > 

150 <A 111 150) 

152 Horneck and Roome] These two were virulent Party-writers, 
V orthily coupled together, and one would think prophetically, since after 
the publishing of this piece the former dying, the latter succeeded him in 
Honour and Employment The first was Philip Horneck, Author of a 
Billingsgite paper call’d The High German Doctor Edwai’fl Roome was 
son ot an Undertaker for Funerals in Fleetstreet, and writ some of the 
papers c ill’d Pasquin, where by malicious Innuendos he endeavoured to 
represent our A.uthor guilty of malevolent practices with a great man then 
under prosecution of Parliament P<opp>le was the author of some vile 
Plays and Pamphlets He published abuses on our author in a Paper called 
the Prompter <Ci A 111 146 > 

153 Goode <A 111 I47> 

1 56 Whose tuneful whistling makes the waters pass] There were several 
successions of these sort of minor poets, at Tunbridge, Bath, &c singmg 
the praise of the Annuals flourishing for that season , whose names indeed 
would be nameless, and therefore the Poet slurs them over with others 
in general 

165 Ralph] James Ralph Sept 1728 <A lu 159) He ended at 
last a small pittance for pay <A 111 I59> 

168 Morris] Besaleeh see Book 2 <126) 

169 Flow Welsted f flow ^ &c <(A 111 163^ 

169 Welsted, £fe] Of this Author pag 23, 24 <A 111 i63> 
It should not be forgot to his honour that he received at one time the sum 
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So sweetly mawkish^ and so smoothly dull. 

Heady, not strong, o’erfiowing, tho’ not full 
‘Ah Dennis’ Gildon ah’ what ill-starr’d rage 
Divides a friendship long confirm’d by age ^ 

Blockheads with reason wicked wits abhor. 

But fool with fool is barb’rous c^vil war 
Embrace, embrace my sons’ be foes no more’ 

Nor glad vile Poets with frue Critic’s gore 
‘Behold yon Pair, in strict embraces join’d, 

How like m manners, and how hke in mind ’ 

Equal in wit, and equally polite. 

Shall this a Pasquin^ that a Grumbler write. 

Like are their merits, like rewards they share. 

That shines a consul, this Commissioner ’ 

‘But who IS he, m closet close y-pent. 

Of sober face, with learned dust besprent ?* 

‘Right well mme eyes arede the myster wight. 

On parchment scraps y-fed, and Wormius hight 
To future ages may thy dulness last. 

As thou preserv’st the dulness of the past’ 190 

‘There, dim m clouds, the poring Schohasts mark, 
Wits, who like owls, see only m the dark, 

of 500 pounds for secret service, among the other excellent authors hired 
to write anonymously for the Ministry See Report of the Secret Com- 
mittee, &c m 1742 

173 Ah Dettnts, The reader at this time <A lu 167) By his 
own account of himself in Mr Jacob s Lives ^ he must have been above 
threescore, and happily lived man> > ears after So that he was senior to 
Mr Dutfey^ who hitherto of all our Poets enjoy’d the longest Bodily life 
<Cf A 11 27SVi > 

177 Embrace f embrace my sons^ <A 111 I7i> 

179 Behold yon Pair &c <A lu 173) 

179 Behold yon Pair, &c] One of these 1715 <A 111 175) 

Of the other works of these Gentlemen the world has heard no more, 
than It would of Mr Pope’s, had their united laudable endeavours dis- 
courag d him from pursuing his studies Cradle? C <A 111 I75> 

After many Editions of this poem, the Author thought fit to omit the 
names of these two persons, whose injurv to him was of so old a date In 
the verses he omitted, it was said that one of them had a pious passion for 
the other It was a literal translation of Virgil, Nisus amoi e pio puert — and 
there, as in the original, applied to Friendship That between Nisus 
Gentleman together <A 111 I76> 

184 That shines a Consul, this Commissioner] Such places were gi\en 
at this time to such sort of Writers 

185 But who IS he, &c <A 111 i8i> 

187 arede <A 111 183) Ibid myster wight <A 111 183) 

188 Wormius hight <A 111 i84> 188 htght <A 111 184) 

192 Wits, who, hke owls, &c <A iii i88> 


175 


180 


185 
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\ Lumberhouse of books in e\’ry head. 

For ever reading, never to be read* 

But, where each Science hfts its modern type, 195 
Hist’ry her Pot, Divimty his Pipe, 

While proud Philosophy repines to show. 

Dishonest sight* his breeches rent below, 

Imbrowhd with native bronze, io* Henley stands, 

Tumng his voice, and balancing his hands 200 

How fluent nonsense trickles from his tongue* 

How s^veet the periods, neither said, nor sung* 

Still break the benches, Henley* with thy strain. 

While Sherlock, Hare, and Gibson preach m vain 
Oh great Restorer of the good old Stage, 205 

Preacher at once, and Zany of thy age* 

Oh worthy thou of ^Egypt’s wise abodes, 

A decent priest, where monkeys were the gods* 

But fate with butchers plac’d thy priestly stall. 

Meek modem faith to murder, hack, and mawl, 210 
And bade thee live, to crown Bntanma’s praise. 

In Toland’s, Tmdal’s, and m Woolston’s days 
‘Yet oh, my sons* a father’s words attend 
(So may the fates preserve the ears you lend^ 

’Tis yours, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 215 

A Newton’s gemus, or a Milton’s flame 
But oh * with One, immortal one dispense, 

The source of Newton’s Light, of Bacon’s Sense* 

Content, each Emanation of his fires 

That beams on earth, each Virtue he mspires, 220 

Each Art he prompts, each Charm he can create, 

Whatc’er he gives, are giv’n for you to hate 

Persist, by ail divme in Man unaw’d, 

But, “Learn, ye Dunces * not to scorn your God ” ’ 
Thus he, for then a ray of Reason stole 225 

Half thro’ the solid darkness of his soul. 

But soon the cloud return’d — and thus the Sire 
‘See now, what Dulness and her sons admire* 


199 lo f Henley stands J Henley the Orator faciam<Aiii 
i9S> This man had an hundred pounds a year given him for the secret 
service of a weekly paper of imintelhgible nonsense, called the Hyp- 


204 She} lock. Hare, Gtbson\ Bishops of Salisbury, Chichester, 
London 

212 < i \ 111 208> ^ « y X V 

224 But, Learn, ye Dunces ^ not to scorn your God \A 111 222> 
Ibid not to scorn your God'] See this subject pursued in Book 4 


and 
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See what the charms, that smite the simple heart 
Not touch’d by Nature, and not reach’d by Art ’ 230 

His never-blushing head he turn’d aside, 

(Not half so pleas’d when Goodman prophesy’ d) 

And look’d, and saw a sable Sorc’rer rise. 

Swift to whose hand a wmged volulne flies 

All sudden, Gorgons hiss, and Dragons glare, 235 

And ten-horn’d fiends and Cjiants rush to war 

Hell rises, Heav’n descends, and dance on Earth 

Gods, imps, and monsters, music, rage, and mirtii, 

A fire, a jigg, a batde, and a ball, 

’Till one wide conflagration swallov/s all 240 

Thence a new world to Nature’s laws unknown, 

Breaks out refulgent, with a heav’n its own 
Another Cynthia her new journey runs, 

And other planets circle other suns 

The forests dance, the nvers upward rise, 245 

Whales sport m woods, and dolphms in the skies. 

And last, to give the whole creation grace, 

Lo ^ one vast Egg produces human race 
Joy fills his soul, joy innocent of thought, 

‘Whfiit pow’r, he cries, what pow’r these tvonders 250 
wrought ?’ 

‘Son, what thou seek’st is m thee^ Look, and find 
Each Monster meets his likeness in thy nund 
Yet would’ st thou more? In yonder cloud behold, 

Whose sarsenet skuts are edg’d with flamy gold, 

A matchless Youth* his nod these worlds controuls, 255 
Wm^ the red lightning, and the thunder rolls 
AngdL of Dulness, sent to scatter round 
Her magic charms o’er all unclassic ground 


232 (Not half so pleased when Goodniari prophesy d)] Mr Cibber tells 
us, in his Life, p 149 that Goodman being at the rehearsal of a play, in 
which he had a part, clapped him on the shoulder, and cried, ‘If he does 
not make a good actor I’ll be d — d — ‘And (says Mr Cibber) I make it 
a question whether Alexander himself, or Charles the twelfth of Sweden 
when at the head of their first victorious armies, could feel a greater 
transport m their bosoms than I did in mine ’ 

237 Hell riseSf <A lu 233) 

244 And other planets <A iii 240) 

246 Whales sport in woodSy <A ui 242> 

248 Lo f one vast Egg <A 111 244> 

251 Son, what thou seekst, <A in 247) 

256 Wings the red light mug, <A ni 252) 

258 — o'er all tmclasstc ground <A in 254) 
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Yon starsa yon sunsj he rears at pleasure higher. 

Illumes their hght, and sets their flames on fire 260 
Immortal Rich< how calm he sits at ease 
"Mid snows of paper, and fierce hail of pease. 

And proud his Mistress’ orders to perform. 

Rides m the wihrlwmd, and directs the storm 

‘But lo ’ to dark encounter in mid air 265 

New wizards rise, I see my Qbber there ^ 

Booth in his cloudy tabernacle shrm’d. 

On grmnmg dragons thou shalt mount the wind 
Dire IS the conflict, dismal is the dm. 

Here shouts all Drury, ther^ all Lincoln’ s~inn, 270 
Contendmg Theatres our empire raise. 

Alike their labours, and alike their praise 

‘And are these wonders. Son, to thee unknown ^ 
Unknown to thee ^ These wonders are thy own 
These Fate reserv’d to grace thy reign divme, 275 

Foreseen by me, but ah’ with-held from mme 
In Lud’s old walls tho’ long I rul’d, renown’d 
Far as loud Bow’s stupendous bells resound, 

Tho’ my own Aldermen confer’d the bays. 

To me committing their eternal praise, 280 

Their full-fed Heroes, their pacific May’rs, 

Their annual trophies, and their monthly wars 


261 Immortal Rich ' <A 111 257) 

266 I see tny Cibber there '] The history of the foregoing absurdities is 
\erified by himself, in these words (Life, chap, xv ) ‘Then sprung forth 
that succession of monstrous medleys that have so long infested the stage, 
^^hlch irose upon one another alternately at both houses, o'Jlt-vymg each 
other m cxpenct ’ He then proceeds to excuse his own part in them, as 
follows ‘If I am asked why I assented’^ I have no better excuse for my 
error than to confess I did it against my conscience, and had not virtue 
enough to starve Had Henry IV of France a better for changing his 
Religion ^ I was still in my heart, as much as he could be, on the side of 
Truth and Sense, but with this difference, that I had their leave to quit 
them when they could not support me — ^But let the question go which 
wa> It will, Harrv IVth has always been allowed a great marC This must 
be confest a full answer only the question still seems to be, i How the 
doing a thing against one's conscience is an excuse for it? and, 2dly, It 
will be hard to prove how he got the leave of Truth and Sense to quit 
their service, unless he can produce a Certificate that he ever was m it 
266, 267 Booth and Cibber were joint managers of the Theatre in 
Drury-lane 

268 On grinning dragons, &c] In his Letter to Mr P Mr C solemnly 
declares this not to be literally true We hope therefore the reader will 
understand it allegorically only 
282 <A in 28o^ 
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Tho’ long my Party built on me their hopes. 

For writing Pamphlets, and for roasting Popes , 

Yet lo ^ m me what authors have to brag on ’ 285 

Reduc’d at last to hiss in my own dragon 
Avert It Heav’n^ that thou, my Cibber, e’er 
Should’st wag a serpent-tad m Stothfield fair^ 

Like the vile straw that’s blown about the streets. 

The needy Poet sticks to ^11 he meets, 290 

Coach’d, carted, trod upon, now loose, now fast. 

And carry’d off m some Dog’s tail at last 
Happier thy fortunes* like a rollmg stone, 

Thy giddy dulness still shall lumber on. 

Safe m its heavmess, shall never stray, 295 

But hck up ev’ry blockhead m the way 
Thee shall the Patriot, thee the Courtier taste. 

And ev’ry year be duller than the last 
’Till rais’d from booths, to Theatre, to Court, 

Her seat imperial Dulness shall transport 300 

Already Opera prepares the way. 

The sure fore-runner of her gentle sway 
Let her thy heart, next Drabs and Dice, engage, 

T 4 ae third mad passion of thy doting age 

Teach thou the warb’hng Polypheme to roar, 305 

And scream thyself as none e’er scream’d before * 

To aid our cause, if Heav’n thou can’st not bend. 

Hell thou shaft move, for Faustus is our friend 
Pluto with Cato thou for this shalt join, 

And link the Moummg Bride to Proserpine 310 

Grubstreet * thy fall should men and Gods conspire, 

Tiiy stage shall stand, ensure it but from Fire 


283 Tko* lon^ my Party <A lu 28 1> 

297 Thee shall the Patriot^ <A m 299) 

305 Polyphemel He translated the Italian Opera of Pohfemo but 
unfortunately lost the whole jest of the story The C> clops asks Ulysses 
his name^ who tells him his name is Noman After his eye is put out, he 
roars and calls the Brother Cyclops to his aid They enquire who has hurt 
him ? he answers Noman , whereupon they all go away again Our ingenious 
Translator made Ulysses answer, I take no name^ whereby all that follow d 
became unintelligible Hence it appears that Mr Cibber (who values 
himself on subscribing to the English Translation of Homer s Iliad) had 
not that merit with respect to the Odyssey, or he might have been better 
instructed in the Greek Pun-nology 

308, 309 Faustus y Pluto y Names of miserable Farces which 

audience <A 111 307) 

312 ensure it but from Fire <A lu 3io> 
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Another iEschylus appears^ prepare 
For new abortions^ all ye pregnant fair^ 

In flames, hke Semele’s, be brought to bed, 315 

While op’nmg Hell spouts wild-fire at your head 
‘Now Bavius take the poppy from thy brow, 

And place it here’ here all ye Heroes bow’ 

This, this IS he, foretold by ancient rhymes 

Th* Augustus bom ^o brmg Saturman times 320 

Signs following signs lead on the mighty year’ 

See’ the dull stars roll round and re-appear 
See, see, our own tme Phoebus wears the bays’ 

Our Midas sits Lord Chancellor of Plays’ 

On Poets^ Tombs see Benson’s titles writ* 325 

Lo’ Ambrose Phihps is prefer’d for Wit’ 

See under Ripley rise a new White-hall, 

While Jones’ and Boyle’s umted labours fall 
While Wren with sorrow to the grave descends, 

Gay dies unpension’d with a hundred friends, 330 
Hiberman Pohtics, O Swift’ thy fate. 

And Pope’s, ten years to comment and translate 
‘Proceed, great days’ ’tih Learmng fly the shore, 

’Till Birth shall blush with noble blood no P9Lore, 

’Till Thames see Eaton’s sons for ever play, 335 

’Till Westminster’s whole year be hohday, 

313 Another Mschylus appean^^ It is reported miscarried <A 111 
3ii> 

31c; hke Setnele^s <A 111 313) 

319, 320 ThiSy this IS hey &c <A 111 317) 

323 Phoebus <See iv 6 in , 93^ > 

324 Midas <1 e Cibber is as bad a judge of poetry Midas, who, 
called upon to judge between Apollo and Pan, awarded the prize to Pan 
There may be a secondary suggestion that Cibber was coming money for 
himself from the theatre > 

32«? Benson* s titles writ <A 111 321 Cf iv non > 

326 Ambrose Philips] He was (saith Mr Jacob) enjoys* <A lu 

322> He endeavour’d of it <A 111 322) , , 1 , 

327 a nev3 White-hall <Pope probably means the Admiralty building 
planned by Ripley, 1724-6 > 

328 Jones* and Boyle* s umted labours <A ui 324) 

330 Gay dies unpeimon*dy <A 111 326> 

331 Hibernian Politics] See hook 1 ver 26 

332 And Pope*s to comment and translate <A lu 328« > 

333 Proceedy great days ^ &c] It may perhaps seem incredible, that so 
great a Revolution in Leammg as is here prophesied, should be brought 
about by such weak InstrumenU as have been piitherto] described in our 
poem But do not thou, gentle reader, rest too secure in thy contempt of 
these Instruments Remember what the Dutch stories Scribl 
<A 111 337> 
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’Till Isis’ Elders reel, their pupils’ sport. 

And Alma mater he dissolv’d m Port’’ 

‘Enough’ enough’’ the raptur’d Monarch cries. 

And thro’ the Iv’ry Gate the Vision flies 340 

340 thro" the Iv^ry Gate^ Qfc m 358) 

The End of the Third Book 


BOOK THE FOURTH 
ARGUMENT 

The Poet beings tn this Book^ to declare the Completion of the 
Prophecies mentioned at the end of the former ^ makes a new Invoca- 
tion, as the g) eater Poets are wont:, when some high and worthy 
matter ts to be sung He shews the Goddess coming in her Majesty^ to 
destroy Order and Science, and to substitute the Kingdom of the 
Dull upon earth How she leads captiie the Sciences, and silenceth 
the Muses, and what they be who succeed in their stead All her 
Child) en, by a wonderful attraction^ are drawn about her, and bear 
ahng witJmthem divers otheis, who piomote her Empire by conm* 
zance, weak 1 esi^tance, or discouragement of Arts, such as Half-wits, 
tanelc^^ Admii ers, vain Pretenders, the Flatterers of Dunces, or the 
Patrons of them All these crowd i ound her, one of them offering to 
approach her, i^ driven back by a Rival, hut she commends and 
encourages both The first who speak inform are the Genius’s of the 
Schools, who assure her of their care to advance her Cause, by con- 
fining Youth to Words, and keeping them out of the way of real 
Knowledge^ Their Address, and her gracious Answer, with her 
Charge to them and the Universities The Umversities appear by 
their proper Deputies, and assure her that the same method is 
observed in the progress 0/ Education, The speech 0/ Aristarchus on 
this subject They are driven off by a band of young Gentlemen 
returned from Travel with their Tutors, one of whom delivers to the 
Goddess, in a polite oration, an account of the whole Conduct and 
Fruits of their Travels presenting to her at the same time a young 
Nobleman perfectly accomplished She receives him graciously, and 
indues him with the happy quality of Want of Shame She sees 
loitering about her a number of Indolent Persons abandoning all 
business and duty, and dying with laziness To these approaches the 
Antiquary Anmus, mtreatmg her to make them Virtuosos, and 
assign them over to him But Mummius, another Antiquary, com- 
plaining of his fraudulent proceeding, she finds a method to reconcile 
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their difference Then enter a Troop of people fantastically adorned, 
offering her strange and exotic presents Amongst them^ one stands 
forth and demands justice on another who had deprived him of one of 
the greatest Curiosities in nature but he justifies himself so weV^ that 
the Goddess gives them both her apt>robation She recommends to 
them to find proper employment for the Indolents before-mentioned 
tn the study 0/ Butterflies, Shells, Birds-nests, Moss, &c but with 
particular eauttony not to prOceed beyond Trifles, to any useful or 
extensive views of Naturey or of the Author of Nature Against the 
last of these apprehensionsy she is secured by a hearty Address front 
the Minute Philosophers and Freethinkers, one of whom speaks in 
the name of the rest The Youth thps instructed and principledy are 
delivered to her in a bodyy by the hands of Silenus, and then ad^ 
mitted to taste the Cup of the Magus her High Priest y which causes a 
total oblivion of all Obligations y divine y cvmly moral y or rational To 
these her Adepts she sends Pnests, Attendants, and Comforters, of 
various kinds y confers on them Orders and Degrees , and then dis- 
missing them with a speechy confirming to each his Privileges and tell- 
ing what she expects from eachy concludes with a Yawn of extra- 
ordinary virtue The Progress and Effects whereof on all Orders of 
meny and the Consummation of ally m the Restoration of Night and 
ChaoSy conclude the Poem 

Yet, yet a moment, one dim Ray of Light 

Indulge, dread Chaos, and eternal Night’ 

Of darkness visible so much be lent, 

As half to shew, half veil the deep Intent 

The Du NCI AD, Book IV] This Book may properly be distinguished 
from the former, by the Name of the Greater DuNCiAD^not so indeed 
in Size, but in Subject, and so fai contrary to the distinction anciently 
made of the Greater and Lesser Iliad But much are they mistaken who 
imagine this Work m any wise inferior to the former, or of an^ other hand 
than of our Poet, of which I am much more certain than that the Iliad 
Itself was the Work of Solomon^ or the Batrachomuomachia of Homer y as 
Barnes hath afflrmed Bent P W <Joshua Barnes, 1654-1712, editor 
of Homer > 

I, This IS an Invocation of much Piety The Poet willing to 
approve himself a genuine Son, begmneth by shewing (what is ever agree- 
able to Dulness) his high respect for Antiqmty and a Great Family y how 
dull, or dark soever Next declareth his love for Mystery and Obscurity y 
and lastly his Impatience to be re-united to her Scribl P W 

2 dread ChaoSy and eternal Night '] Invoked, as the Restoration of their 
Empire is the Action of the Poem P W 

4 half to shewy half veil] This is a great propriety, for a dull Poet can 
never express himself otherwise than by halves y or imperfectly Scribl 
PW 

I understand it very differently, the Author m this work had mdeed a 
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Ye PowYs^ whose Mysteries restor'd I sing> 5 

To whom Time bears me on his rapid wing. 

Suspend a while your Force inertly strong. 

Then take at once the Poet and the Song 
Now flam'd the Dog-star’s unpropitious ray, 

Smote ev’ry Brain, and wither’d ev’ry Bay, 10 

Sick was the Sim, the Owl forsook his bow’r, 

The moon-struck Prophef felt the madding hour 
Then rose the Seed of Chaos, and of Night, 

To blot out Order, and e\tmguish Light, 

Of dull and venal a new World to mold, 15 

And bring Saturnian days of Lead and Gold 


deep Intent ^ there were in it M\steries or anoppr^ra which he durst not fully 
re\eal, and doubtless m divers \erses (according to Milton) 

more is meant than meets the eat ill Penseroso, 1 120 

Bent PW 

6 To whom Time beats me} Fair and softly , good Poet * (cries the gentle 
Scnblerus on this place ) For sure in spite of his unusual modest\ , he shall 
not travel so fast toward Oblivion, as divers others of more Confidence 
ha\e done For when I revolve in m\ mmd the Catalogue of those who 
ha\e the nyist boldly promised to themsches Immortality, viz Pindar ^ 
J ui<: Gott^ora^ Rotisard Oldham Lmics, Lycophron^ Statins^ Chapman^ 
BlackmorCf Heroio , I find the one half to be already dead, and the other 
m utter darkness But it becometh not us, who ha\e taken upon us the 
office of Commentator, to suffer our Poet thus prodigally to cast away his 
I ife eontranw ise, the more hidden and abstruse is his work, and the more 
remote its besuties from common Understanding, the more is it our duty 
to draw forth ind exalt the same, m the f ice of Men and \ngels Herein 
slaall we imitate the laudable Spirit of those, who have (for this very 
reason) delighted to comment on the Fragments of dark and uncouth 
A^uthors, pr^erred Ennius to Virad and chosen to turn the darl Lanthorn 
of Lycophron rather than to trim tne everlasting I amp of Homer 
SCRIBL PW 

7 Force inertly strong] Alluding to the Vis inertia* of Matter^ which, 
tho* It really be no Power, is yet the I’oundation of all the Quihties and 
Attributes of that sluggish Substance P W 

14 To blot out Order, and extinguish I ight] The two gre'^t Ends of her 
Mission , the one in quality of Daughter of Chaos^ the other as Daughter 
of Night Order here is to be understood extensively, both as Civil and 
Moral, the distinctions between high and low in Society, and true and 
false m Individuals Eighty as Intellectual only, Wit, Science, Arts P W 

15 Of dull and venal} The Allegory continued dull referring to the 
extinction of Light or Science, venal to the destruction of Order, or the 
Truth of Things P W 

Ibid a new World} In allusion to the Epicurean opinion, that from the 
Dissolution of the natural World into Night and Chaos, a new one should 
arise, this the Poet alluding to, in the Production of a new moral World, 
makes it partake of its original Principles P W 

16 Lead and Gold] i e dull and venal P W 
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She mounts the Throne her head a Cloud conceal’d. 

In broad Effulgence all below reveal’d, 

(’Tis thus aspiring Dulness ever shmes) 

Soft on her lap her Laureat son reclines 20 

Beneath her foot-stool, Science groans in Chains, 

And Wit dreads pxile, Penalties and Pams 
There foam’d rebellious LogiCy gagg’d and boimd, 

There, stnpt, fair RhetStic langmsh’d on the ground. 

His blunted Arms by Sophistry are born, 25 

>\nd shameless Billingsgate her Robes adorn 


18 all below reveal d] Vet Adag f)igfier pou climb tje more pou 

pour Verified in no instanfje more than in Dulness aspiring 

Emblematized also by an Ape climbing and exposing his posteriors 

SCRIBL PW j V 

20 her Laureat son i echnes] With great judgment it is imagined by the 
Poet, that such a Collegue as Dulness had elected should sleep on the 
Throne and have \ery little share in the Action of the Poem Accordingly 
he hath done little or nothing from the day of his Anointing, having past 
through the second book without taking pait in any thing that was 
transacted about him, and thro’ the third in profound Sleep Nor ought 
this well considered to seem strange in our days, when so many Ktng^ 
cowrcm have done the like Scribl 

This verse our excellent Laureate took so to heart, that he appealed to 
all mankind, ‘if he was not as seldom asleep as anyfooU' But it is hoped the 
Poet hath not injured him, but rather verified his ProphecY (p 243 of 
his owm Life 8\o ch i\ ) where he sa>s Hhe Reader will he as much 
hleased to find me a Dunce m my Old age, as he was to ptove me a brisk 
blocl head in my South’ Wherever there was any room for Briskness, or 
A.lacnt^ of nnv sort, ezen in sinking^ he hath had it allowed him, but here, 
\ here there is nothing for him to do but to take his natural rest, must 
permit his Histornn to be siknt It is from their actions only that Princes 
e their ch inctcr and Poc ts from their uwrks \nd if in those he be as 
nuch asleep as any fool, the Poet must leave him and them to sleep to all 


Ibid hei Laureat] ‘When I find my Name m the satyncal works of this 
Poet I never look upon it as any malice meant to me, but Profit to 
himself For he considers that my Face is more known than most m the 
n ition and therefore a Lick at the Laureate will be a sure bait ad 

captandumvulgus, to cixtch\itt\eTe\deT<s Life of Colley Cibber, chap u 

Nov\ if It be cert un, that the works of our Poet have owed their success 
to this ingenious expedient, we hence derive an 

that this Fourth Dunci\d, as well as the former three, hath had the 
Author s hst hand, and was by him intended for tlw Press ^ 
what purpose hath he crowned it, as we see, by this finishing stroke, the 

nrofitable at the Laureutef Bent 

ai M Beneath her footstool, ©■«] We are next presented with the 
pictures of those whom the Goddess leads in Captivity 
^pressed and confined so as to be rendered useless , but Wtt or Genius, 
as a more dangerous and active enemy, punished, or dnven away Dulness 
being often reconciled m some degree with Learning, but never upon any 
terms with Wit And accordinghit i^ll be swn she admits something 
like each Science, as Casuistry, Sophistry, Sfe 1 W 
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Morality i by her false Guardians drawn. 

Chicane m Furs, and Casuistry in Lawn, 

Gasps, as the> straiten at each end the cord. 

And dies, when Dulness gives her Page the word 
Mad Mathesis alone was unconhn’d. 

Too mad for mere material chants to bind, 

Now to pure Space lifts her extatic stare, 

Now running round the Orcie, finds it square 
But held m ten-lold bonds the Muses he, 

Watch’d both by Envy’s and by Flatt’ry’s eye 
There to her heart sad Tragedy addrest 
The dagger wont to pierce the Tyrant’s breast, 

But sober History restrain’d her rage, 

And promis’d Vengeance on a barb’rous age 
There sunk Thalia, nerveless, cold, and dead. 

Had not her Sister Satyr held her head 
Nor cou’d’st thou, Chesterfield^ a tear refuse. 

Thou wept’st, and with thee wept each gentle Muse 

28 tn Furs tn hav.n <i e in the Law in the Church The 
Turs’ die the eimine robes of the judges Lawn’ is the fine linen used for 
the slee\es of a bishop ^ 

30 gwes her Pigc the i ord] Fherc w is a Judge of this name <see 
p 616, 1 82’*’, dhv*i>s rt'id\ to hang in\ man, of which he was suffered 
to gi\e a hundred miser ibk c\impks during a long lift, e\tn to his 
dotage Tho the t indid Stribluiis im igintd Pagt licit to mtan no more 
than a Page or Mute^ ind to illudt to the custom oi stringlmg State 
Cnmin ils in Turhv bv Mutts 01 Pifts A pi icticc mote decent than that 
of our PagCy who before he hnngtd in\ person, loided him with leproach 
ful language S c u i n i 

3 1 Mad Mathesisl Alluding to the str inge Conclusions some Mathe 
ni iticians ha\ c deduced fiom then principles concerning the real Quantity 
of Mattel x\\%Reahty of Space O’r 

34 finds It square] Reguds the wild md fruitless attempts of squaiinj 
the Circle P W 

36 Watched both bv En\w’^ and bv 1 1 itt’ry’t One of the misfortunes 
falling on Authors, from the Act for subjecting Plays to the power of 1 
Licenser y being the false icprtsentations to which they were expos’d, from 
such as either gratify’d their Lnvy to Merit, or made their Court to 
Greatness, by perverting general Reflections against Vice into Libels on 
particular Persons 

43 Nor cou^d’st thou, This Noble Person m the year 1737, when 
the Act aforesaid was brought into the House of Lords, opposed it m an 
excellent speech (says Mr Cibber) ‘with a Iwely spirit, *^jnd uncommon 
eloquence’ This speech had the honour to be answered Dy the said Mr 
Cibber, with a lively spirit also and in a manner very uncommon, in the 
8th Chapter of his Life and Manners And here, gentle Reader, would I 
gladly insert the other speech, whereby thou mightest judge between them 
but I must defer it on account of some differences not yet adjusted 
between the noble Author and myself, concerning the True Reading of 
^ certain passages S c R i B L 


30 


35 


40 
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When lo’ a Harlot form soft slidmg by, 45 

With mincmg step, small voice, and languid eye. 

Foreign her air, her robe’s discordant pnde 
In patch-work fiutt’rmg, and her head aside 
By smgmg Peers up-held on either hand. 

She tripp’d and laugh’d, too pretty much to stand, 50 
Cast on the prostrate Nine a scornful look. 

Then thus in quaint R^atativo spoke 
O Cara ' Cara ' silence all that tram 
Joy to great Chaos ’ let Division reign 
Chromatic tortures soon shall drive them hence, 55 
Break all their nerves, and fritter all their sense 
One Trill shall harmomze joy, grief, and rage. 

Wake the duU Church, and lull the ranting Stage, 

To the same notes thy sons shall hum, or snore. 

And all thy yawmng daughters cry, encore 60 

Another Phoebus, thy own Phoebus, reigns, 

Joys in my jiggs, and dances in my chains 
But soon, ah soon Rebellion will commence 


AC IVhefi lo ' a Harlot form] E\er\ Reader will see, that from this verse 
to the 68th is 1 detach d piece We suppose it rightly inserted Jiere, from 
\\hat IS said of hci casting a scornful look on the prostrate Muses bm if 
an^ one can show us \ properer place we shall be obliged to him The 
Attitude Li\ cn to this Phantom represents the nature and genius of the 
Italian Opel a its iffected aiis its effeminate sounds, and the practice of 
Hatching up these Operas fa\ounte Songs, mcohereritly put to- 

i ether These things were supported by the subscriptions of the Nobility 
This ciicumstance thtt Opera should prepare for the opening of the grand 
Sessions, w is prophesied of in Book 3 ver 304 
Already Opei a prepay es the way^ 
rhe sure fore-t unner of her gentle sway 
cA let Dtomon yei^ft] A^lluding to the false taste of playing tricks in 
IVlusic with numberless divisions, to the neglect of that harmony which 

conforms to the bense, and applies to the Passions Mr 

Huced a irreat number of Hands, and more variety of Instruments into the 
Orchestra and emplo>ed e\en Drums and Cannon ^ make a fuller 
Chorus which prov d so much too manly for the fine Gentlemen of bis 
ase that he was obliged to remove his Music into Ireland Aftei which 
thev were reduced, for want of Composers, to practise the patch-work 
above mentioned <Senesino was particularly celebrated for his > 

1 e breaking up each of a succession of long notes into a number of short 
oLs, md so dwelling on a single syllable of the word he was singing > 
6i’ thy own Phoebus reigns] 

Tuus j ami egnat Apollo Virg <Ecl iv 10 / 

Not the incient Phwbus, the God of Harmonv but a modem of 

French extraction married to the Princess Gahmathta, oue of the hand- 
S orSess: Tnl an assistant to Op^a Of whom see Bouhours. and 
other Critics of that nation bCRiBL rW 
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If Music meanly borrows aid from Sense 

Strong in new Arms, lo* Giant Handel stands, 65 

Like bold Briareus, with a hundred hands. 

To stir, to rouze, to shake the Soul he comes. 

And Jove’s own Thunders follow Mars’s Drums 
Arrest him, Empress, or you sfeep no more’ — 

She heard, and drove him to th’ Hibernian shoie 70 
And now had Fame’s posterior Trumpet biowr, 

And all the Nations summon’d to the Throne 
The young, the old, who feel her mward swa>, 

One mstinct seizes, and transports away 
None need a guide, by sure Attraction led. 

And strong impulsive gravity of Head 

64 Music meanly hoirozLS aid, Cfc <Pope appears to be referring to 
Handel s oratorios > 

71 Fame s posterior Tiumpei\ Posterior her second or more certain 
Report unless ve imagine this word postenor to relate to the pos tion of 
one of her Trumpets, according to Hudihas 

She blozis not both mth the same Wind 
But one before and one behind, 

4 nd therefore modern 4 uthois name 
One t^ood, and father evil Fame 

<,Pt II, Canto 1 71-2 75-6 > P^^ 

755 None need a guide Lc ] The sons of Dulness want no instructo s 
in stud\ , nor guides m life they are their ow n masters m all Sciences, and 
their own Pleralds and Intioduccrs into nil places P W 

76 to 10 1 1 It ought to be observed thit here att three classes in this 
assembly The first of men absoluteh and avowedly dull who n iturall> 
adhere to the Goddess and arc imagined in the simile of the Bees about 
their Queen The second mvoluntanl> diawn to hei tho’ not caring t^ 
own her influence, from ver bi to 90 The thud ot such as tho not 
members of her state, :^et advance her service b> flattering Dulness 
cultivating mistaken talents, patronizing vile scnblers discouraging living 
merit, or setting up for wits, and Men of taste m arts they understand not 
from ver 91 to 1 01 In this new world of Dulness each oi these three 
classes hath its appointed station, as best suits its nature, and concurs to 
the harmony of the S> stem 1 he first draw n only bv the strong and simple 
impulse of Attraction, are represented as falling directly down into her, 
as conglobed into her substance, and resting in her centre 

All their centre found. 

Hung to the Goddess, and cohered around 
The second, tho’ within the sphere of her attraction, yet having at the 
same time a different motion, they are carried, by the composition of 
these two, in planetary revolutions round her centre, some nearer to it 
some further off 

Who gently drawn, and struggling less and less, 

Roll in her Vortex, and her povfr confess 
The third are properly excentneal, and no constant members of her state 
or system sometimes at an immense distance from her influence, and 
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None want a place^ for all their Centre found, 

Hung to the Goddess, and coher’d around 
Not closer, orb m orb, conglob’d are seen 
The buzzing Bees about their dusky Queen 80 

The gathering number, as it moves along, 

Involves a vast in-^oluntary throng. 

Who gentlv drawn, and strugghng less and less. 

Roll m her Vortex, and Aer pow’r confess 

Not those alone who passive own her laws, 85 

But who, weak rebels, more advance her cause 

Whate’er of dunce m College or in Town 

Sneers at another, in toupee or gown, 

Wha^e’er of mungnl no one class admits, 

A V It with dunces, and a dunce with wits 90 

Nor absent thev, no members of her state. 

Who pay her homage in her sons, the Great, 

Who false to Phoebus, bow the knee to Baal, 

Or impious, preach his Word without a call 

Patrons, who sneak from livmg worth to dead, 95 

With-hold the pension, and set up the head, 

Or vest dull Flatt’ry in the sacred Gown, 

Or give from fool to fool the Laurel crown 
And (last and worst) with all the cant of wit. 

Without the soul, the Muse’s Hypocrit 100 

There march’d the bard and blockliead, side by side, 
Who rhym’d lor hire, and patroniz’d for pride 
Narcissus, prais’d with all a Parson’s pow’r, 

I ook’d a V hite hlly sunk beneath a show’r 
1 here mov d Montalto with superior air, 105 


some tunes iqun liniost on the surfice of her hroad effulgence Their use 
m their l\nhelion or nearest approach to Dulness, is the same in the 
inorii World is tint of Comets in the natural, namely to refresh and 
recre itc the Dr \ ness and dee i>s of the system, m the manner marked out 
from \ci <)i to 9 b P W 

88 toupee < \ curl 01 artificial lock of hair on the top of the head, esp 
'’s a crow ning featui e of the perm ig, a periwig m which the front hair was 
combed up, o\ei a pad, into such a top-knot* > 

93 false to Phoebus] Spoken of the ancient and true Phoebus, not the 
French Pheebus, who hath no chosen Priests or Poets, but equally inspires 
an-v man that please th to sing or preach Scribe 

103-4 Narcissus <Lord Her\ev, to whom Dr Conyers Middleton 
dedicated his I tfe of Cicero m 1741 Hervey was an epileptic, and had a 
noticeabh white free > 

los Montalto \The ‘decent Knight* of 1 113, le Sir Thomas 
Ilanmer > 

P A P — CC 
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His sirctch’d-out arm display’d a Volume fair. 

Courtiers and Patriots in two ranks divide, 

Thro’ both he pass’d, and bow’d from side to side 

But as in graceful act, with awful eye 

Compos’d he stood, bold Benson tlirust him by no 

On t>vo unequal crutches propt came, 

Milton’s on this, on that one Johnston’s name 
The decent Knight rear’d y^ith sober rage, 

Withdrew lus hand, and clos’d the pompous page 

[But (happy for him as the times went then) 1 15 

Appear’d Apollo’s May’r and Aldermen, 

On whom three hundred gold-capt youths await. 

To lug the pond’rous volume off m state ] 

When Dulness, smihng — ‘Thus revive the Wits* 

10b a Volume ^le his edition of Shikespeare Seel 113) 

107 Courtieis and Patnots <The ‘Courtiers’ are the Court party, the 
suppoiteis of the adminibtiation By the ‘Patriots’ Pope piobably intends 
the Opposition of Whigs led by Pultene>, and of Tones led by Boling- 
broke and (till his death m 1740) b> Wyndhani > 

108 bozo dfrom side to side <As being of no one party > 

1 10 bold Benson] This man endeavouied to raise himself to Fame bv 
electing monuments, striking coins, setting up heads, and procuring 
tmnshtions oi Milton ind afterwards by a great passion for Arthur 
Johnston, 'i Scotch physici in’s \ crsion of the Psalms, of which he printed 
many fine Editions bee moie of him, Book 3 vei 325 P W <Benson*s 
admiialion for Milton lesulted in his sitting up a monument to him m 
the Vbbey (1737) See p 834 lie had a bust of Johnston evecuted by 
R>bbi ich — Aithur Joianston, M D (1387-1641), a Scots physician and 
w liter of Latin aerst > 

1 13 'Iht decent Knight] An eminent person, who was about to publish 
a very pompous Edition of a gicat Author, at his own expettce PW 
sllanmer’s edition of Shakespeare ippeared in 1743-4 > 

113-18 <^hese four lines were punted in a sepaiatc leaf by Mr 
Pope in the list edition, which he himself gave of the Dunciad, with 
diKCtions to the printer, to put this leaf into its place as soon as Sir P H ’s 
ohakespear should be published B ’> 

X16 4 pollos MayW mid Aldermen <In the context this appears to be 
the Vice-Chancellor of Oxford Univeisity, and the Heads of the various 
colleges The Claiendon Press was ibout to pubhsh Hanmer’s Shake- 
speate, but Pope had a quaircl wath Oxford of a more serious kind In the 
sumnaer of 1741 both Pope and Warburton had been unofficially ap- 
proached to discover whether the> would be willing to accept a Doctor’s 
degree from the University of Oxford Both men were willing, but 
vmhappily for Wai burton his enemies in Oxford succeeded in having the 
proposal, so far as it related to him, outvoted Pope thereupon told 
Warburton ‘I will be doctored with you, or not at all, and refused to 
accept the degree offered to him > 

1 17 gold-capt Gentleman Commoner at Oxford wore a gold 
tassel on his cap > 

1 19 *Thus revive, ] The Goddess applauds the practice of tacking 
the obscure names of Persons not eminent in iny branch of learning, to 



THE DUNCIAD BOOK IV 773 

But murder first, and mince them all to bits, 120 

As erst Medea (cruel, so to saveO 
A new Edition of old iEson gave. 

Let standard- Authors, thus, like trophies born. 

Appear more glorious as more hack’d and torn. 

And you, my Critics ’ m the chequer’d shade, 125 

Admire new light thro’ holes yourselves have made 
‘Leave not a foot of v^rse, a foot of stone, 

A Page, a Grave, that they can call their own, 

But spread, my sons, your glory thm or thick. 

On passive paper, or on sohd bnck 130 

So by each Bard an Alderman* shall sit, 

A heavy Lord shall hang at ev’ry Wit, 

And while on Fame’s triumphal Car they ride. 

Some Slave of mind be pimon’d to their side ’ 

Now crowds on crowds around the Goddess press, 135 
Each eager to present the first Address 
Dunce scormng Dunce beholds the next advance. 

But Fop shews Fop superior complaisance 

When lo^ a Spectre rose, whose mdex-hand 

Held forth the Virtue of the dreadful wand, 140 

His beaver’d brow a birchen gariand wears, 

Droppmg with Infant’s blood, and Mother’s tears 


those of the most distinguished Writers, either by printing Editions of 
their \\oiks with impertinent alterations of their Text, as in the former 
instances, or by setting up Monuments disgraced with their own vile 
names and inscriptions, as in the Utter P W 

122 old ^son] Of whom Ovid (very applicable to these restored 

authors) 

J£son miratuY, 

Dissimilcmque animum st 4 hnt <Met vii > 

P W 

A Page, a Gmve‘\ For what less than a Grave can be f 

dead author ^ or what less than a Page can be allow’d a living one r W 
Ibid A PcLgel Pagtnay not Pedissequus A Page of a Book, not a 
Follower, or Attendant, no Poet having had a Page since the death of Mr 

each Bard and Alderman, ] Vide the Tombs of the Poets, 
Editio Westmonastenensis P W <Alluding to the monument erected 
for Butler by Alderman Barber See p 834 > 

I'lA Some Slave of mine <In allusion to the custom in ancient Rome 
of placing a chained slave beside a victorious general as he rode through 

a Spectre /The ghost of Dr Busby, the famous headmaster of 

A Cane usuaUy bom by 

dnws the poor Souls about like the wand of Mercury Scribl PW 
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O’ei ev ry vein a shudd’rmg horror runs 5 

Eton and Winton shake thro’ all their Sons 

All Flesh IS humblcdi Westminster’s bold race 145 

Shrinks and confess the Genius of the place 

The pale Boy-Senator yet tingling stands. 

And holds hib breeches close with^^both his hands 
Then thus ‘Since Man from beast bv Words is known. 
Words are Man’s pi ovmce, Words we teach alone 150 
When Reason doubtful, like the Samian letter, 

Pomts him two ways, the narrower is the better 
Plac’d at the door of Learning, youth to guide, 

We never suffer it to stand too wide 

To ask, to guess, to know, as they commence, 155 

As Fancy opens the quick springs of Sense, 

We ply the Memory, we load the brain. 

Bind rebel Wit, and double chain on chain. 

Confine the thought, to exercise the breath. 

And keep them in the pale of Words till death 160 

Whate’ei the talents, or howe’er design’d, 

We hang one pngimg padlock on the mind 
\ Poet the first day, he dips Ins quill, 

An^ what the last? a \ery Poet still 

Pity* the charm works only in our wall, 165 

Lost, lost too soon in yonder House or Hail 

148 ^ 7 id }iold% his bueches] An effect of ten somewhit hkc this, is 
descubtd in the 7th ILncid <si5) 

Conti emuit nemns 

Lt trepidcc niaties picsme ad pi dot a natos 
nothing being so nnuril in any apprehension is to Ii> close hold on 
\vhate\er is snppos d to be most in d inger But let it not he imagined the 
author would insinu ite these youthful benatois (tho so latel> come fiom 
school) to be under the undue influence of mv Master ScRini P W 
I s; I like the Samian Utter‘\ 1 he lettei Y, used b> P> thagoras \ 1 natn e 
of Samos'" is in emblem of the different roids of Virtue ind Vice 
ht ttbi quae Saniios diduxtt Iztera tamos 

Persius <S it 111 56) P W 
15-^ Pladd at the door, &c ] This circumstance of the Genius Loci (y ith 
that of the Index-hand befoie) seems to be an allusion to the Table of 
Cebes, wheie the Genius of human Nature pomts out the road to be 
pursued by those entering into life *0 he yepwi o m co earrjKws lycov \apTr]v 
riva €v rij koi rij erepa coenrep Setwuoiv ri o^tos datg.a>v KoXeirai &C P W 
159 to exercise the bteat}i\ By obliging them to get the classic poets by 
heart, which furnishes them with endless matter for Conversation, and 
\ erbal amusement for their whole lives P W 

165 our wall <Busby is speaking He refers to the ‘Dormitory wall 
mentioned in A 111 323W > 

1 66 %n yonder House or Hall] Westniinster-hall and the House of 
Commons 
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There truant Wyndham ev’ry Muse gave o’er, 

There Talbot sunk, and was a Wit no more’ 

How sweet an Ovid, Murray was our boast’ 

How many Martials were m Pult’ney lost’ 170 

Flse sure some Bard, to our eternal praise. 

In twice ten th(?usand rhymmg mghts and days, 

Had reach’d the Work, the All that mortal can. 

And South beheld thai Master-piece of Man ’ 

‘Oh (cry’d the Goddess) for some pedant Reign’ 175 
Some gentle James, to bless the land agam. 

To stick the Doctor’s Chair mto the Throne, 

Give law to Words, or war With Words alone, 

Senates and Courts with Greek and Latin rule. 

And turn the Council to a Grammar School’ 180 

For sure, if Dulness sees a grateful Dav, 

’Tis m the shade of Arbitrary Sway 

174 that Master piece of Man] viz an Epigram The famous Dr South 
declaied a perfect Epigram to be as difficult a performance as an Epic 
Poem And the Critics say, ‘an Epic Poem is the greatest work human 
nature is capable of P W 

176 Some gentle James, &c] Wilson tells us that this King, James the 
first, took upon himself to teach the Latin tongue to Car Earl of Somerset, 
and that Gondomar the Spanish Ambassador wou d speak filse Latin to 
him, on puipose to give him the pleasure of coirectmg it, whereby he 
wrought himself into his good graces 
This great Prince w is the first who assumed the title of Sacted Majesty ^ 
which his lo^al Clcrg> transfer d from God to Him ‘The principles of 
Passive Obedience and Non-resistance (says the Author <Bolingbroke> 
of the Dissertation on Pirties, Letter 8) which befoie his time had 
skulk d perhaps in some old Homilv, were talk d, written, and pleach’d 
into \ ogut in that inglorious reign ’ P W 

181, 182 if Dulness sees &c ] And grateful it is in Dulnesf^to make this 
confession 1 vmII not sav she alludes to that celebrated verse of Claudian 
iDe Consulatu Stthchoms, 111 113), 

nunquam Libcrtas gratior exiat 

Quam sub Rcge pio 

But this I Will sw thit the words Liheity and Monarchy have been 
frequently confounded and mistaken one foi the other by the gravest 
authors I should therefore conjecture, that the genuine reading of the 
forecited verse was thus, 

nunquam Libertas gratior exstat 

Quam sub Lege pia 

and that Rege w as the reading only of Dulness heiself And therefore she 
might allude to it ScRiBL 

I judge quite otherw ise of this passage The genuine reading is LibertaSy 
and Rege So Claudian gave it But the error lies m the first verse It 
should be Exit^ not Exstat ^ and then the meaning will be, that Liberty was 
never losty or tcent aicay with so good a grace, as under a good King it 
being without doubt a tenfold shame to lose it under a bad one 

This farther leads me to animadvert upon a most grievous piece of 
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if my sons may learn one earthly things 
Teach but that one> sufficient for a King, 

That which my Priests, and mine alone, maintain, 185 
Which as it dies, or lives, we fail, or reign 
May you, may Cam, and Isis preach it long’ 

‘‘The Right Divine of Kings fb govern wrong ’’ ’ 
Prompt at the call, around the Goddess roll 
Broad hats, and hoods, and^caps, a sable shoal 190 

Thick and more thick the black blockade extends, 

A hundred head of Aiistotle’s friends 
Nor wert thou, Isis’ wanting to die day, 

[Tho’ Christ-church long kept prudishly away ] 

Each staunch Polemic, stubborn as a rock, 195 

Each fierce Logician, stiU expelimg Locke, 

Came whip and spur, and dash’d thro’ thm and thick 
On German Crouzaz, and Dutch Burgersdyck 


nonsense to be found m all the Editions of the Author of the Dunciad 
himself A most capital one it is, and owing to the confusion above men- 
tioned by Scnblerus, of the two words Liberty and Monafchy Essay on 
Cnt <90- 1 > 

Nature f like Monarchy , is but restrained 
By the same Laris herself at first ordained 
Who sees not, it should be, Nature hhe Libeit\ ^ Coircct it thticfore 
repugnanfthus ommbus (c\ cn tho’ tht Author himself should oppugn) m all 
the impressions which have been, or shall be, made of his woiks Bentl 
PW 

187 Cantf and Ins <The two Universities were still pleaching the 
doctrine of passive obedience Oxford in particular rem uned vcr> cool to 
the Hanovernns, and coircspondingly sympathetic to the Jicobites and 
to Nonjurors > 

190 shoaf'K.ie school The woid is ipphed to fish, fiogs seals, etc > 

194 [Tho* Christ^chmch] This line is doubtless spurious, and foisted 
in by the impertinence of the Editor, and accordingly we have put it 
between Hooks For I affirm this College came is cnl> \s any other, by 
Its propel Deputies, nor did any College pay homage to Dulness m its 
rthole body Bfntl P W <In the Pieface to his edition of Paiadtse Lost 
Bentley explained that those passages in the poem winch he believed to 
have been Toisted in’ by Milton’s ‘editor’, he had put ‘between two 
Hooks’ Cf Ep n 1 104.11 , p 639 > 

196 still expelling Locke] In the year 1703 there was a meeting of the 
heads of the University of Oxford to censure Mr Locke’s Essay on 
Human Understanding, and to forbid the reading it See his Letters in 
the last Edit 

197 thin and thick <Cf A 11 264W > 

198 On German Crouzaz and Dutch Burgersdyck] There seems to be 
an improbability that the Doctors and Heads of Houses should ride on 
horseback, who of late days, being gouty or unweildy, have kept their 
coaches But these are horses of great strength, and fit to carry any weight, 
as their German and Dutch extraction may manifest, and very famous we 
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As many quit the streams that murm’rmg fall 
To lull the sons of Marg’ret and Clare-hall, 200 

Where Bentley late tempestuous wont to sport 
In troubled waters^ but now sleeps m Port 
Beiore them march’d that awful Aristarch, 

Plow’d was his %ont with many a deep Remark 
His Hat, which never vail’d to human pride, 205 

Walker with rev’rence^ook, and lay’d aside 
Low bow’d the rest He, kmgly, did but nod. 

So upright Quakers please both Man and God 
‘Alistress ’ dismiss that rabble from your throne 
Avaunt is Aristarchus ya unknown 210 


nia> conclude, being honour’d with N antes ^ as were the horses Pegasus 
and Bucephalus Scribl PW <Jean Pierre de Crousaz, (1663-1748), 
Swiss philosopher, published (1737) a confutation of the religious views 
he found in the Lssay on Man Francis Burgersdyck (1590-1629) was 
Professor of Logic and Philosophy at Le>den > 

199 the streaim'l The River Cam, running by the walls of these Col- 
leges, which are particularly famous for theu skill in Disputation P W 
<‘Marg’ret is St John’s College, Cambridge, founded by the will of 
Lady Margaret Beaufort > 

202 sleeps in Port\ viz ‘now retired into harbour, after tl?^ tempests 
that had long igitated his society ’ <i e Tnnity College, Cambridge 
Bentley’s long quarrel with the Fellows ended in 1738 > So Scnhlerus 
But the learned Scipio Maffei understands it of a cei*tain Wine called Port 
from Opo} to a cit> of Portugal, of which this Piofessor invited him to 
drink abundantly SciP Maff de Compotatiomhus Acadetnicis PW 
<Port was, in fact Bentley’s favourite wine His comment on claret was 
that It ‘w ould be Port if it could’ The De Compotationibus Academtets is 
a Pope-Warbuiton joke, and may possibly refer to some occasion at 
Cimb ridge when Maffei was too hospitably entertained by Bentley > 

204 Remark <Ustd with special reference to such titles ‘'as Bentley’s 
Remarks upon a lati Discourse of Free Thinking y 1713 > 

205-8 Hts Platy ] The Hat-worship, as the Quakers call it, is an 
abomination to that sect yet, where it is necessary to pay that respect to 
man (as in the Courts of Justice and Houses of Parliament) they have, to 
avoid offence and yet not violate their consaence, permitted other people 
to uncover them P W 

206 Waller <Di Richard Walker, Vice-Master of Trinity College 
and Bentley s chief ally See iv 273 > 

207 — HCy kingly, did hut nod} Milton <Par Lost xi 249-50), 

— He kingly, from hts State 

Dechn d not 

210 — IS Aristarchus yet unknown"^] 

Sic notus Ulysses ^ Virg <,Aeneid, 11 44) 

Dost thou not feel me Rome^ Ben Johnson iCatihne, 1 1 1> 
210 Aristarchus] A. famous Commentator, and Corrector of Homer, 
whose name has been frequently used to signify a complete Critic The 
Compliment paid b\ our author to this eminent Professor, in applying to 
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Thy mighty Schohast, whose un weary ’d pains 
Made Horace dull, and humbled Milton’s strams 
Turn what they will to Verse, then toil is vain, 

Critics like me shall make it Prose agam 

Roman and Greek Grammarians* know your Better 215 

Author of somethmg yet more gr^t than Letter, 

While tow’ring o’er your Alphabet, like Saul, 

Stands our Digamma, and C’er-tops them all 
’Tis true, on Words is still our whole debate. 

Disputes of Me or 2 e, of aut or or, 220 

To sound or sink m cano^ O or A, 

Or give up Cicero to € or K 

Let Fremd affect to speak as Terence spoke. 

And Alsop never but like Horace joke 

For me, what Virgil, Phny may deny, 225 

Manihus or Sohnus shall supply 

For Attic Phrase m Plato let them seek, 

I poach in Suidas for unheens’d Greek 


him so great a Name, was the reason that he hath omitted to comment on 
this part which contains his own praises e shall thercfoie suppK that 
loss to our^est abilitv S c R i B L P W 

212 Made Horace duU^ \Tn his edition of Horace, 1711, and of 
Paradise Lo^t^ 1732 ^ 

215 Roman and Greek Giammarnns &ft ] Imitated from Piopcrtius 
<Bk n, Eleg \\\ 65-6) speaking of the iLnud 

( edite Romani scriptores^ cedite Gr in * 

Ncscio quid majus nasettur Iliade 

217, 21 S While to (-'ring o*er vour Alphabet^ ] Alludes to the boasted 
restoration ot the Jhohe Digamma, m his long projected Edition of 
Homer He calls it something more than Letter fiom the cnoimous figure 
It would mikc among the other letters, beini, one Gamma set upon the 
shoulders of another P W 

223,224 Freindy — Ahop'\ Di Robeit hreind, mistei of Westmmstci 
school, and cinon ot Chiist-church - Di \nthony Alsop, a happy 
imitator of the Horatian style P W 

226 Mamhus or Sohnus] Some Critics ha\ing had it in then choice to 
comment either on Viigil or Manilius, Plmv or Sohnus, have chosen the 
worse author, the more freely to display their critical capacity P \V 
<Bentley’s edition of Manilms was published in 1739 — Gaius Julius 
Sohnus was the compiler of a work entitled Collectanea rerurn memora 
bthum, consisting mainly of historical and geographical observations He 
owed a great deal to Pliny > 

228, &c Suidas f Gelhtis, Stobceus] The first a Diction u*y-w liter, a 
collector of impertinent facts and barbarous words , the second a minute 
Critic, the thud an author, who ga\e his Common-place book to the 
public, where we happen to find much Mmce-meat of old books P W 
('Suidas flourished a d iioo He was edited by Ludolph Luster (see iv 
237),withthe assistance of Bentley Aulus Gcllius,tht Romm giammanan, 
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In ancient Sense if any needs will deal. 

Be sure I give them Fragments, not a Meal, 230 

What Gellius or Stobaus hash’d before, 

Or chew’d by blind old Scholiasts o’er and o’er 
The critic Eye, that microscope of Wit, 

Sees hairs anc^ pores, exammes bit by bit 

How parts relate to parts, or they to whole, 235 

The body’s harmon>\ the beaming soul. 

Are thmgs which Kuster, Burman, Wasse shall see. 
When Man’s whole frame is obvious to a Flea 
‘Ah, think not, Mistress’ more true Dulness lies 
In Folly’s Cap, than Wisdom’s grave disgmse 240 
Like buoys, that never sink mto the flood. 

On Learmng’s surface we but he and nod 
Thme is the genuine head of many a house. 

And much Divimty without a Novq 

Nor could a Barrow work on ev’ry block, 245 

Nor has one Atterbury spoil’d the flock 

See’ still thy own, the heavy Canon roll. 

And Metaphysic smokes involve the Pole 


circa 130 \ D , compiled a work called Nodes AUtcaet cofH:ainmg many 
fragments of ancient wiittrs — Stobasus, a Greek writer, circa 400 A D , 
also preserved in his woik \aluable fragments of ancient literature > 

232 Or chezo*d by blind old Schohasts] These taking the same things 
eternally fiom the mouth of one nnothei P W 

237 ICusfetf Burman^ XVasse \For Kuster see iv 22871 , Burman, a 
Dutch schol ir published Bentley s emendations to the fragments of 
Menander, Wasse published an edition of Sallust > ^ t . . 

244 ^nd much Dioinity uithout a Nods] A word much affected by the 
learned Austirchus <1 e Bentley) in common convers'^ion, to signify 
Gtmm 01 n ituial acumen But this passage has a farther view N^s was 
the Platonic teim for Mmd, 01 xht pst Cause, and that system of Divinity 
IS here hinted it which terminites in blind Natuie without a Novs ^ch 
as the Poet afterw irds describe^ (speaking of the dreams of one of these 
later Platonists) 

Or that bright Image to our Fancy draw. 

Which 1 heocles m raptur d Vision saw, 
that Nature — ^c P W 


^ 24';, 246 Banmu, Atterbury] Isaac Barrow <i 630 - 77 > M^ter of 
Trinity, Francis Atterbury Dean of Christ-church, bolb great Genius s 
and eloauent Preachers , one more conversant in the sublime Geometry, 
the other n classical Learning, but who equally ^^de it their care to 
adtance the polite Arts in their several Societies P W 

245 block <In the double sense of a block of stone waiting to be 
worked by the sculptor, and a blockhead > , . „ *1,. 

247 the heaiy Canon] Canon here if spoken of Artillery, is 
pluS numbti , if of the Canons of the House, in the singular, and mean 
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For thee we dim the eyes, and stuff the head 

With all such reading as was never read 250 

For thee explam a thmg till aU men doubt it. 

And write about it. Goddess, and about it 
So spms the silk-worm small its slender store. 

And labours till it clouds itself alho’er 
*What tho’ we let some better sort of fool 255 

Thrid ev’ry science, run thf o’ ev’ry school ? 

Never by tumbler thro’ the hoops was shown 
Such skill in passmg all, and touchmg none 
He may indeed (if sober all this time) 

Plague with Dispute, ^Dr persecute with Rhyme 260 

We only furmsh what he cannot use. 

Or wed to what he must divorce, a Muse 
Full in the midst of Euclid dip at once. 

And petrify a Gemus to a Dunce 

Or set on Metaphysic ground to prance, 265 

Show aU his paces, not a step advance 

With the same Cement, ever sure to bmd, 

We brmg to one dead level ev’ry mmd 
Then take him to devellop, if you can, 

An^ hew the Block off, and get out the Man 270 

But wherefore waste I words ^ I see advance 
Whore, Pupil, and lac’d Governor from France 


only of one m which case I suspect the Pole to be a false reading, and that 
It should be the Poll, or Plead of that Canon It may be objected, that this 
IS a mere Paronomasia or Pun But what of that ^ Is any figure of Speech 
more apposite to our gentle Goddess, or more fiequently used by her 
and her Childi^n, especially of the University ^ Doubtless it better suits 
the Character of Dulness, yea of a Doctor, than that of an Angel, yet 
Milton fear’d not to put a considerable quantity into the mouths of his 
It hath indeed been observed, that they were the Devil’s Angels, as if he 
did It to suggest the Devil was the Author as well of false Wit, as of false 
Religion, and that the Father of Lies was also the Father of Puns But this 
is idle It must be own’d a Christian practice, used in the primitive times 
by some of the Fathers, and in later by most of the Sons of the Church, 
till the debauch’d reign of Charles the second, when the shameful Passion 
for Wit overthrew every thing and even then the best Writers admitted it, 
provided it was obscene, under the name of the Double entendre Scrib l 
PW 

264 petrify a Genius'] Those who have no Genius, employ’d in works 
of imagination, those who have, in abstract sciences P W 

270 And hew the Block off] A notion of Aristotle, that there was 
originally in every block of marble, a Statue, which would appear on the 
removal of the superfluous parts P W 

^ 272 laPd Governor] Why laPd"^ Because Gold and Silver are necessary 
trimming to denote the dress of a person of rank, and the Governor must 
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Walker^ our hat’ — ^nor more he deign’d to say, 

Butj stern as Ajax’ spectre, strode away 

In flow’d at once a gay embroider’d race, 275 

And titt’rmg push’d the Pedants off the place 
Some would have spoken, but the voice was drown’d 
By the French h^rn, or by the op’mng hound 
The first came forwards, with as easy mien, 

As if he saw St James\ and the Queen 280 

When thus th’ attendant Orator begun 
‘Receive, great Empress* thy accomplish’d Son 
Thine from the birth, and sacred from the rod, 

A dauntless infant* never scar’d with God 

The Sire saw, one by one, his Virtues wake 285 

The Mother begg’d the blessmg of a Rake 

Thou gav’st that Ripeness, which so soon began. 

And ceas’d so soon, he ne’er was Boy, nor Man 


be supposed so in foreign countries, to be adnutted irto Courts and other 
olaces of fair reception But how comes Aristarchus to know by sight that 
this Governor came from France ^ Why, by the laced coat Scribl P W 
Ibid Whore, Pupil, and lac'd Governorl Some Critics have objected to 
the order here, being of opinion that the Governor shouldiJiave the pre- 
cedence before the "^^ore, if not before the Pupil But were he so placed. 

It might be thought to insinuate that the Governor led the Pupil to the 
Whore and were the Pupil placed first, he might be supposed to lead the 
Governor to her But our impartial Poet, as he is drawing their Picture, 
reoresents them in the order in which they are generally seen, namely, 
the Pupil between the Whore and the Governor , but place th tne Whore 
first as she usually governs both the other P W 
276 And titt nng push'd, ^c] Hor <£’p ii 11 3i6> 

Rideat S? pxdset lasciva decentius cetas 
P W <Cf Ep II 11 324“5 > 

278 op'ning <1 e giving tongue There is an almost identical usage at 

' if he saw St James s] Reflecting on the disrespectful and 

indecent Behaviour of several forward young Persons in the Presence, so 
offensive to all serious men, and to none more than the good Scnblerus 

th attendant Orator} The Governor above said The Poet gives ^ 
no oMticular name, being unwilhng, I presume, to offend or do injustice 
to any, by celebrating one only with whom this char^M agrees, in 
preference to so many who equally dese^e it Scribl P ^ ^ , 

^ 283-334 Receive, great Empress' &c < If I may judge “y^elf, I 
the travelling Governor’s Speech one of the best thm^ m my new^tions 
b eSiols?] to the Dunciad ’-Pope to Spence, Anec^tes, p 264 > 
284 A dauntless Infant’ &€ Hor <Bk in. Ode iv 20> 

— iNony sine Bis Anmosus Infans 

a86 the blessing of a Rake <i e that she might be blessed by her sop 
becoming a rake > 
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Thro’ School and College, thy kind cloud o’ercast. 

Safe and unseen the young iSneas past 290 

Thence bursting glorious, all at once let down, 

Stunn’d with his giddy Larum half the town 

Intrepid then, o’er seas and lands he flew 

Europe he saw, and Europe saw hiA too 

There all thy gifts and graces we display, 295 

Thou, only thou, directing all our way* 

To where the Seme, obseqmous as she runs, 

Pours at great Bourbon’s feet her silken sons, 

Or Tyber, now no longer Roman, rolls, 

Vam of Itahan Arts, Itdhan Souls 300 

To happy Convents, bosom’d deep m vmes. 

Where slumber Abbots, purple as their wines 
To Isles of fragrance, lilly-silver’d vales, 

Diffusmg languor in the panting gales 
To lands of smgmg, or of dancmg slaves, 305 

Love-whisp’rmg woods, and lute-resoundmg waves 
But chief her shrme where naked Venus keeps. 

And Cupids ride the Lyon of the Deeps, 

Where, eas’d of Fleets, the Adriatic main 

Wafto the smooth Eunuch and enamour’d swam 310 

Led by my hand, he saunter’d Europe roimd. 

And gather’d ev’ry Vice on Christian ground. 

Saw ev’ry Court, heard ev’ry Kmg declare 
His royal Sense, of Op’ra’s or the Fair, 

The Stews and Palace equally explor’d, 315 

Intrigu’d with glory, and with spirit whor’d, 

Try’d |dl hors-d’asuvresy all liqueurs defin’d. 

Judicious drank, and greatly-daring dm’d, 

290 unseen the young ^neas past Thence bursting glonousi See Virg 
iEn I <411-14), 

At Venus obscuro gradientes aere sepsit, 

Et multo nebulce circum Dea fudit amictu^ 

Cemere ne quis eos , — i neu quis contingere possit, 

2 Mohnve moram, — aut 3 veniendi poscere causas 
Where he enumerates the causes why his mother took this care of him 
to wit, I that no-body might touch or correct him 2 might stop or detain 
him 3 examine him about the progress he had made, or so much as guess 
why he came there P W 

303 Lilly-silver' d vales] Tuberoses 

308 the Lyon of the Deeps] The winged Lyon, the Arms of Venice 
This Republic heretofore the most considerable in Europe, for her Naval 
Force and the extent of her Commerce, now illustrious for her Carnivals 
?W 

318 greatly^danng din^d] It being indeed no small risque to eat thro’ 
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Dropt the dull lumber of the Latm store^ 

Spoil’d his own language, and acquir’d no more, 320 
All Classic leammg lost on Classic groimd. 

And last turn’d Atr^ the Echo of a Sound ^ 

See now, half-cur’ d, and perfecdy well-bred. 

With nothing <but a Solo m his head. 

As much Estate, and Principle, and Wit, 325 

As Jansen, Fleetwood, Cibber shall thinb fit, 

Stol’n from a Duel, follow’d by a Nun, 

And, if a Borough chuse him, not undone. 

See, to my country happy I restore 

This glorious Youth, and add one Venus more 330 

Her too receive (for her my soul adores) 

So may the sons of sons of sons of whores, 

Prop dime, O Empress * like each neighbour Throne, 
And make a long Posterity thy own ’ 

Pleas’d, she accepts the Hero, and the Dame, 335 
Wraps m her Veil, and frees from sense of Shame 


those extraordinary compositions, whose disguis’d ingredients ^e gener- 
ally unknown to the guests, and highly inflammatory and Unwholesome 

no^ting^ but a Solo in hu head] With nothing 
Whv if It be a Solo, how should there be an> thing else? Palpable 
Tautology ' Read boldly an Opera, which is enough of conscience for such 
a head as has lost all its Latm Bentl P W 

'izt Jansen, Fleetwood, Cibber] Three very eminent persons, all Man 
acers of Plays, who, tho’ not Governors by profession, had, each in his 
concern d therrJselves m the Education of You^ and regulated theu 
Wits their Moials, or their Finances at that period of th^ir age wmch is 
S rkS? impoitar^t, their entrance into the poUte ^orld Of tl^l^t of 
thrae and his Talents for this end, see Book I ver 199, Sfc P W <The 
note is iionical throughout Cibber and Heetwood were managers o 
nlavs’ at Diuiy Lane, and were also notorious gamblers Sir Henry 

Fd ?766) managed his play at gaming-tables See i>o«na 11 88« , p 678 > 

^ 328 K”/ « Bormi &c <Membersof Parliament were immune 

too @0] This confirms what the learned Scnblerus 

advMiced in his Note on ver 272, that the Governor, as well as the Pupil, 
had a particular interest m this lady P W 
333 So may the sons of sons, &c] Virg 

Et nati natorum, et qui nascentur ab tilts Mn m < 98 ) 

<'The ‘sons of whores may possibly be a thrust at the Duke of Grafton, 
u dc T nrfi Chamberlain had given Cibber the laureateship in i73® 
Idso had° pro?SS”one- of dullness His faAer the fast Duke, ^ 
the naW llnoi Barbara ViUiers, Duchess of Cleveland qudiBed for 
K)?sTontSfpmous phrase, the second Duke was accordingly one o^ 
the ‘sons of sons of whores’ > 
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Then look’d, and saw a lazy, lolling sort. 

Unseen at Church, at Senate, or at Court, 

Of ever-listless Loit’rers, that attend 

No cause, no Trust, no Duty,^and no Friend 340 

Thee too, my ParideF she mark’d thee there. 

Stretch’d on the rack of a too easy chair. 

And heard thy everlasting yawn confess 
The Pams and Penalties of Idleness 

She pity’d* but her Pity only shed 345 

Bemgner influence on thy noddmg head 
But Anmus, crafty Seer, with ebon wand. 

And well dissembled em’rald on his hand, 

False as his Gems, and canker’d as his Corns, 

Came, cramm’d with capon, from where Polho dmes 350 
Soft, as the wily Fox is seen to creep. 

Where bask on sunny banks the simple sheep, 

Walk round and round, now prying here, now there. 

So he, but pious, whisper’d first his pray’r 
‘Grant, gracious Goddess’ grant me still to cheat, 355 
O may thy cloud still cover the deceit’ 

Thy choicer mists on this assembly shed, 

But pour them thickest on the noble head 
So shall each youth, assisted by our eyes, 

See other Caesars, other Homers rise, 360 


341 Thee tooj my Pandel!] The Poet seems to speak of this young 
gentleman with great affection The name is taken from Spenser, who 
gives It to a wandering Courtly 'Squire^ that travelFd about for the same 
reason, for which many young Squires are now fond of travelling, and 
especially to Farts P W 

342 Stretch'd on the rack Virg Mn vi <6i7> 

Sedet, aetemumque scdebit, 

Infeltx Theseus^ Phlegyasque misernmus omnes 
Admonet — 

347 Annvusi The name taken from Anmus the Monk of Viterbo, 
famous for many Impositions and Forgeries of ancient manuscripts and 
inscriptions, which he was prompted to by mere Vanity, but our Anmus 
had a more substantial motive P W <Perhaps Sir Andrew Fountaine, 
purchaser of antiques for the museums of the wealthy > 

355 me still to cheat ^ Hor <Bk i, Ep xvi 6o-2> 

Day pulchra Laverna, 

Da miht falUre 

Noctem peccatis & fraudihus objtce nuhein 

Ibid stiU to cheat] Some read sktlly but that is frivolous, for Anmus 
^ath that skill already, or if he had not, skill were not wanting to cheat 
such persons B E n T L P W 
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Thro’ twihght ages hunt th’ Atheman fowl. 

Which Chalcis Gods, and mortals call an Owl, 

Now see an Attys, now a Cecrops clear. 

Nay, Mahomet* the Pigeon at thine ear. 

Be rich m ancient brass, tho’ not m gold, 365 

And keep his Lx^res, tho’ his house be sold. 

To headless Phoebe his fair bride postpone, 

Honour a Syrian PrmOe above his own. 

Lord of an Otho, if I vouch it true, 

Blest in one Niger, till he knows of two ’ 370 

Mummius o’erheard him, Mumnuus, Fool-renown’ d. 
Who like his Cheops stinks above the ground. 

Fierce as a startled Adder, swell’d, and said, 

Rattling an ancient Sistrum at his head 

‘Speak’st thou of Syrian Prmces ? Traitor base* 375 


361 hunt th Athenian Jowl\ The Owl stamp’d on the leverse of the 
ancient money of Athens 

Which Chalcis Gods^ and Mortals call an Owl 
IS the \erse by which Hobbes renders that of Homer (Jliad^ xiv 29i>, 
XaXKiSa KiK^rjuKOvai 0 €ot avSpes Se Kvfiuhiv P W 

363 Cecropsi The first King of Athens, of whom it is hsyd to suppose 
any Coins are extant, but not so improbable as what follows, that there 
should be any of Mahomet, who forbad all Images Nevertheless one of 
these Annius’s made a counterfeit one, now in the collection of a learned 

^^^^0^70 Otho Niger To Mr Addison^W 39 /> P 

^71’ Mummius} This name is not merely an allusion to the Mummies 
he was so fond of, but probably referred to the Roman General of that 
name who burn’d Corinth, and committed the curious Statues to the 
Captin of a Ship, assuring him, ‘that if any were lost or broken, he should 
nrocure others to be made in their stead by which it shoald seem (what 
ever may be pretended) that Mummius was no Virtuoso P W <Perhaps 
Lord Sandwich, virtuoso and President of the Egyptian Club > 

372 Cheops] A King of Egypt, whose body was certainly to be known 
as being buried alone in his Pyramid, and is therefore more genuine thm 
anv of the Cleopatra’s This Royal Mummy, being stolen by a wild Arab, 
wa^ purchas’d by the Consul of Alexandria and transmitted to the 
Museum of Mummius , for proof of which he brings a passage in Smdys s 
Travels, where that accurate and learned Voyager assures us that he s^ 
the Sepulchre empty, which agrees exactly (saith he) wth Ae tune of the 
theft above mention’d But he omits to observe that Herodotus tells the 

musical instrument ongmally peculiar to E^t ^ 
the worship of Isis At meetings of the Egyptian Club, formded about 
r^AQ a sistrum was laid before the President, Lord Sandwich ^ 

Speak’st thou of Syrum Pnnees^ &c ] The sUange sto^ 
wl^^ marbe taken for a fiction of the Poet, is justified by a true rektion 
in Soon’s Voyages Vaillant (who wrote the History of the Syrim 

S it«?0 be foSd on medals)commgfromtheLevant, wherehehadbeen 
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Mine, Goddess’ mine is all the horned race 
Tme, he had wit, to make tlieir value rise. 

From foohsh Greeks to steal them, was as wise. 

More glorious yet, from barb^rpus hands to keep. 

When Sallee Rovers chac’d him on the deep 380 

Then taught by Hermes, and divmeiy bold, 

Down his own throat he risqu’d the Grecian gold, 

Receiv’d each Demi-God, wiifi pious care. 

Deep in his Entrails — I rever’d them there, 

I bought them, shrouded in that hving shrme, 385 

And, at their second birth, they issue mme ’ 

‘Witness great Ammofi’ by whose horns I swore, 
(Reply’d soft Anmus) this our paunch before 
Still bears them, faithful, and that thus I eat, 

Is to refund the Medals with the meat 390 

To prove me. Goddess’ clear of all design, 

Bid me with PoUio sup, as well as dme 
There all the Leam’d shall at the labour stand. 

And Douglas lend his soft, obstetric hand ’ 

The Goddess smilmg seem’d to give consent, 395 

So back to PoUio, hand in hand, they went 
Th«n thick as Locusts black’mng all the groimd, 

A tribe, with weeds and shells fantastic crown’d. 

Each with some wond’rous gift approach’d the Pow’r, 

A Nest, a Toad, a Fungus, or a Flow’r 400 

But far the foremost, two, with earnest zeal. 

And aspect ardent to the Throne appeal 

collecting various Coins, and being pursued by a Corsaire of Sallee, 
swallowed dowfi twenty gold medals A sudden Bourasque freed him 
from the Rover, and he got to land with them in his belly On his road 
to Avignon he met two Physicians, of whom he demanded assistance One 
advis d Purgations, the other Vomits In this uncertainty he took neither, 
but pursued his way to Lyons, where he found his ancient friend, the 
famous Physician and Antiquary Dufour, to whom he related his adven- 
tures Dufour first ask’d him whether the Medals were of the higher 
Empire^ He assur’d him they were Dufour was ravish’d with the hope of 
possessing such a treasure, he bargain’d with him on the spot for the 
most curious of them, and was to recover them at his own expence P W 
376 homed race <See 3877? > 

383 each Demi-God] They are called ©eiot on their Coins P W 
387 Witness great Ammon ’] Jupiter Ammon is call’d to witness, as the 
father of Alexander, to whom those Kings succeeded in the division of the 
Macedonian Empire, and whose Homs they w ore on their Medals 
394 Douglas'\ A Physician of great Learning and no less Taste, above 
all curious m what related to Horace^ of whom he collected every Edition, 
Translation, and Comment, to the numbei of several hundred volumes 
PW < James Douglas, MD, 1675-1742, a celebrated obstetrician) 
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The first thus open’d ‘Hear thy supphant’s call. 

Great Queen, and common Mother of us all* 

Fair from its humble bed I rear’d this Flow’r, 405 

Suckled, and chear’d, with air, and sun, and show’r, 

Soft on the paper ruff its leaves I spread, 

Bright with the gilded button tipt its head, 

Then thron’d in glass, and nam’d it Caroline 

Each Maid cry’d, charmfhgi and each Youth, divme’ 410 

Did Nature’s pencil ever blend such rays. 

Such vary’d light in one promiscuous blazed 
Now prostrate* dead* behold that Caroline 
No Maid cries, charming* andmo Youth, divme* 

And lo the wretch* whose vile, whose msect lust 415 
Lay’d this gay daughtei of the Sprmg in dust 
Oh pumsh him, or to th’ Elysian shades 
Dismiss my soul, where no Carnation fades ’ 

He ceas’d, and wept With innocence of mem, 

Th’ Accus’d stood forth, and thus address’d the Queen 
‘Of all th’ enamel’d race, whose silv’ry wmg 421 

Waves to the tepid Zephyrs of the sprmg. 

Or swims along the fluid atmosphere. 

Once brightest shin’d this child of Heat and Air 1 
I saw, and started from its vernal bow’r 425 

The rismg game, and chac’d from flow’r to fiow’r 


405, &c Fair f 'tom its humble bed, — nam^d it Caroline 

Each Maid cty d charming * and each Youth, divine * 

Now ptostrate ' dead ' behold that Caroline 
No Maid cries, cnarming * and no Youth, divine * 

These Verses arc translated from Catullus Epith <42-7> 

Ut flos in septis secretus nascitur hortis. 

Quern mulcent aurce, fit mat Sol, educat imber, 

Multi ilium pueri, multce optavere puellce 
Idem quum tenui carptus defloi uit ungui, 

Nulh ilium pueri, nullce optavere puellce, &c 
407-9 Soft on the paper ruff, ^c <A reference to measures taken by 
the eighteenth-century gardener to produce the perfect carnation > 

409 and nam'd it Caroline] It is a compliment which the Florists 
usually pay to Princes and great persons, to gi\e then names to the most 
curious Flowers of their raising Some have been \ ery jealous of vindicat- 
ing this honour, but none more than that ambitious Gai diner at Hammer- 
smith, who caused his Favourite to be painted on his Sign, with this 
inscription, Thu is My Queen Caroline P W 
421 Of all th' enamel' d race] The poet seems to have an eye to Spenser, 
Muiopotmos <11 i 7 ”i 8 > 

Of all the race of silver-winged Flies 
Which do possess the Empire of the Air 
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It fled, I follow’d, now in hope, now pain. 

It stopt, I stopt. It mov’d, I mov’d agam 
At last It fix’d, ’twas on what plant it pleas’d. 

And where it fix’d, the beauteous bird I seiz’d 430 

Rose or Carnation was below by care, 

I meddle, Goddess^ only in my sphere 
I tell the naked fact without disgmse, 

And, to excuse it, need butfshew the prize. 

Whose spoils this paper offers to your eye, 435 

Fair ev’n m death’ this peerless Butterfly ’ 

‘My sons’ (she answer’d) both have done your parts 
Live happy both, and? long promote our arts 
But hear a Mother, when she recommends 
To your fraternal care, our sleeping friends 440 

1 he common Soul, of Heav’n’s more frugal make. 

Selves but to keep fools pert, and knaves awake 
A drowzy Watchman, that )ust gives a knock, 

And breaks our rest, to tell us what’s a clock 

Yet by some object ev’ry brain is stirr’d, 445 

The dull may waken to a Hummmg-bird, 

The most recluse, disci eetly open’d find 
Congemal matter m the Cockle~kmd, 

The mmd, in Metaphysics at a loss. 

May wander in a wilderness of Moss, 450 

The head that turns at super-lunar thmgs. 

Poiz’d with a tail, may steer on Wilkms’ wmgs 
‘O ’ would the Sons of Men once think their Eyes 


427, 428 ft fled, I followed, 

— I started hack 

It started back, hut pleased 1 soon returned, 

Pleased it returned as soon — Milton ^Par Lost, iv 402-3) 

440 our sleeping friends} Of whom see ver 345 above 
450 a wilderness of ikfow] Of which the Naturalists count I can’t tell 
how many hundred species P W 

452 Wilkins’ wings} One of the first Projectors of the Royal Society, 
who, among many enlarged and useful notions, entertain’d the extra- 
vagant hope of a possibility to fly to the Moon, which has put some 
volatile Genius’s upon making wmgs for that purpose P W < Wilkins 
(1614-72), was Bishop of Chester, one of the foui ders of the Royal 
Society, and its first secretary > 

453 O f would the Sons of men, ^c ] This is the third speech of the 
Goddess to her Supplicants, and completes the whole of what she had to 
give in instruction on this important occasion, concerning Learning, Civil 
Society, and Religion In the first speech, ver 119, to her Editois and 
conceited Critics, she directs how to deprave Wit and discredit fine 
Writers In her second, ver 175, to the Educators of Youth, she shews 
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See Nature m some partial narrow shape. 

And let the Author of the Whole escape 
Learn but to trifle, or, who most observe. 

To wonder at their Maker, not to serve ’ 

‘Be that my task (rephes a gloomy Clerk, 
Sworn foe to Myst’ry, yet divmely dark. 
Whose pious hope asp'lres to see the day 
When Moral Evidence shall qmte decay. 

And damns imphcit faith, and holy hes. 
Prompt to impose, and fond to dogmatize ) 

Let others creep by timid sseps, and slow. 

On plam Experience lay foundations low. 

By common sense to common knowledge bred. 
And last, to Nature’s Cause thro’ Nature led 
All-seemg m thy mists, we want no gmde. 
Mother of Arrogance, and Source of Pride’ 

We nobly take the high Prion Road, 

And reason downward, till we doubt of God 
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them how all Civil Duties may be extinguish’d, m that one doctrine of 
divine Hereditary Right And in this third, she charges the Investigators 
of Nature to amuse themselves in Trifles, and rest m Second causes, with 
a total disregard of the First This being all that Dulness can wish, is all 
she needs to say, and we may apply to her (as the Poet hath manag’d it) 
what hath been said of true Wit, that She neither says too little, nor too 
much PW 

459 ^ gloomy CZeift] The Epithet gloomy in this line may seem the 
same with that of dark in the next But gloomy relates to the uncornfort- 
able and disastrous condition of an irrehgious Sceptic, whereas dark 
alludes only to his pu27led and embroiled Systems P W <The ‘sworn 
foe to Myst’ry’ is perhaps Dr Samuel Clarke (1675-1729) Bee 471W By 
‘Myst’ry’ is meant religious truth known only through divine revelation > 

462 When Moral Evidence shall quite decayl Alluding to a ridiculous 
and absurd way of some Mathematicians, in calculatmg the gradual deca} 
of Moral Evidence by mathematical proportions according to which 
calculation, in about fifty years it will be no longer probable that Juhus 
Csesar was in Gaul, or died in the Senate House See Craig's Theologice 
Chnstiance Pnncipia Mathematica But as it seems evident, that facts of a 
thousand years old, for instance, are now as probable as they were five 
hundred years ago , it is plam that if in fifty more fliey quite disappear, 
It must be owing, not to their Arguments, but to the extraordinary Power 
of our Goddess , for whose help therefore they have reason to pray P W 

471 the high Prion Road] Those who, from the effects in this Visible 
world, deduce the Eternal Power and Godhead of the First Cause tho’ 
the} cannot attain to an adequate idea of the Deity, yet discover so much 
of him, as enables them to see the End of their Creation, and the Means 
of their Happiness whereas they who take this high Priori Road (such as 
Hobbs, Spinoza, Des Cartes, and some better Reasoners) for one that 
goes right, ten lose themselves m Mists, or ramble after Visions which 
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Make Nature still mcroach upon his plan, 

And shove him off as far as e’er we can 

Thrust some Mechanic Cause into his place, 475 

Or bmd m Matter, or diffuse m Space 

Or, at one bound o’er-leapmg all his laws. 

Make God Man’s Image, Man ^he final Cause, 

Fmd Virtue local, all Relation scorn. 

See all in Selfy and but f^T self be born 480 

Of nought so certam as our Reason still. 


deprive them of all sight of their End, and mislead them in the choice of 
wrong means P W <‘He alluded to Dr Clarke s famous Demonstrations 
of the Attributes of God, a book which Bolingbroke, who hated Clarke 
because he was a favourite of Queen Caroline, impotently attacked ’> 

473 Make Nature still] This relates to such as being ashamed to assert 
a mere Mechanic Cause, and yet unwilling to forsake it intirel> , have had 
recourse to a certain Plastic Nature^ Elastic Fluids Subtile Matter ^ &c 
PW <‘Plastic nature’ — Cudworth’s phrase for a life-force which, he 
held, accounted for natural processes without the interference of God 
Berkeley scoffs at it in Alciphron ‘Subtile matter’ [materia subtihs] was a 
term coined by Descartes to describe a material which he supposed to fill 
the whole of space It was by such philosophical refinements that God 
was shoved off’ > 

475-6 Thrust some Mechanic Cause into his place, 

Or bind m Matter, or diffuse in Space ] 

The first of these Follies is that of Des Cartes, the second of Hobbs, the 
third of some succeeding Philosophers P W <The folly’ of Descartes 
was his explanation of celestial motions by his hypothesis of vortices 
Hobbes had suggested that God might be composed of a subtle or refined 
matter he would not admit existence to anything immaterial The philo 
sophers who ‘diffuse God in space’ may include Henry More who, in his 
anxiety to rescue spirit from being a mere abstraction, claimed extension 
for It while <Jistinguishing it still from matter > 

478, &c Make God Man's Image, Man the final Cause, 

Find Virtue local, all Relation scorn. 

See all m Self — 

Here the Poet, from the eirors relating to a Deity in Natural Philosophy, 
descends to those in Moral Man was made according to God's Image this 
false Theology, measuring his Attributes by ours, makes God after Man's 
Image This proceeds from the imperfection of his Reason The next, of 
imagining himself the Final Cause, is the effect of his Pride as the malang 
Virtue and Vice arbitrary, and Morality the imposition of the Magistrate, 
is of the Corruption of his heart Hence he centers every thing in himself 
The Progress of Dulness herein differing from that of Madness , one ends 
in seeing all in God, the other m seeing all in Self P W <Bolingbroke had 
ridiculed those anthropomorphic divines who made God after man’s 
image Hobbes may fairly be said to be among those philosophers who 
‘find Virtue local’, and to ‘see all in Self' , but perhaps Mandeville is the 
wnter m Pope’s mind here Those who make ‘Man the final Cause* are 
presumably the atheists > 

481 Of nought so certain as our Reason still] Of which we have most 
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Of nought so doubtful as of Soul and Will 

Oh hide the God still more’ and make us see 

Such as Lucretius diew^ a God like Thee 

Wrapt up in Self, a Qod without a Thought, 485 

Regardless of our merit or default 

Or that bright linage to our fancy draw. 

Which Theocles m raptur’d vision saw. 

While thro’ Poetic scenes the Gemus roves. 


cause to be diffident Of nought so doubtful as of Soul and Will two things 
the most self-evident, the Existence of our Soul, and the Freedom of our 
Will PW 

484 Such as Lucretius drew] Lib i ver 57 

Omnts enim per se Divom natura necesse'st 
Immortah cevo summa cum pace fruatur, 

Semota ab nostns rebus, summotaque longe — 

Nec bene pro mentis capvtur, nec tangitur ira 
From whence the two verses following are translated and wonderfully 
agree with the character of our Goddess Scribl P W 
^488 Which Theocles m raptured Vision saw] Thus this Philosopher 
/Theocles, in Shaftesbury’s dialogue, The Moralists, a Philosophical 
Bhapsodyy calls upon his Friend, to partake with him m these Visions 
‘To-morro’w , when the Eastern Sun 
With his first Beams adorns the front 
Of yonder Hill, if you’re content 
To wander with me in the Woods you see, 

We will pursue those Loves of ours. 

By favour of the Sylvan Nymphs 

and invoking first the Gemus of the Place, weTl try to obtain at le^t some 
faint and distant view of the Sovereign Genius ond first Beauty Char act 

^°Tlus "^Geniusis thus apostrophized (pag 345 ) by the same Philosopher 
< — O glorious Nature f 
Supiemely fair, and sovereignly good’ 

All-loving, and all-lovely ' all divine ’ 

Wise Substitute of Providence’ impowePd 
Creatress ' or impowWmg Deity, 

Supreme Creator ^ 

Thee I invoke, and thee alone adore ’ 

Sir Isaac Newton distinguishes between these two m a very ^li^erent 
manner [Prmc Schol gen suh fin}— Hunc cognoscimus solummodo per 
ZobnetcL suas & attnbuta, & per eaptentts^mas & opun^ rerum 
structuras 6? causas finales, veneramur autem Sf colimus oh dominium 
Dens etenim sine dominio, piovidentia, & causis finahbus, nihil aliud es 

wanders wild in Academic Gwes] ‘Above all thi^ I 
WdEase and of all Philosophers those who reason d most at their hose, 
a^d wem never angry or disLb’d, as those caU’d Sceptics never were I 
look’d upon this kind of Philosophy as the prettiest, agreeablest,romng 
E^rcise^of the Mind, possible to be imagined^ <CkaracteristicsyYol 2 
p 206 P W 
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Or wanders wild in Academic Groves, 490 

That Nature our Society adores. 

Where Tindal dictates, and Silenus snores ’ 

Rous’d at his name, up ;-ose the bowzy Sire, 

And shook from out his Pipe the seeds of fire. 

Then snapt his box, and strok’d his belly down 495 
Rosy and rev’rend, tho’ without a Gown 
Bland and famihar to th/ throne he came. 

Led up the Youth, and call’d the Goddess Dame 
Then thus ‘From Priest-craft happily set free, 

Lo ’ ev’ry fimsh’d Son returns to thee 500 

First slave to Wordk, then vassal to a Name, 

Then dupe to Party, child and man the same, 

Bounded by Nature, narrow’d still by Art, 

A trifling head, and a contracted heart 

Thus bred, thus taught, how many have I seen, 505 

Smilmg on all, and smil’d on by a Queen 

Mark’d out for Honours, honour’d for their Birth, 

To thee the most rebelhous thmgs on earth 
Now to thy gentle shadow all are shiunk. 

All melted down, in Pension, or in Punk^ 510 

So K * so B * * sneak’d into the grave, 

A Monarch’s half, and half a Harlot’s slave 


492 Stlenus\ Silenus was an Epicurean Philosopher, as appears from 
Virgil, Eclog 6 where he sings the Principles of that Philosophy in his 
drink P W <Thomas Gordon, the translator of Tacitus, called Silenus 
because he was a Commissioner of the Wine Licences, an appointment 
which was^made in recognition of his journalistic services to the 
government 

494 seeds of Fire\ The Epicurean language, Setnina rei urn, or Atoms 
Virg Eclog 6 <31 ff >, Semina ignis — semina fiammce — ^P W 

495 his box <snufF-box > 

501 First slave to Words, ] A Recapitulation of the whole Course 
of Modern Education describ’d m this book, which confines Youth to the 
study of Words only in Schools, subjects them to the authority of Systems 
m the Universities, and deludes them with the names of Party-distinctions 
in the World All equally concurring to narrow the Understanding, and 
establish Slavery and Error m Literature, Philosophy, and Politics The 
whole finished in modem Free-thinking, the completion of whatever is 
vain, wrong, and destructive to the happiness of mankind, as it establishes 
Self-love for the sole Principle of Action P W 

510 Ptmk <whore > 

51 1 So K* so B** <Henry de Grey, Duke of Kent (1671-1740), see 
p 627, and James, third Earl of Berkeley (1680-1736), First Lord of the 
Admiralty under George I The reference to a ‘Harlot’s slave’ indicates 
that they must have owed their places to the mfiuence of one of George I’s 
mistresses > 
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Poor w * * nipt in Folly’s broadest bloom. 

Who praises now> his Chaplain on his Tomb 
Then take them all, oh take them to thy breast’ 

Th> Magus, Goddess ’ shall perform the rest ’ 

With that, a Wizard old his Cup extends. 

Which who so tostes, forgets his former friends. 

Sire, Ancestors, Himself One casts his eyes 
Up to a Star, and hke'Endymion dies 
A Feather shootmg from another’s head, 

Extracts his brain, and Prmciple is fled. 

Lost IS his God, his Country, ev’ry thmg. 

And nothing left but Homage to a King’ 

The vulgar herd turn off to roll with Hogs, 

To run with Horses, or to hunt with Dogs, 

But, sad example’ never to escape 
Their Infamy, still keep the human shape 
But she, good Goddess, sent to ev’ry child 
Firm Impudence, or Stupefaction mild, 

And strait succeeded, leaving shame no room, 

513 Poor W* <Perhaps the dissipated young Earl of Warwick > 

517 With that a Wizard old, < Almost certainly Walpole In the 

lines that follow, Pope is probably thinking in particular of William 
Pulteney Though he was not made Earl of Bath till 1742, Pulteney had 
been growing steadily more lukewarm in opposition, and rumours that he 
was willing to be silenced by a peerage had been circulating for some 
years y 

517 his Cup, &c ] The Cup of Self-love, which causes a total oblivion 
of the obligations of Friendship, or Honour, and of the Service of God or 
our Country, all sacrificed to Vain-glory, Court-worship, or yet meaner 
considerations of Lucre and brutal Pleasures From ver 520 ^o 528 P W 

518 Which whoso tastes, forgets his former friends, — Sue, Homer 

of the Nepenthe Odyss 4 <220-1 > 

Avtik^ ap €LS otvov jSaAe <f>apiJ>aKOv hfBev cttivov 
Nrjrrevdes r dxoXov re, KaKcov eiriArjBov wnavrcav 

520 a Star <Worn by Knights of the Garter or Knights of the Bath > 

521 Feather <Wom by Knights of the Garter m their caps > 

523* 524 Lost IS his God, ] So strange as this must seem to a mere 
English reader, the famous Mons de la Bruyere declares it to be the 
character of every good Subject in a Monarchy ‘Where (says he) there is 
no such thing as Love of our Country, the Interest, the Glory and Service 
of the Prince supply its place ’ De la Republique, Chap 10 P W 

529 But she, good Goddess, &c ] The only comfort such people can 
receive, must be owing m some shape or other to Dulness , which makes 
some stupid, others impudent, gives Self-conceit to some, upon the 
Flatteries of their dependants, presents the false colours of Interest to 
others, and busies or amuses the rest with idle Pleasures or Sensuahty, till 
they become easy under any infamy Each of which species is here 
shadowed under Allegorical persons P W 
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Cibberian forehead^ or Cimmerian gloom 
Kmd Self-conceit to some her glass applies. 

Which no one looks m with another’s eyes 
But as the Flatt’rer or Dependant pamt, 535 

Beholds himself a Patriot, Chief, or Samt 
On others Int’rest her gay hy’ry flmgs, 

Interest, that waves on Party-colour’ d wmgs 
Turn’d to the Sun, she (ffeists a thousand dyes. 

And, as she turns, the colours fall or rise 540 

Others the Syren Sisters warble round. 

And empty heads console with empty soimd 
No more, alas^ the«voice of Fame they hear. 

The balm of Dulness trickhng in their ear 
Great C H * P * *, R * * K *, 545 

Why all your Toils ^ vour Sons have learn’d to sing 
How quick Ambition hastes to ridicule* 

The Sire is made a Peer, the Son a Fool 
On some, a Priest succinct m amice white 
Attends, all flesh is nothmg m his sight* 550 

Beeves, at his touch, at once to jelly turn. 

And the huge Boar is shrunk into an Urn 
fThe board with specious miracles he loads, 

541 the Syren Sisters <The Muses of Opera) 

545 Great C** <William Cowper, first Earl Cowper, Simon 
Harcourt, first Viscount Harcourt, Thomas Parker, first Earl of Maccles- 
field, and Peter King, first Baron Kmg of Ockham, were at different times 
Lord Chancellor, Sir Robert Raymond, first Baron Raymond, was Lord 
Chief Justice Then sons (m Harcourt^s case, grandson) were undis- 
tinguished, and, as Pope’s line implies, patrons of the opera > 

549 amKX: <An oblong piece of white linen, used in the Western 
Church m conjunction with the alb, now generally folded so as to he 
round the neck and shoulders Pope’s priest is a chef, the amice is 
presumably his cap > 

553 The hoard with specious Miracles he loads, Scnblerus seems 
at a loss in this place Speciosa miracula (says he) according to Horace 
<iArs Poetica^ i44-S>, were the monstrous Fables of the Cyclops, 
Lsestrygons, Scylla, What relation have these to the transformation 
of Hares into Larks, or of Pigeons into Toads ^ I shall tell thee The 
Laestrygons spitted Men upon Spears, as we do Larks upon Skewers and 
the fair Pigeon turn’d to a Toad is similar to the fair Virgin Scylla ending 
in a filthy beast But here is the difficulty, why Pigeons in so shocking a 
shape should be brought to a Table Hares indeed might be cut into 
Larks at a second dressing, out of frugality Yet that seems no probable 
motive, when we consider the extravagance before mention’d, of dissolv 
mg whole Oxen and Boars into a small vial of Jelly, nay it is expresly said 
that all Flesh is nothing in his sight I have searched m Apicius, Pliny, and 
the Feast of Trimalchio, m vain I can only resolve it into some mysterious 
superstitious Rite, as it is said to be done by a Priest, and soon after called 
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Turns Hares to Larks, and Pigeons into Toads 
Another (for in all what one can shine '>) 555 

Explains the Seve and Verdeur of the Vine 
What cannot copiou^s Sacrifice attone ^ 

Thy Treufles, Perigord* thy Hams, Bayonne* 

With French Libation, and Itahan Strain, 

Wash Bladen white, and expiate Hays’s stam 560 

Knight hfts the head? for what are crowds undone 
To three essential Partriges m one ? 

Gone ev’ry blush, and silent all reproach. 

Contending Princes mount them in their Coach 
Next biddmg all draw n<2jar on bended knees, 565 
The Queen confers her Titles and Degrees 
Her children first of more distmguish’d sort. 

Who study Shakespeare at the Inns of Court, 

Impale a Glow-worm, or Vertu profess, 

Shme in the dignity of F R S 57° 

Some, deep Free-Masons, join the silent race 
Worthy to fill Pythagoras’s place 


a Sacrifice attended (as all ancient sacrifices were) with Libation and 

Sons SCRIBL ^ \ 

This good Scholiast, not being acquainted with modern Luxury, was 
Ignorant that these were only the miracles of Fiench Cookery ^ and that 
nnrticularlv Pigeous en crapeau were a common dish P W 
^ 555 shine^ Alludes to that of Virgil, Eel 8 <63) 

non omnia possumus omnes 

--4 Seve and Verdeur] French Terms relating to Wines (Seve the 
fineness and strength of flavour proper to any particular wine Ver<^ur 
bmkness > St Evremont has a very pathetic Letter to ^ Nobl^n m 
disgrace, advising him to seek Comfort in a good Table particularly 
to be attentive to these Qualities in his Champagne P W 

cbo Bladen— Hay of Gamesters Bladen is a black man 
Robert Knight Cashier of the South-sea Coi^any, who 
land in 1720, (afterwards pardoned in 1742 )--Thesehved with the utme^t 
mStoe at Pans, and kept open Tables ^y ^ 

first Quah+y of England, and even by Princes of the Blood of France 

^ ^id Bladen, &c ] The former Note of Bladen is a black man, is very 

absurd The Manuscript here is partly obliterated, 

only have been Wash Blackmoors white, alluding to a known Proverb 

^''^62 "ihre^ssential Partnges m one] i e two dissolved into Quintesseii^ 
to nmke sauce for the third The honour of this 

vfit has it been excell’d by our native luxury, an hundred squab 
TSrkevs^being not unfrequently deposited in one Pye in the Bahopric 
^Durham to Xh our Author aUudes in ver 593 of this work 

S7I Some, deep Free-Masons, join the silent J^® Ssl^ere 
expresses a Very Particular concern for this silent Race He has here 
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Some Botamsts, or Florists at the leasts 

Or issue Members of an Annual feast 

Nor past the meanest unregarded^ one 575 

Rose a Gregorianj one a Gormogon 

The last, not least m honour or applause, 

Isis and Cam made Doctors of h^r Laws 
Then blessing all, ‘Go Children of my care^ 

To Practice now from ThtfOry repair 580 

All my commands are easy, short and full 

My Sons ’ be proud, be selfish, and be dull 

Guard my Prerogative, assert my Throne 

This Nod confirms each Privilege your own 

The Cap and Switch be sacred to his Grace, 585 

With Staff and Pumps the Marquis lead the Race, 

From Stage to Stage the hcens’d Earl may run. 

Pair’d with his Fellow-Charioteer the Sun, 

The learned Baron Butterflies design. 

Or draw to silk Arachne’s subtile line, 590 


provided, that in case they will not waken or open (as was before pro- 
posed) to a Humming-Bird or Cockle^ yet at worst they may be made Free- 
Masons, wh^e Taciturnity is the only essential Qualification, as it was the 
chief of the (Esciples of Pythagoras P W 

576 a Gregorian^ one a Gormogon] A sort of Lay-brothers, Slips from 
the Root of the Free-Masons P W <The Gregorians and Gormogons 
were both founded in the early eighteenth century in ridicule of the 
Freemasons > 

584 each Privilege your own, ] This speech of Dulness to her Sons 
at parting may possibly fall short of the Reader’s expectation , who may 
imagine the Goddess might give them a Charge of more consequence, 
and, from such a Theory as is before delivered, incite them to the practice 
of something fiore extraordinary, than to personate Running-Footmen, 
Jockeys, Stage Coachmen, &c 

But if It be well consider d, that whatever inclination they might have 
to do mischief, her sons are generally render’d harmless by their Inability , 
and that it is the common effect of Dulness (even in her greatest efforts) 
to defeat her own design , the Poet, I am persuaded, will be justified, and 
It will be allow’d that these worthy persons, in their several ranks, do as 
much as can be expected from them P W 

585 The Cap and Switch, &c <1 e the cap and switch of a jockey > 

586 With Staffs and Pumps &c <Running-footmen wore ‘pumps’ (a 
sort of shoe without heels), and carried a long staff, when accompanymg 
their master’s coach > 

587-8 the licensed Earl <‘Earl of Salisbury vho took the property of 
a Stage Coach and drove it himself ’> 

589 The learned Baron <‘Baron Charles de Geer, a friend and pupil 
of Linnaeus, and a celebrated entomologist > 

590 Arachne^s subtile line] This is one of the most ingenious employ 
ments assign’d, and therefore recommended only to Peers of Learning 
v)f weaving Stockings of the Webs of Spiders, see the Phil Trans P W 
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The Judge to dance his brother Sergeant call. 

The Senator at Cricket urge the Ball, 

The Bishop stow (Pontific Luxury 0 
An hundred Souls of Xurkeys m a pye. 

The sturdy Squire to Galhc masters stoop, 595 

And drown his L^ds and Manors ir a Soupe 
Others import yet nobler arts from France, 

Teach Kmgs to fiddle, ^d make Senates dance 
Perhaps more high some darmg son may soar, 

Proud to my hst to add one Monaich more, 600 

And nobly conscious. Princes are but thmgs 
Born for First Ministers, as Slaves for Kmgs, 

Tyrant supreme^ shall three Estates command. 

And MAKE ONE Mighty Dunciad of the Land»’ 
More she had spoke, but yawn’d—AU Nature nods 605 
What Mortal can resist the Yawn of Gods ^ 

Churches and Chapels mstantly it reach’d. 


591 The Judge to dance his brother Serjeant call\ Alluding perhaps to 
that ancient and solemn Dance mtitled A Call of Sergeants P W <At a 
call of sergeants certain ancient ceremonies were observed which had 
some resemblance to a country dance > 

592 The Senator at Cricket^ &c <Several peers were ^oted at this 
time for their interest in cricket, a game which gave offence to many 
because it encouiaged lords and gentlemen to associate with ‘butchers 
and cobblers > 

593-4 Bishop stow, &c <See iv 562« > 

598 Teach Kings to fiddle] An ancient amusement of Sovereign Princes, 
(viz ) Achilles, Alexander, Nero, tho despised by Themistocles, who was 
a Republican — Make Senates dance, either after their Prince, or to 
Pontoise, or Siberia P W <See Moral Es , ui 72W, The Parliament of 
Pans was banished by Dubois to Pontoise, 1720 > 

i;9Q“6o4 Perhaps more high, &c <In these daring lines Pope is attack- 
ing Walpole’s long ascendancy as First Minister He had been virtual 
ruler of the country since 1721 He fell at last in Jan 1742 — two months 
before this attack was made upon him in The New Dunciad > 

606 What Mortal can resist the Yawn of Gods] This verse is truly 
Homerical, as is the conclusion of the Action, where the great Mother 
composes all, in the same manner as Minerva at the period of the Odyssey 

Xt may indeed seem a very singular Epitasis of a Poem, to end as th^ 

does with a Great Yawn, but we must consider it as the Yavm of a God, 
and of powerful effects It is not out of Nature, most long and grave 
counsels concluding in this very manner Nor without Authority the 
incompaiable Spencer having ended one of the most considerable ot his 
works with a Roar, but then it is Ro<n of a 

are described as the Catastrophe of his Poem P W <See JVIother 

The Progress of this YaA^is judicious, 

natural, and worthy to be noted First ^^^eizeth the Churches and 
Chapels, then catcheth the Schools, where, tho the boys be unwilling tq 
sleep, the Masters are not Next Westmmster-hall, much more hard 



798 


POEMS 1730-1744 


(St James’s firsts for leaden Gilbert preach’d) 

Then catch’d the Schools, the Hall scarce kept awake. 

The Convocation gap’d, but could not speak 610 

Lost was the Nation’s Sense, ^or could be found. 

While the long solemn Umson went round 
Wide, and more wide, it spread o’^r all the realm, 

Ev’n Pahnurus nodded at the Helm 

The Vapour mild o’er each Committee crept, 615 

Unfinish’d Treaties m each Office slept. 

And Chiefiess Armies doz’d out the Campaign, 

And Navies yawn’d for Orders on the Mam 
O Muse* relate (for you can tell alone. 

Wits have short Memories, and Dunces none) 620 

Relate, who first, who last resign’d to rest. 

Whose Heads she partly, whose completely blest, 


indeed to subdue, and not totally put to silence even by the Goddess 
Then the Convocation, which tho* extremely desirous to spealc, yet can- 
not Even the House of Commons, justly called the Sense of the Nation 
<cf Dta 1 p 691, 1 78W >, is lost (that is to say suspended) during the 
Yawn (far be it from our Author to suggest it could be lost any longer *) 
but It sprea^th at large over all the rest of the Kingdom, to such a 
degree, that JPalinurus himself (tho* as incapable of sleeping as Jupiter) 
yet noddeth for a moment the effect of v^hich, tho* ever so momentary, 
could not but cause some Relaxation, for the time, in all public affairs 
SCRIBL PW 

608 leaden] An Epithet from the Age she had just then restored, 
according to that sublime custom of the Easterns, in calling new-born 
Princes after some great and recent Event Scribl <The preacher is 
Dr John Gilbert, afterwards Archbishop of York > 

610 The Convocation gap*d, but could not speak] <The Lower House 
of Convocatidh of the Clergy had been prorogued m 1717 and did not 
again receive the royal licence to transact business till 1861 > 

614 Ev'n Pahnurus nodded^ &c < Walpole the pilot of the Ship of 
State > 

615-8 ] These Verses were written many years ago, and may be found 
in the State Poems of that time So that Scriblerus is mistaken, or who- 
ever else have imagined thus Poem of a fresher date P W <Pope is 
referring to the delay in fitting out two expeditions to Spanish America 
m 1740 One, under the command of Sir Charles Ogle, sailed at the 
end of October to join Admiral Vernon at Jamaica, the other, after 
considerable mismanagement had sailed under Anson for Peru on 
Sept 18 The reference to ‘unfinish’d Treaties* may be intended to glance 
at the Convention which was signed by England and Spain on Jan 14, 
1739 R was ‘unfinished’ m the sense that it was inconclusive, and left 
several important points unsettled By ‘chiefiess Armies* Pope may be 
alluding to the troops sent out to the West Indies under Lord Cathcart, 
who died from the effects of the climate > 

^ 620 Wits have short Memories] This seems to be the reason why the 
Poets, whenever they give us a Catalogue, constantly call for help on the 
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What Charms could Faction, what Ambition lull, 

The Venal quiet, and intrance the Dull, 

’Till drown’d was Sense, and Shame, and Right, and 

Wrong — 625 

O sing, and hush the l^ations with thy Song^ 


In vain, in vain, — thsij^ll-composmg Hour 
Resistless falls The Muse obeys the Pow*r 
She comes’ she comes’ the sable Throne behold 
Of Night Primaeval, and of Chaos old’ 630 

Before her, Fancy^s gilded clcpds decay. 

And all its varying Ram-bows die away 
Wit shoots m vam its momentary fires. 

The meteor drops, and m a flash expires 

As one by one, at dread Medea’s stram, 635 

The sick’nmg stars fade off th’ ethereal plain. 

As Argus’ eyes by Hermes’ wand opprest. 

Clos’d one by one to everlasting rest. 

Thus at her felt approach, and secret might. 

Art after Art goes out, and all is Night 640 


Muses, who, as the Daughters of Memory^ are obliged not to forget any 
thing So Homer, Iliad 2 <488, 49i“2>, 


nXrjdvv 8 ovK av eyoj iJ,vd7]ctO(Mat ou8’ ovofirjvcD 
El jJLrj ’OAu^TTtaSes Movaai Alos atytoxoto 
OvyaT€p€s [iv’qaaLad — 


And Virgil, lEn 7 <645“6>, 

Et memimstis ennUy Divce, ^ tnemorare potestis 
Ad nos ztx tenmsfama perlahitw atiia 
But our Poet had > et 'mother reason for putting this Task u’^on the Muse 
that all besides being asleep, she only could lelate what passed Scribl 


626 <To the couplet with which Pope closed The New Dunctad of 
1742 the following note was added 

o’er the Land and Deep] It was but necessary for the Poet to say this 
expressly, that Biitain might not be suppos d to be in this condition 
alone, but m company with all other Nations of Europe It had been a 
monstrous impropriety, in such a case, to have made any Nation keep 
awake, except Fra7ice But our Poet, tho’ a Satyrist, is an utter enemy to 
all National Reflections Scribl r -n 

It is impossible to lament sufficiently the loss of the rest of this Poem, 
lUst at the opening of so fair a scene as the Invocation seems to promise 
It is to be hop’d however that the Poet compleated it, and that it will not 
be lost to posterity, if we may trust to a Hint given in one of his Satires 


[Sat II 1 59] 


Publish the present Age, but where the Text 
Is Vice too high, reserve it for the next > 


637 As Argus eyes, <A 111 343 > 
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See skulking Truth to her old Cavern fled, 

Mountains of Casuistry heap*d o’er her head ^ 

Philosophy^ that lean’d on Heav’n before. 

Shrinks to her second cause, and is no more 

Physic of Metaphysic begs defence, 645 

And Metaphysic calls for aid on^Sense ' 

See Mystery to Mathematics fly* 

In vam* they gaze, turn giddy, rave, and die 
Religion blushmg veils her sacred fires, 

And unawares Morality expires 650 

Nor public Flame, nor private:, dares to shme. 

Nor human Spark is»»left, nor Glimpse divine f 
Lo* thy dread Empire, Chaos * is restor’d, 

Light ies before thy uncreatmg word 

Thy hand, great Anarch* lets the curtain fall, 655 

And Umversal Darkness buries All 


APPENDIX 

I PREFACE 

Prefixed to the five first imperfect Editions of the 
Dunciad, m three books, printed at Dublin and 
London, m octavo and duodecimo, 1727 
<See p 430> 

II A LIST OF BOOKS, PAPERS, AND VERSES 

In which our Author was abused, before the 
Pubht:ation of the Dunciad , with the true Names 
of the Authors 
<Seep 434 > 

III ADVERTISEMENT 

To the First Edition with Notes, in Quarto, 1729 
<Seep 3i7> 

I\ ADVERTISEMENT TO THE FIRST EDITION 

separate, of the Fourth Book of the Dunciad 

We apprehend it can be deemed no mjury to the author of the three 
first books of the Dunciad, that we publish this Fourth It was 
rfound merely by accident, m takmg a suivey of the Library of a late 
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enunent nobleman, but in so blotted a condition, and m so many 
detach’d pieces, as plainly shewed it to be not only incorrect:, but 
unfinished That the author of the three first books had a design to 
extend and complete his poem m this manner, appears from the 
dissertation prefixt to it, where it is said, that the design is more 
extensive^ and that we may expect other episodes to complete it And 
from the declaration in the argument to the third book, that the 
accomplishment of the prophecie^thereini would he the theme hereafter 
of a greater Dunciad But whether or no he be the author of this, we 
declare ourselves ignorant If he be, wc are no more to be blamed for 
the pubhcation of it, than Tucca and Varms for that of the last six 
books of the iEneid, tho’ perhaps inSerior to the former 
If any person be possessed of a more perfect copy of this woik, or 
of any other fragments of it, and will commumcate them to the 
pubhsher, we shall make the next edition more complete In which, 
we also promise to insert any Criticisms that shall be published (if at 
all to the purpose) with the Names of the Authors ^ or any letters 
sent us (tho’ not to the purpose) shall yet be prmted under the title 
oiEpistolce Obscurorum Virorum, which, together with some others 
of the same kmd formerly laid by for that end, may make no 
unpleasant addmon to the future impressions of this poem 

V THE GUARDIAN 

Being a continuation of some former Papers on the 
subject of Pastorals 
<Seep 445> 

VI OF the poet laureate 
November 19, 1729 

The time of the election of a Poet Laureate being now at hand, 1^ 
may be proper to give some account of the rites and ceremonies 
anciently used at that Solemmty, and only discontinued through 
the neglect and degeneracy of later times These we have extracted 
from an historian of undoubted credit, a reverend bishop, the 
learned Paulus Jovius, and are the same that were practised under 
the pontificate of Leo X, the great restorer of learmng 
As we now see an a^e and a courts that for the encouragement of 
poetry rivals, if not exceeds, that of this famous Pope, we cannot but 
wish a restoration of all its honours to poesy ^ the rather, smee there 
are so many parallel circumstances m the person who was then 
honoured with the laurel, and in him:, who (m all probabihty) is now 
to wear it 
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I shall translate my author exactly as I find it m the 82d chapter 
of his Elogia Vir Doct He begms with the character of the poet 
himself, who was the oiigmal and father of all Lauieates, and called 
CamiUo He was a plain country-man of Apuha, whether a shepherd 
or thresher^ is not matenal ‘This nian (says Jovius) excited by the 
fame of the great encouragement given tp poets at court, and the 
high honour in which they were held, came to the city, brmging 
with him a strange kmd of lyre fi lus hand, and at least some 
twenty thousand of verses All the wits and critics of the court flock’d 
about him, dehghted to see a clown^ with a ruddy, hale com- 
plexion, and in his own long hair, so top full of poetry, and at the 
first sight of him all agreed he was born to be Poet Laureate^ He 
had a most hearty welcome m an island of the river Tiber (an agree- 
able place, not unlike our Richmond^) where he was first made to 
eat and drink plentifully ^ and to repeat his verses to every body Then 
they adorn’d him with a new and elegant garland, composed of 
vine-leaveSi laurel^ and brassica (a sort of cabbage) so composed, says 
my author, emblematically, ut tarn salesy quam lepide ejus temulentiay 
Biasstca remedio cohibenda^ notaretur He was then saluted by 
common consent with the title of archt-poeta:, or arch-poet^ in the 
style of those days, in ours. Poet Laureate This honour the poor 
man recei'srd with the most sensible demonstrations of joy, his 
eyes drunk with tears and gladness^ Next the public acclamation 
was expressed m a canticle^ which is transmitted to us, as follows 

^ Salve, brassicea mrens corona, 

Et lauro, archipoeta, pampinoque ' 

Dignus principis auribus Leonis ’ 

All hail, arch-poet without peer f 
Vine, bay, 01 cabbage fit to wear. 

And worthy of the prince’s ear 

From hence he was conducted m pomp to the Capitol of Rome, 
mounted on an elephant, thro’ the shouts of the populace, where the 
ceremony ended 

The historian tells us farther, ‘That at his introduction to Leo, he 

^ thi esher <The satire which follows is directed against Stephen Duck 
(1705-56), the agricultural labourer and poet patronized bv Queen 
Caroline On Nov 19, 1730, Swift told Gay that he heard Duck was to 
be the new laureate, in succession to Eusden > 

Apulus praepingui vultu alacer, & prolixe comatus, omnino dignus 
festa laurea videretur 

® Richmond <Among Queen Caroline’s gifts to Duck was ‘a Small House 
at Richmond in Surrey> * 

^ Manantibus prae gaudio oculis 
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nor only poured forth verses innumerable, like a torrent, but also 
sung them with open mouth Nor was he only once introduced, or on 
stated days (like our Laureates) but made a companion to his mastery 
and enteitained as one of the mstruments of his most elegant 
pleasures When the prince was at table, the poet had his place at the 
VTindov/ When the prince^had® half eaten his meat, he gave with his 
own hands the rest to the poet When the poet drank, it was out of 
the prince’s own flaggon, msor’^uch (says the historian) that thro’ 
so great good eating and drinkmg he contracted a most terrible 
gout ’ Sorry I am to relate what follows, but that I cannot leave my 
reader’s curiosity unsatisfied m the catastrophe of this extra- 
ordinary man To use my author’s words, which are remarkable, 
mortiio Leoney profligatisque poetiSy &c ‘When Leo died, and poets 
were no more’ (for I would not imderstand profltgatis hteially, as if 
poets then were profligate) this unhappy Laureate was forthwith 
reduced to return to his country, where, oppress’d with old age and 
wanty he miserably perish’d m a common hospital 
We see from this sad conclusion (which may be of example to the 
poets of our time) that it were happier to meet with no encourage- 
ment at all, to remam at the plough, or other lawful occupation, 
than to be elevated above their condition, and taken out of the 
common means of life, without a surer support than i^^-tetnporaryy 
or, at best, mortal favours of the great It was doubtless for this 
consideration, that when the Royal Bounty^ was lately extended to 
a rural genius y care was taken to settle it upon him for life And it hath 
been the practice of our Princes, never to remove from the station 
of Poet Laureate any man who hath once been chosen, tho’ never so 
much greater Genius’s might arise m his time A noble instance, 
how much the charity of our monarchs hath exceeded their love of 
fame 

To come now to the intent of this paper We have here the whole 
ancient ceremonial of the Laureate In the first place the crown is to 
be rmx’d with vine-leavesy as the vme is the plant of Bacchus, and 
full as essential to the honour, as the butt of sack to the salary 
Secondly, the brassica must be made use of as a qualifier of the 
former It seems the cabbage was anciently accounted a remedy for 
drunkenness y a power the Fiench now ascribe to the omon, and 
style a soupe made of it, soupe d'Yvronge I would recommend a 
large mixture of the brassica if Mr Denms be chosen,^ but if 

c Semesis opsoniis , ^ , r /. 

1 Royal Bounty <Queen Caroline allowed Duck a salary of I30 per 
annum, which was later raised to £So y 
a be chosen <The gibe here is directed at the poetical intoxication of 

Dennis > 

PAP — D D 
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Mr Tibbalda it is not so necessary, unless the cabbage be supposed 
to signify the same thmg with respect to poets as to taylors^ viz 
stealing ^ I should judge it not amiss to add another plant to this 
garland, to wit, izy Not only as it anciently belonged to poets m 
general, but as it is emblematical of the three virtues of a court poet 
m particular, it is creeping ^ dirty:, and dangling ^ 

In the nert place, a canticle must be composed and simg in laud 
and praise of the new poet If Mrc Cibber be laureated, it is my 
opinion no man can write this but himself And no man, I am sure, 
can sing it so affectmgly ® But what this canticle should be, either 
m his or the other candidates’ case, I shall not pretend to determine 
Thirdly, there ought to be © public shoWy or entry of the poet To 
settle the order or procession of which. Air Anstis^ and Air 
Dennis ought to have a conference I apprehend here two 
difficulties One, of procurmg an elephant y the other of teachmg the 
poet to ride him Therefore I should imagine the next animal m 
size or digmty would do best, either a mule or a large ass, particularly 
if that noble one could be had, w^hose portraiture makes so great an 
ornament of the Dunciady and which (unless I am misinform’d) is 

yet m the park of a nobleman near this city® ^Unless Air 

Cibber be the man, who may, with great propriety and beauty, 
ride on a dr agony if he goes by land, or if he chuse the water, upon 
one of his own swans from Casar in Egypt ® 

We have spoken sufficiently of the ceremony y let us now speak of 
the qualifications and privileges of the Laureate First, we see he 
must be able to make verses extemporey and to pour forth innumer- 
able, if requir’d In this I doubt Air Tibbald Secondly, he 
ought to singy and mtrepidly, patulo ore Here, I confess the 
excellency of Mx Cibber Thirdly, he ought to carry a lyre about 
with him IT a large one be thought too cumbersome, a small one 
may be contrived to hang about the neck, like an order, and be very 
much a grace to the person Fourthly, he ought to have a good 
stomachy to eat and dnnk whatever his betters think fit, and there- 

^ steahrg <‘Cabbage Shreds (or larger pieces) of cloth cut off by 
tailors in the process of cutting out clothes, and appropriated by them as 
a perquisite’ > 

2 dangling <Cf B 1 304 > 

® affectmgly <For Cibber’s squeaky voice, cf B 111 306^ > 

^ Anstis <John Anstis (1669-1744), Garter King-of-Arms, and author 
of several heraldic works One of the duties of his office was to regulate 
public processions > 

® city <The nobleman is perhaps Lord Hervey, whose regimen of 
ass’s milk was well known Cf Ep to Arbuthnot, 30671 > 

® Egypt <For his Caesar tn Egypt (1724) the stage carpenter had made 
pasteboard swans to swim on an imaginary Nile When drawn across the 
stage, they occasioned some ridicule among the audience > 
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fore It IS m this high office as in many others^ no puny constitution 
can discharge it I do not think Cibber or Tibbald here so 
happy t>ut rather a stanch^ vigorous^ season’d, and dry old gentle- 
man,^ whom I have in my eye 

I could also wish at this )unc?ure, such a person as is truly jealous 
of the honour and dignity o^poetiy^ no joker, or trifier, but a bard in 
good earnest, nay, not amiss if a critic, and the better if a httle 
obstinate For when we consider what great privileges have been lost 
from this office (as we see from the forecited authentic record of 
Jovius) namely those oi feeding from the princess table, drinking out 
of his own fiaggon, becoming even his domestic and companion, it 
requires a man warm and resolute, to be able to claim and obtain the 
restormg of these high honours I have cause to fear the most of the 
candidates would be liable, either through the influence of immsters, 
or for rewards or favours, to give up the glorious rights of the 
Laureate Yet I am not without hopes, there is one, from whom a 
serious and steddy assertion of these privileges may be expected, 
and, if there be such a one, I must do him the justice to say, it is 
Mr Dennis the worthy president of our society 

VII advertisement 
Prmted m the Journals, 1730 

Whereas, upon occasion of certam Pieces relatmg to the Gentlemen 
of the Dunciad, some have been willmg to suggest, as if they looked 
upon them as an abuse we can do no less than own, it is our 
opinion, that to call these Gentlemen bad authors is no sort of 
abuse, but a great truth We cannot alter this opinion without some 
reason, but we promise to do it m respect to every nerson who 
thinks It an injury to be represented as no Wit, or Poetl provided he 
procures a Certificate of his being really such, from any three of his 
companions m the Dunciad, or from Mr Dennis singly, who is 
esteemed equal to any three of the number 

VIII A PARALLEL OF THE CHARACTERS 
OF MR DRYDEN and MR POPE 

As drawn by certam of their Contemporaries 
<Seep 4sa> 

BY THE AUTHOR A DECLARATION 
<Seep 458) 

1 gentleman <Dennis at this time over seventy is intended > 

^ society <i e the Grub-Street Society > 
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Prologue to Sophonisba 

BY A FRIEND 
[written 1730, published 1730] 

When learning, after the Icyig Gothic night. 

Fair, o’er the western world, renew’d his hght. 

With arts arising Sophonisba rose 
The tragic muse, retummg, wept her woes 
With her th’ Italian scene first learnt to glow, 5 

And the first tears for her were taught to flow 
Her chaims the Gallic muses next mspir’d 
Corneille himself saw, wonder’d, and was fir’d 
What foreign theatres with pride have shewn, 

Bntainy by juster title, makes her own 10 

When freedom is the cause, ’tis hers to fight ^ 

And hers, when freedom is the theme, to write 

For this, a British Author bids agam 

The heroine rise, to grace the British scene 

Here, as in life, she breathes her genuine flame 15 

She asks what bosom has not felt the same ^ 

Asks of the British Youth— silence tliere> 

She dares to ask it of the British Fair 

To night, oui home-spun author would true, 

At once, to nature, history, and you 20 

Well-pleas’d to give our neighbours due applause. 

He owns their learnmg, but disdains their laws 
Not to his patient touch, or happy flame, 

’Tis to his British heart he trusts for fame 
If Fi once excel him m one free-born thought, 25 

The man, as well as poet, is in fault 
{Nature^ informer of the poet’s art, 

Whose force alone can raise or melt the heart, 

Thou art his gmde, each passion, every hne, 

Whate’er he draws to please, must ah be thme 30 

Be thou his judge m every candid breast. 

Thy silent whisper is the sacred test j 
3Z This concluding puagiaphwas probably the r\ork of Mallet^ 



8o8 


POEMS 1730-1744 


Epigram 

[written 1730, published, Lewis’s 
Miscellany t 1730] 

% 

When other Ladies to the Groves go down^ 

Connna still, and Fulma stay in^Town, 

Those Ghosts of Beauty lingering here reside. 

And haunt the Places whAre their Honour dy’d 

The second couplet was later incorporated in Epistle to a Lady Of the 
Characters of Women, p 568, 11 241-2 


Epitaph Intended for Sir Isaac Newton, 
In Westminster- Abbey 

[written c 1730, published 1730] 

ISAACUS NEWTONIUS 

Quern Immo) talem. 

Testamur TetnpuS:, Natura^ Ccehan 
Mortalem 

Hoc Marmor fatetur 

Nature, and Nature’s Laws lay hid m Night 
God said, Let Newton he f and All was Light 


Epitaph On Mr Elijah Fenton, 

At Easthamsted in Berks, i']3o 

[written 1730, published 1730] 

This modest Stone what few vam Marbles can 
May truly say, here hes an honest Man 
A Poet, blest beyond the Poet’s fate, 

Whom Heav’n kept sacred from the Proud and Great 
Foe to loud Praise, and Friend to learned Ease, 5 

Content with Science m the Vale of Peace 
Calmly he look’d on either Life, and here 
Saw nothmg to regret, or there to fear, 

From Nature’s template feast rose satisfy’d. 

Thank’d Heav’n that he had hv’d, and that he dy’d 10 
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Epitaph On Gene) al Henry Withei 
In Westminster- Abbey ^ iy2g 

[written c 17^0, published 1730] 

Here With^^s rest* thou bravest, gentlest mind. 

Thy Country’s fiiend, but more of Human kmd 
Oh born to Arms* 'D Worth m Youth approv’d* 

O soft Humanity, m Age belov’d* 

For thee the hardy Vet’ran drops a tear, 5 

And the gay Courtier feels the sigh smcere 
Withers adieu* yet laot with thee remove 
Thy Martial spirit, or thy Social love * 

Amidst corruption, luxury, and rage. 

Still leave some ancient virtues to our age 10 

Nor let us say, (those Enghsh glories gone) 

The last true Briton hes beneath this stone 

When first printed, these lines were preceded by a prose epitaph vhich 
appears on the monunent and is believed to be Pope s also 

Henry Withers, Lieutenant General, descended from a military 
stock, and bred in arms, in Britain, Dunkirk, and Tangier Thro’ the 
whole course of the two last wars of England with France iie served in 
Ireland, in the Low Countries, and in Germany, was present m every 
battle, and at every siege, and distinguished in all by an activity, a 
valour, and zeal, which nature gave and honour improved A love of 
glory and of his country animated and raised him above that spirit 
which the tiade of war inspires, a desire of acquiring riches and 
honours by the miseries of mankind His temper was humane, his 
benevolence univcisal, and among all those ancient virtues, which he 
presera ed in practice and in credit, none was more remarkable than his 
hospitality He died at the age of 78 years, on the iith^of Novembei 
MDCCXXIX To whom this Monument is erected by his Companion 
in the wars, and his friend thro’ life, Henr\ Disne\ 

Disney and Withers were both old friends of Pope 


Epitaph On Mrs Corbet, Who dyed of 
a Cancer in her Breast 

[written 1730?, published 1730] 

Here rests a Woman, good without pretence. 

Blest with plain Reason and with sober Sense, 

The lady commemorated was Elizabeth daughter of Sir Uvedale 
Coibett, pf Longnor, Shropshire She died at Pans, i March 1724/5 
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No Conquests she, but o’er heiself desir’d. 

No Arts essay’d, but not to be admir’d 
Passion and Pride were to her soul unknown, 5 

Convinc’d, that Virtue only is our own 
So unaffected, so compc?s’d a mind. 

So firm yet soft, so strong ye^ so refin’d, 

Heav’n, as its purest Gold, by Tortures tiy’d. 

The Saint sustam’d it, 4 )ut the Woman dy’d 10 


Tp Mr C 

iT JAMES’S PLACE LONDON, OCTOBER 22 
[written 1730 published 1774] 

Few words are best, I wish you well 
Bethel, I’m told, will soon be here 
Some mormng-walks along the Mall, 

And evemng-friends will end the >ear 

If, m tins interval, between 5 

The fallmg leaf and coming frost, 

You please to see, on Twit’nam green. 

Your friend, your poet, and youi host , 

For three whole days you here may rest 
From ofidce, busmess, news, and strife 10 

And (what most folks would think a jest) 

Want nothmg else, except your wife 

Addressed to William Cleland (1673-17;! i), of the Dunciad and the 
Timon-Chandos controveisies (see p 324) 

2 Bethel] Hugh Bethel (see p 540 ) 


Epigrams from The Grub- Street Jovmal 

1730-1731 

I ON J M S GENT 

To prove himself no Plagiary, Moore, 

Has writ such stuff, as none e’er writ before 
Thy prudence, Moore, is like that Irish Wit, 
Who shew’d his breech, to prove ’twas not besh — 
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II ON MR M — re’s going TO LAW WITH 
MR GILLIVER 

inscrib’d to ATTORNEY TIBBALD 

Once m his Lif^ M — ^re judges right 
His Sword and Pen not worth a StraWj 
An Author^ that cou’d never wnte^ 

A Gentleman that dares not fights 
Has but one to teaze — ^by Law 5 

This suit dear Tibbald kindly hatch. 

Thus thou may’st help the sneaking Elf 
And sure a Printer is his Match, 

Who’s but a Publisher himself 

III ON j M s gent 

A gold watch foimd on Cmder Whore, 

Or a good verse on J — my M — e. 

Proves but what either shou’d conceal. 

Not that they’re rich, but that they steal 

IV EPITAPH ON JAMES MOORE SMYJHE 

Here lyes what had nor Birth, nor Shape, nor Fame, 

No Gentleman ^ no man f no'-thing ' no name f 
Pox Jammie ne’er gxo^'w James, and what they call 
More, shrunk to Smith — and Smith’s no name at all 
Yet dye thou can’st not, Phantom, oddly fated 5 

For how can no-thmg be anmhilated ^ 

Ex nihilo nihil fit 

V ON THE CANDIDATES FOR THE LAUREL 

Shall Royal praise be rhym’d by such a ribald. 

As fophng C ^R, or Attorney T ^d > 

Let’s rather wait one year for better luck. 

One year may make a smgmg Swan of Duck 

Great G * such servants smce thou well can’st lack, 5 

Oh’ save the Salary, and drink the Sack’ 

VI ON THE SAME 

Behold’ ambitious of the Bntish bays, 

C ^R and Duck contend m rival lays 

But, gentle Colley, should thy verse prevail, 

Thou hast no fence, alas’ against his flail 
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Wherefore thy claim resign, allow his right, 5 

For Duck can threshy you know, as well as write 

VII ON DENNIS 

-I 

Shou’d D ^s print how once you robb’d your Brother, 

Traduc’d your Monarch, and debauch’d your Mother, 

Say what revenge on D can be had. 

Too dull for laughter, for repl^ too mad ^ 

Of one so poor you cannot take the law, 5 

On one so old your sword you scorn to draw 
Uncag’d then let the haimless Monster rage, 

Secure m dullness, madness, want, and age 

VIII occasion’d by seeing some sheets of 
DR b-tl-y’s Edition of Milton’s 
paradise lost 

Did Milton’s Prose, O Charles, thy Death defend^ 

A furious Foe unconscious proves a Friend 

On Milton’s Verse does B — t — ^ly comment^ — Know 

A weak officious Friend becomes a Foe 

While j;ie but sought his Author’s Fame to further, 5 

The murd’rous Critic has aveng’d thy Murder 

1 ‘An Epigram Occasioned b> some scurrilous Verses on Pope and 
Swift, privately handed about, and written by J[ame]s M[oo]re Sm[y]th ’ 

II This piece continues the attack on Moore Smythe GiUiver was 
Pope’s principal publisher 

IV Cf Dunciad A, ii 46 (p 373) 

V On the death of the Poet Lauieate, Eusden, on zy September 1730, 
the names of possible successors weie much canvassed in the papers 
Cibber was appointed on 3 December, but Stephen Duck, the ‘thresher 
poet’, was just then being taken up by Queen Caroline (see pp 802-5) 

2 C — r, T — d\ Cibber, libbald 

4 DucJ^ Stephen Duck 

5 G — ] George II 


Lines to a Fnend 

WRITTEN AT HIS MOTHER’S BEDSIDE 
[written 1731, published 1751] 

While ev’ry Joy, successful Youth’ is dime. 

Be no unpleasmg Melancholy mine 

These Lines, later to be used as the conclusion of An Epistle to Dr 
%rbutknot (1734), are found in a letter to Aaron Hill (3 September 1731) 
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Me long, ah long^ may these soft Cares engage, 

To rock the Cradle of reposing Age, 

With lement Arts prolong a Parent’s Breath, 5 

Make Languor smile, and smooth the Bed of Death 
Me, when the Cares my better Years have shown 
Another’s Age, shall hasten on my own. 

Shall some kmd’Hand, like or thme. 

Lead gently down, an^ favour the Dechne ^ 10 

In Wants, m Sickness, shall a Friend be mgh. 

Explore my Thought^ and watch my askmg Eye ’> 

Whether that Blessing be deny’d, or giv’n. 

Thus far, is right, the rest Jpelongs to Heav’n 

9 B****s] Bolingbroke*s 

Epitaph On Charles Earl of Dorset, 

In the Church of Withyham in Sussex 

[written 1731^, published, Works, 1735] 

Dorset, the Grace of Courts, the Muses Pride, 

Patron of Arts, and Judge of Nature, dy’d* 

The Scourge of Pride, tho’ sanctify’d or great? 

Of Fops in Learmng, and of Knaves in State 

Yet soft his Nature, tho’ severe his Lay, 5 

His Anger moral, and his Wisdom gay 

Blest Satyrist’ who touch’d the Mean so true. 

As show’d. Vice had his Hate and Pity too 

Blest Courtier’ who could King and Country please. 

Yet sacred keep his Friendships, and his Ea^e 10 

Blest Peer’ his great Forefathers ev’ry Grace 
Refiectmg, and reflected in his Race, 

Where other Buckhursts, other Dorsets shine. 

And Patriots still, or Poets, deck the Lme 

I Charles Sackville, sixth Earl of Dorset (1638-1706) Pope con 
sidered Dorset ‘the best of the Restoration wits 

II his great Forefathers^ particularly the first Earl, author of the 
Induction to A Mirror for Magistrates, and part-author of Gorboduc 


On the Countess of Burlington cutting Paper 

[written 1732, published, PSM, 1732] 

Pallas grew vap’nsh once and odd, 

She would not do the least nght thing. 
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Either for Goddess or for God, 

Nor work, nor play, nor paint, nor sing 

Jove frown’d, and ‘Use (he cry’d) those Eyes 5 

So skilful and those Kands so taper. 

Do something exquisite, and^wise — ’ 

She bow’d, obey’d him, and cut Paper 

This vexmg him who gave her Birth, 

Thought by all Heav’n a burnmg Shame, 10 

What does she next, but bids on Earth 
Her B — I — n dp just the same 

Pallasy you give yourself strange Airs, 

But sure you’ll find it hard to spoil 
The Sense and Taste of one that bears x^ 

The Name of Savtl and of Boyle 

Alas^ one bad Example shown. 

How qmckly all the Sex pursue* 

See Madam* see, the Arts o’erthrown. 

Between Overton and You 20 

8 cut Paper] 1 e into shapes of flowers, etc 
16 Lady Burlington was a Savile, and her husband a Boyle 
20 John Overton] Doubtless a member of the family of print-sellers 
and engravers 


Hoy ace. Satyr 4 Lib i Paraphrased 

INSCRIBED TO THE HONORABLE MR 

[written 1731, published 1732] 

^ Absentem qui rodit Amicum ^ Qui non defendtt, alio 
culpante ^ Solutos Qui captat Rtsus hominum, Famamque 
dicacts ^ Fingere qui Non Visa potest ® Commtssa tacere 
Qui nequit — Hic Niger est Hunc, tu Romane, caveto 

1 The Fop, whose Pride affects a Patron^s name. 

Yet absent^ wounds an author’s honest fame 

2 That more abusive Fool, who calls me Friend^ 

Yet wants the honour, mjur’d to defend 

This sketch of a Fop, later incorporated in the Epistle to Dr Arbuthnoty 
(p 607, 11 291-304), was occasioned by gossip which immediate^ fol- 
#^owed the publication of Of Taste, on 13 December 1731 
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3 Who spreads a Tale^ a Libel hands about^ 

Enjoys the Jest^ and copies Scandal out 

4 Who to the Dean and Stiver Bell can swear. 

And sees at C — n — ons what was never there, 

5 Who tells you all "^meany and all I say ^ 

And, if he lye^ not, must at least betray 10 

— Tis not the sober Satynst you should dread. 

But such a babling Coxcomb in his stead 

7 the Dean and Silver BeU\ Quoted from the description of *Timon*s 
Villa’ in Of Taste, 11 141, 149-50 (p 593) 

8 C-n-Ks] Canons, the Duke of Chandos’s seat near Edgware 


Wrote by Mr P in a Volume of Evelyn on 
Coins, presented to a painter by a parson 

[written c 1732 published 1735] 

T-m W — d of Ch-sw-Cy deep divine. 

To pamter K — t presents his corny 
’Tis the first time I dare to say. 

That Churchman e’er gave com to Lay 

litle Evelyn on Coins'] Nuniismata A Discourse of Medals, Antient 
and Modern By John Evelyn 1697 

1 T-m W — d\ Thomas Wood, vicar of Chiswick, 1716-32 

2 K — f] William Kent, aichitect and painter 


Ike Six Maidens 

[written c 1732, published 1949] 

A towei there is, where six Maidens do dwell, 

This TowT It belongs to the Dev’l of Hell, 

And sure of all Devils this must be the best. 

Who by SIX such fair Maidens at once is possest 

So bright are their beauties, so charming their eyes, 5 
As in spite of his Fall, might make Lucifer nse. 

But then they’re so bhthe and so buxome withall. 

As, tho ten Devils rose, they could make them to fall 

A squib on the Prince of Wales and his intrigues with the six maids of 
honour to Queen Caroline 
I A Tower] Windsor Castle 
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Ah why, good Lord Grantham, were you so uncivil 
To send at a dash all these Nymphs to the Devil ^ 10 

And yet why. Madam Dives, at your lot should you stare ? 
’Tis known all the Dives’s ever went there 

There, Mordaimt, Fitzwilhams, &:q remam, 

(I promis’d I never would mention Miss Vane ) 

Ev’n Cart’ret and Meadows* so pure of desires, 15 

Are lump’d with the rest of these charmmg Hell fires 

O • sure to King George ’tis a dismal disaster. 

To see his own Maids ^erve a new Lord and Master 
Yet this, like their old one, for nothmg will spare. 

And treateth them all, hke a Prmce of the Air 20 

Who chmbs these High Seats oh his )oy shall be great ’ 

Tho strait be the passage, and narrow the Gate, 

And who now of his Court, to this place would not go, 
Prepard for the Devil and Ins Angells also 

9 Lord Grantham] Henry d’Auverquerque, Earl of Grantham (c 1672- 
1754) LordF Chamberlain to Princess (later Queen) Caroline, 1716-37 
16 Hell fires] A term for reckless young people, derived from the Hell- 
fire Club, 1720 


Epitaph For Dr Franas Atterbury, 
Bilhop of Rochester 3 Who died in Exile 
at Pans, in 1732 

[His only Daughter havmg expired m his arms, 
immediately after she arrived m France to see him ] 

[written 1732, published 1751] 

DIALOGUE 

SHE 

Yes, we have hv’d — one pang, and then we part* 
May Heav’n, dear Father* now, have all thy Heart 
Yet ah* how once we lov’d, remember still. 

Till you are Dust like me 
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HE 

Dear Shaded I will 

Then mix tins Dust with thme — O spotless Ghost ^ 5 

O more than rortur^e^ Friends^ or Country lost* 

Is there on earth one Care^ one Wish beside ^ 

Yes — Save my Country ^ Heav^riy 

— ^He said^ and dy’d 


Poems from Miscellanies The Third Volume 

1732 

I EPITAPH [of by-words] 

Here lies a round Woman, who thoughj: mighty odd 
Every Word she e*er heard in this Church about God 
To convince her of God the good Dean did indeavour. 

But still in her Heart she held Nature more clever 
Tho’ he talk’d much of Virtue, her Head always run 5 
Upon something or other, she found better Fun 
For the Dame, by her Skill m Affairs Astrononlical, 
Imagin’d, to live in the Clouds was but comical 
In this World, she despis’d every Soul she met here. 

And now she’s m t’other, she thinks it but Queei 10 

II EPIGRAM FROM THE FRENCH 

Sir, I admit your gen’ral Rule 

That every Poet is a Fool 

But you yourself may serve to show it. 

That every Fool is not a Poet 

III 

You beat your Pate, and fancy Wit will come 
Knock as you please, there’s no body at home 

IV EPIGRAM 

Peter complams, that God has given 
To his poor Babe a Life so short 
Consider Feter^ he’s in Heaven, 

’Tis good to have a Friend at Court 
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Epitaph On Mr Gay In Westminster- Abbev 

1732 

[written 1733, published 1733] 

Of Manners gentle, of Affections mild. 

In Wit, a Man, Simplicity, a Child, 

With native Humour tem^’rmg virtuous Rage, 

Form’d to delight at once and lash the age. 

Above Temptation, m a low Estate, 5 

And uncorrupted, ev’n among the Great, 

A safe Compamon, ^nd an easy Friend, 

Unblam’d thro’ Life, lamented m thy End 
These are Thy Honours > not that here thy Bust 
Is mix’d with Heroes, or with Kings thy dust, 10 

But that the Worthy and the Good shall say. 

Striking their pensive bosoms — Here lies Gay 


The Crux-Easton Epgrams 

[wiitten 1733, published 1750] 

I ON SEEING THE LADIES AT CRUX-EASTON 
WALK IN THE WOODS BY THE GROTTO 

Extempore by Mr Pope 

Authors the world and their dull brains have trac’d, 
To the ground where paradise was plac’d 
Mind not their learned whims and idle talk, 

Here, here’s the place, where these bright angels walk 


II INSCRIPTION ON A GROTTO OF SHELLS AT 
CRUX-EASTON THE WORK OF NINE YOUNG 
LADIES 

Here shunmng idleness at once and praise 
This radiant pile mne rural sisters raise, 

The glitt’rmg emblem of each spotless dame. 

Clear as her soul, and shimng as her frame. 

The Misses Lisle of Crux-Easton are reported to have amused them- 
selves ‘by standing on niches in the Grotto as the Nine Muses, Pope 
-^eing placed in the midst, as Apollo 
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Beauty which Nature only can impart, 5 

And such a pohsh as disgraces Art, 

But Fate dispos’d them in this humble soit. 

And hid in desarts what wou’d charm a court 


Prologue^ For the Benefit of Mr Dennis^ 

^1733 

[wiitten 1733, published 1733] 

As when that Hero, who m each Campaign 
Had brav’d the Gothi and many a Vandal slain. 

Lay Fortune-struck, a Spectacle of Woe* 

Wept by each Friend, forgiv’n by ev’ry Foe 

Was there a gen’rous, a refiectmg Mmd, ^ 

But pities Behsanus^ Old and Blind ^ 

Was there a Chief, but melted at the Sight ^ 

A common Soldier^ but who clubb’d his Mite > 

Such, such Emotions should in Britons rise. 

When prest by Want and Weakness, Denms hes, 10 
Dennis^ who long had warr’d with modem Huns^ 

Their Quibbles routed, and defy’d their PunS, 

A desp’rate Bulwark, sturdy, firm, and fierce, 

Against the Gothick Sons of frozen Verse, 

How chang’d from him, who made the Boxes groan, 15 
And shook the Stage with Thunders all his own' 

Stood up to dash each vain Pretender’s Hope, 

Maul the Fiench Tyrant, or pull down the Pope' 

If there’s a Biitoih then, true bred and born. 

Who holds Dragoons and Wooden-Shoes in scorn, 20 
If there’s a Critick of distinguish’d Rage, 

If there’s a Senior, who contemns this Age, 

Let him to Night his just Assistance lend. 

And be the Cntick’s, Bnton^s^ Old-man’s Friend 

\ peiformince of The Pjovoked Husband was given for Dennis’s benefit 
at the Haymaiket Theatre on 18 December 1733 The evidence suggests 
that if Pope’s piologue was in fact spoken on this occasion, its authorship 
was not revealed 

16 Thunders all Jus own\ Dennis was said to have invented an improved 
method of making stage-thunder for his play, Appius and Virginia^ 1709 
The phv failed, but the thunder was a success 

18 French Tyrant] Dennis wrote a play against the French, Liberty 
Asserted, in 1704, which (so the tale went) so offended the French king 
‘that he never would make Peace with England, unless the delivering up 
Mr Dennis, was one of the Articles of it* 
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To the Eatl of Burlington asking 
who writ the Libels against him 

[written c 1733 > published 1736] 

You wonder Who this Thing has writ. 

So full of Fibs, so void of Wit ? 

Lord ^ never ask who ^us could serve ye ^ 

Wlio can it be but Fibster H — y 

Lord Hervey’s anonymous attack on Pope, entitled An Epistle to a 
Doctor of Dwinity from a Nobleman at Hampton Courts was reported by 
Hervey to have put Pope ‘in a most violent fury* 


To Ld Hervey & Lady Mary Worthy 

[written c 1733, published 1950] 

When I but call a flagrant Whore unsound. 

Or have a Pimp or Flaterer in the Wmd, 

Sapho enrag’d crys out your Back is round, 

Adonis screams — ^Ah* Foe to all Mankind’ 

Thanks, dirty Pair’ you teach me what to say, 5 

When you attack my Morals, Sense, or Truth, 

I answer thus — poor Sapho you grow grey. 

And sweet Adorns — ^you have lost a Tooth 

References to Sappho and Lord Fanny in the first Imitation of Horace 
provoked Lord Hervey and Lady Mary Wortley Montagu to collaborate 
in Verses Addressed to the Imitator of Horace This epigram anticipates the 
retort in An Epistle to Dr Arbuthnot 


[A Character'] 

[written c 1734, published 1871] 

Mark hy what wretched steps Great * * growsj 
From dirt and sea-weed as proud Venice rose. 

One equal course how Guilt and Greatness ran. 

And all that raised the Hero sunk the Man 
Now Europe^ s Lawrels on his brows behold, 5 

But stained with Blood, or ill exchanged for Gold 
What wonder tryumphs never turn’d his bram 

A character of the Duke of Marlborough It is a manuscript revision 
and expansion of Essay on Man^ iv 291-308 probably designed for a 
revised edition, but suppressed I ines from the Essay on Man are printed 
ii^italic 
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Fill’d with mean fear to lose mean joy to gam 

Hence see him modest free from pride or shew 

Some Vices were too high but none too low 10 

Go then indulge thy age in Wealth and ease 

Stretch’d on the spMs of plimder’d palaces 

Alas what wealthy which no one act of fame 

E’er taught to shine, or sanctified from shame 

Alas what ease those juries of thy life 15 

Ambition Av’rice and th’ imperious Wife 

The trophy* d Atckess story* d Halls invade^ 

And haunt his slumbers in the pompous Shade 

No joy no pleasure from successes past 

Timid and therefore treacherous to the last 20 

Hear him in accents of a pimng Ghost 

Sigh, with his Captive for his ofsprmg lost 

Behold him loaded with unreverend years 

Bath’d m unmeanmg unrepentant tears 

Dead, by regardless Vet’rans bom on high 25 

Dry pomps and Obseqmes without a sigh 

Who now his fame or fortune shall prolong 

In vam his consort bribes for venal song 

No son nor Grandson shall the Ime sustam ^ 

The husband toils the Adulterer sweats m vam 30 
In vam a nations zeal a senate’s cares 
‘Madness and lust’ (said God) ‘be you his heirs’ 

‘O’er his vast heaps m drunkenness of pride 
Go wallow Harpyes and your prey divide’ 

Alas ' not dazled with his Noontide ray^ 35 

Compute the Morn and Evening of his Day 
The whole amount of that enormous Fame 
A Tale f that blends the Gloiy with the Shame ' 

38 Talel ‘Tally’, as well as ‘story’ cf ‘compute’, 1 36 


Epigrams Occasioned by Cibber’s 
Verses in Praise of Nash 

[written c 1735, published 1928] 

I 

O Nash^ more blest in ev’ry other thmg, 

But m thy Poet wretched as a Kmg^ 

I I Richard(‘Beau’)Nash(i674-i76?), Arbiter ElegantiammatBath 

c I705~c 1745 
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Thy Realm disarm’d of each offensive Tool, 

Ah* leave not this, this Weapon to a Fool 
Thy happy Reign all other Discord quells. 

Oh doe but silence Cibber, and the Bells 
Apollo’s genmne Sons thyffame shall raise 
And all Mankind, but Cibber, sing thy praise 

II 

Cibber* write all thy Verses upon Glasses, 

The only way to save ’em from our A — s 

3 * it was thought necessary to forbid the wearing of swords at 
Bath, as they often tore the ladies’ clothes, and frighted them, by some- 
times appearing upon trifling occasions ’ Goldsmith, Life of Nash 
6 the Bellsl ‘Upon a stranger s arrival at Bath he is welcomed by a peal 
of the Abbey bells’, ihid 


Epigram On One who made long Epitaphs 

[written 1736, published. Works, 1738] 

Friend * for your Epitaphs I’m griev’d, 
Where still so much is said, 

One half will never be believ’d. 

The other never read 


Epitaph On Edmund Duke of Buckingham^ 
who dfed in the Nineteenth Year of his Age, 

1735 

[wiitten c 1736, published, Wotks, 1738] 

If modest Youth, with cool Reflection crown’d, 

And ev’ry opemng Virtue bloommg round. 

Could save a Mother’s justest Pride from fate, 

Or add one Patriot to a sinkmg state, 

This weeping marble had not ask’d thy Tear, 5 

Or sadly told, how many Hopes he here* 

The hvmg Virtue now had shone approv’d, 

The Senate heard him, and his Country lov’d 
Yet softer Honours, and less noisy Fame 
Attend the shade of gentle Buckingham 


10 
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In whom a Race^ for Courage famM and Art^ 
Ends in the mildei Merit of the Heart, 

And Chiefs or Sages long to Britain giv’n, 
Pays the last Tiibute of a Samt to Heav’n 


Epitaph On John Knight 

[written 1736, published 1736] 

JOANNI KNIGHT 

De Goss~fieId Com Essex Armig 
Qui obnt Oct 2 **1733 50 

ANNA GRAGGS, 

JACOBI GRAGGS, Regi GEORGio I A Secretis, Soror, 
MEMORISE & AMORI SACRUM 
Conjugi suo Charissimo H S P 

O fairest Pattern to a faihng Age» 

Whose Pubhck Virtue knew no Party rage 
Whose Private Name all Titles recommend. 

The pious Son, fond Husband, faithful Friend 
In Mamiers plain, in Sense alone refind, 5 

Good without Show, and without weakness kmd 
To Reason’s equal dictates ever true. 

Calm to resolve, and constant to pursue 
In Life, with ev’ry social Grace adorn’d. 

In Death, by Friendship, Honour, Virtue, mourn’d 10 


Bounce to Fop 

AN HEROICK EPISTLE 
FROM A DOG AT TWICKENHAM TO 
A DOG AT COURT 

[written 1727-36^, published 1736] 

To thee, sweet Fop, these Lmes I send. 

Who, tho’ no Spamel, am a Fiiend 
Tho, once my Tail in wanton play. 

Now friskmg this, and then that way. 

Bounce wis a bitch belonfing to Pope, Fop seems to have been Lady 
Sufiolk’s dog 
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Chanc’d, with a Touch of just the Tip, 5 

To hurt your Lady-lap-dog-ship, 

Yet thence to think I’d bite your Head off ^ 

Sure Bounce is one you never read of 

Fop ' you can dance, and ipiake a Leg, 

Can fetch and carry, cringe and beg, lo 

And (what’s the Top ofeall your Tricks) 

Can stoop to pick up Strings and Sticks 
We Country Dogs love nobler Sport, 

And scorn the Pranks of Dogs at Court 

Fye, naughty Fopi where e’er you come 15 

To f — ^t and p — ss about the Room, 

To lay your Head m every Lap, 

And, when they think not of you — snap * 

The worst that Envy, or that Spite 

E’er said of me, is, I can bite 20 

That sturdy Vagrants, Rogues m Rags, 

Who poke at me, can make no Brags, 

And that to towze such Thmgs as flutter^ 

To honest Bounce is Bread and Butter 

While you, and every courtly Fop, 25 

Fawn on the Devil for a Chop, 

I’ve the Humamty to hate 
A Butcher, tho’ he brmgs me Meat, 

And let me tell you, have a Nose, 

(Whatever stinking Fops suppose) 30 

That under Cloth of Gold or Tissue, 

Cdxi smell a Plaister, or an Issue 

Your pilf’rmg Lord, with simple Pride, 

May wear a Pick-lock at his Side, 

My Master wants no Key of State, 35 

For Bounce can keep his House and Gate 

When all such Dogs have had their Days, 

As knavish Pamsy and fawnmg Trays y 
When pamper’d Cupidsy bestly Fawz’s, 

And motly, squintmg Harvequtni^Sy 40 

10 fetch and carry"] Cf Ep to Arbuthnot, 11 225 f, p 605 
12 Cf ‘Voyage to Lilliput’, chap in § 4, Ess on Man, iv 205, p 542, 
Iv»ft Hor t Ep I VI 14, p 631 
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Shall hck no more their Lady’s Br — 

But die of Looseness, Claps, or Itch, 

Fair Thames from either ecchomg Shoare 
Shall hear, and dread my manly Roar 

See Bounce^ like Berecynthia^ crown’d 45 

With thunc?ring Offsprmg all around. 

Beneath, beside ige, and a top, 

A hundred Sons * and not one Fop 

Before my Children set your Beef, 

Not one true Bounce will be a Thief, 50 

Not one without Permission feed, 

(Tho’ some of J — ’s hungry Breed) 

But whatsoe’er the Father’s Race, 

From me they suck a httle Grace 

While your fine Whelps learn all to steal, 55 

Bred up by Hand on Chick and Veal 

My Eldest-born resides not far, 

Where shmes great Strafford's ghttermg Star 

My second (Child of Fortune 0 waits 

At Burlington^ Palladian Gates ^ 60 

A third majestically stalks 

(Happiest of Dogs >) in Cobham's Walks 

One ushers Friends to Bathmsfs Door, 

One fawns, at Oxford Sy on the Poor 

Nobles, whom Arm'' or Arts adorn, 6 3 

Wait for my Infants yet unborn 
None but a Peer of Wit and Grace, 

Can hope a Puppy of m> Race 

And O* wou’d Fate the Bhss decree 
To mme (a Bhss too great for me) 70 

That two, my tallest Sons, might grace 
Attendmg each with stately Pace, 
lulus' Side, as erst Evander'Sy 
To keep off Flatt’rers, Spies, and Panders, 

To let no noble Slave come near, 75 

And scare Lord Fannys from his Ear 
Then might a Royal Youth, and true, 

Enjoy at least a Friend— or two 

73 lulml Son of -ffineas , reference to the Prince of Wales [P] 

76 Qf Ep to Arbuthnoty 1 319, p 608 
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A Treasure^ which^ of Royal kmd. 

Few but Himself deserve to find 80 

Then Bounce (’tis all that Bounce can crave) 

Shall wag her Tail within the Grave 

And tho* no Doctors^ Whig^ or Tory ones. 

Except the Sect of Py^agoreans^ 

Have Immortality assign’d 85 

To any Beast, but Dry den’s Hmd 
Yet Master Pope^ whom Truth and Sense 
Shall call their Friend some Ages hence, 

Tho’ now on loftier Themes he smgs 

Than to bestow a Word on Kings, 90 

Has sworn by Sticks (the Poet’s Oath, 

And Dread of Dogs and Poets both) 

Man and his Works he’ll soon renounce. 

And roai m Numbeis worthy Bounce 

86 A Milk-white Hind, immortal and unchang’d Ver I Of the Hmd 
and Panther [P] 


Epigram Engraved on the Collar of a Dog 
which I gave to his Royal Highness 

[written c 1737, published, Worksy 1738] 

I am his Highness’ Dog at Kew, 

Pray tell me Sir, whose Dog are you ^ 


Sonnet Written upon Occasion of the Plague^ 

and found on a Glass-Window at Chalfont 

(in imitation of MILTON) 

[written 1737, published, Milton's Works, 1738] 

Fair Mirrour of foul Times ^ whose fragile Sheene 
Shall as it blazeth, break, while Providence 
(Aye watchmg o’er his Samts with Eye unseen,) 

Spreads the red Rod of angry Pestilence, 

To sweep the wicked and their Counsels hence, 5 

This appears to have been intended as a hoax to catch the connoisseurs 
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Yea all to break the Pride of lustful Kings, 
Who Heaven’s Lore reject for brutish Sense, 
As erst he scourg’d Sm of yore 

For the fair Hittite:, when on Seraph’s Wings 
He sent him Waf, or Plague, or Famme sore 


Epitaph For One wpo would not be buried in 
Westminster- Abb^ 

[written 1738^, published, Works, 1738] 

Hepoes, and Kings distance keep 
In peace let one poor Poet sleep. 

Who never flatter’d Folks like you 
Let Horace blush, and Virgil too 


Epitaph On Himself 

[written 1741’, published 1741] 

Under this Marble, or under this Sill, 

Or under this Turf^ or e’en what they will, ^ 
Wliatever an Heir, or a Friend in his stead, 

Or any good Creature shall lay o’er my Head, 
Lies He who ne’er car’d, and still cares not a Pm, 
What they said, or may say of the Mortal within 
But who living and dying, serene still and free. 
Trusts in God, that as well as he was, he shall be 


One Thousand Seven Hundred and Forty 

A POEM 

[wiitten 1740, published 1797] 

O wietcned B — , jealous now of all, 

What God, what mortal, shall prevent thy falP 
Turn, turn thy eyes from wicked men in place. 
And see what succour from the Patriot R?ce 
C — , his own proud dupe, thinks Monarchs things 
Made just for him, as other fools for Kmgs, 

I B — ] Britain 

4 Patriot Race] The Opposition See Pope’s note to Dia 1 24 

5 Carteret His policy was to displace Walpole in royal favour 
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Controls, decides, insults tliee every hour, 

And antedates the hatred due to Pow’r 

Thro’ Clouds of Passion P — ’s views are clear, 

He foams a Patriot to subside a Peer, 10 

Impatient sees his country Bought and sold, 

And damns the market where he takes no gold 
Grave, righteous S — )oggs on till, past behef. 

He finds himself compam(jQ with a thief 
To purge and let thee blood, with fire and sword, 15 
Is all the help stern S — wou’d afford 
That those who bmd and rob thee, would not kill. 
Good C — hopes, an 4 candidly sits still 
Of Ch — s W — who speaks at aU, 

No more than of Sir Har — ^y or Sir P — 20 

Whose names once up, they thought it was not wrong 
To lie m bed, but sure they lay too long 
G — r, C — ^m, B — ^t, pay thee due regards. 

Unless the ladies bid them mind their cards 
with wit that must 

And C — d who speaks so weU and writes, 25 

Whom (saving W ) every S harper hites^ 
must needs 

Whose wit and equally provoke one. 

Finds thee, at best, the butt to crack his joke on 
As for the rest, each winter up they run, 

And all are clear, that somethmg must be done 30 

1 hen urg’d by C —t, or by C — t stopt. 

Inflam’d by P — , or by P — dropt. 

They follow rev’rently each wond’rous wight, 

Amax’d that one can read, that one can write 

So geese to gander prone obedience keep, 35 

Hiss if he hiss, and if he slumber, sleep 

9 P — *s] William Pulteney See Dta 1 24.11 (p 689) 

10 He was not created Earl of Bath till 1742, but rumours that he could 
be bought with a peerage had been persistent in 1737 

13 Perhaps Sandys, a prominent member of the Opposition 
16 Perhaps Shippen, the Jacobite leader 

18 C — ] Perhaps Lord Cornbury See Ep I vi 61 (p 632) 

19 Ch — s W — ] Perhaps ‘Chandos, Winchilsea’ 

20 I do not recognize Sir Harry Sir P — is evidently Sir Paul Methuen 
23 Gower, Cobham, Bathurst 

25 C — d\ Chesterfield 

26 W\ Perhaps Peter Walter 

29 The country gentlemen of the Toiy Opposition, who ‘run up’ to 
attend sessions of Parliament 
agi C — i] Carteret 


32 P — ] Pulteney 
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Till having done whate’er was fit or fine. 

Utter’d a speech, and ask’d their friends to dine, 

Each hurries back to his paternal ground, 

Contend but for five shilhngs in the pound, 40 

Yearly defeated, yeMy hopes they give, 

And all agree, Sir Robert cannot hve 
Rise, rise, grfeat W — fated to appear. 

Spite of thyself a glo^ous minister* 

Speak the loud language Princes 45 

And treat with half the 
At length to B — kmd, as to thy 
Espouse the nation, you 
What can thy H 

Dress in Dutch 50 

Tho’ still he travels on no bad pretence. 

To shew 

Or those foul copies of thy face and tongue, 

Veracious W — and frontless Young, 

Sagacious Bub, so late a friend, and there 55 

So late a foe, yet more sagacious H — ^ 

Hervey and Hervey’s school, F — H — ^y, H — n. 

Yea, moral Ebor, or rehgious Wmton 
How* what can O — ^w, what can D — 

The wisdom of the one and other chair, 60 

40 The country gentlemen’s grievance was the land-tax, — increased to 
foul shillings in the pound in 1740 — ^which Walpole had designed to ease 
by means of his Excise Bill, defeated in 1733 See Sat ii 11 1347? (p 622) 

42 Sir Rohert\ Walpole 

43 W — 3 Walpole 

47 Cioker completed the couplet 

At length to Britain kind, as to thy whore, 

Espouse the nation, you debauched before 
Walpole married Maria Skerrett, whom he had kept for ten years, in 1738 
See p 693 , 1 I4I7Z 

49 thy ir\ Walpole’s brother, Horace, ambassador at the Hague 

(1733-40) 

54 W — ^3 Winmngton 

55 Bul)\ Dodmgton 

56 Bishop Hare of Chichester, although a staunch Whig, had opposed 
the government on the Quaker Bill in 1736 but returned to his allegiance 
soon after 

57 Fox (1 e Stephen Fox), Harry (1 e Harry Fox), Hinton (1 e John 
Poulett, Lord Hmton), all political prot^g^ of Lord Hervey 

s8 Archbishop Blackburne of York (see p 669), and Bishop Hoadly 
of Winchester The epithets are ironical 

59 Onslow and Lord De la Warr, Speakers of the House of Commons 
and of the House of Lords respectively 
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N — laughs or D — s sager 

Or thy dread truncheon M ’s mighty peer > 

What help from J — s opiates canst thou draw 
Or H — ^k’s quibbles voted mto law ^ 

C that Roman m his no«e alone, 65 

Who hears all causes, B — but thy own. 

Or those proud fools whom natfire, rank, and fate 
Made fit compamons for jjhie Sword of State 
Can the hght packhorse, or the heavy steer. 

The sow2mg Prelate, or the sweatmg Peer, 70 

Drag out with all its dirt and all its weight, 

T he iumb’rmg carnage of thy broken State ^ 

Alas * the people curse, the carman swears. 

The drivers quarrel, and the master stares 
The plague is on thee, Britam, and who tries 75 
To save thee in th’ infectious office dies 
The first fiim P — ^y soon resign’d his breath, 

Brave S — ^w lov’d thee, and was ly’d to death 
Good M — ^m — ^t’s fate tore P — ^th from thy side. 

And thy last sigh was heard when W — ^m died 80 

Thy Nobles SI — s, thy Se — s bought with gold, 

61 NewcaCtle Doiset The word sneer would complete the line 

62 The Duke of Marlborough had deserted the Opposition in 1738 
and had been rewarded with a court appointment 

63 y — s] Probably Sir Joseph Jekyll 

64 H — /j] Hardwicke, the Loid Chancellor Pei haps a reference to 
Hardwick s objections to certain clauses in the smuggling Bill (1736), 
which were modified because of his opposition 

65 C] Spencer Compton, Earl of Wilmington, whose nose, Pope 
wrote to Marchmont, was all that could be found remaikable to set on 
his monument^ 

66 jB — ] Britain 

67-8 Alluding to the Lord High Chamberlain’s privilege of disposing 
of the Sword of State to be carried by any peer he may select, at the 
opening or closing of a parliamentary session 

70 sowzing] 1 e powerful 

77 Daniel Pulteney’s undeviatmg hostility to Walpole provided a 
\ aluable satiric contrast to his cousin’s vacillation (1 9) 

78 Lord Scarbrough committed suicide on Jan 29, 1740 His action 
was attributed to his wishing to avoid marriage with the Dowager Duchess 
of Manchester, but Pope seems to have beheved that he was too sensitive 
to malicious interpretation of his pohtical behaviour 

79 Lord Marchmont had died on Feb 27, 1740 His son, Lord 
Polwarth, by succeeding to the title, was incapacited from sitting in the 
House of Commons, and was not elected as a representative of the 
Scottish Peers until 1750 

80 Sir Wilham Wyndham, the leader of the Hanoverian Tories, died 
on June 17, 1740 

#98 1 Perhaps ‘Thy Nobles Slaves, thy Senates bought with gold’ 
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Thy Cleigy perjur’d^ thy whole People sold 
An atheist ^ a 0 '"’s ad 
Blotch thee all o’er^ and sink 
Alas’ on one alone our all rehes, 85 

Let him be honest, cind he must be wise. 

Let him no trifier from his school. 

Nor hke his still a 

Be but a man’ unmii\istered, alone. 

And free at once the Senate and the Throne, 90 

Esteem the public love his best supply, 

A 0 ’s true glory his integrity. 

Rich with his in his strong. 

Affect no conquest, but endure no wrong 
Whatever his religion or his blood, 95 

His public virtue makes his title good 
Europe’s just balance and our own may stand, 

And one man’s honesty redeem the land 

83 Perhaps 

An Atheist court, a thief’s administiation, 

Blotch thee all o’ei, and sink thee to damnation ’ 

85 Frederick, Prince of Wales 

92 Perhaps King s 

93 ff Probably the lines were intended to run 

Rich •’mih his Britain, in his Britain strong 
Affect no conquest, &c 

The allusion in that case would be to George II s preference for Hanover 
The Patriot King would afiect no conquest’ on the Continent, but he 
would ‘endure no wiong’ from Spain He would be rich enough with 
Britain, and strong in hei love 

95 Whatever his religion] Pope is expressing his personal opinion 
Though a piofessing Catholic at a time when anti Cathphc legislation 
made life unpleasant for the faithful Pope was open-minded in religious 
matters See Sat 11 1 64-6 


Epigyam {On loppng Trees m his Garden ] 

[written c 1740, published 1741] 

My Ld complains, that P — (stark mad with Gardens) 
Has lopp’d three Trees, the Value of three Farthings 
But he’s my Neighbour, cries the Peer polite. 

And if he’ll visit me, I’ll wave my Right 
What ^ on Compulsion ^ and against my Will 
A Lord’s Acquaintance '> — Let him file his Bill 


5 
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Verbatim from Boileau 

UnjouYi dit un Auteur See epistle ii 
[written c 1740, pul|]rshed 1741] 

Once (says an Author, where, I reed not say) 

Two Trav’lers found an Oyster m their Way, 

Both fierce, both hungry, »he Dispute grew strong. 
While, Scale in Hand, 'Domo, Justice past along 
Before her each with Clamour pleads the Laws, 
Explain’d the Matter, and would win the Cause, 
Dame Justice^ weighifig long the doubtful Right, 
Takes, opens, swallows it, before their Sight 
The Cause of Strife remov’d so rarely well. 

There, take (says Justice) take ye each a Shell 
We thrive at Westminster on Fools like you, 

’Twas a fat Oyster ^Live m Peace ^Adieu 

On the Benefactions in the late Frosty 1740 

[written 1740, published 1740] 

i"es, ’tis the time * I cry’d, impose the cham * 
Destm’d and due to wretches self-enslav’d ^ 

But when I saw such Charity remain, 

I half could wish this people might be sav’d 
Faith lost, and Hope, their Charity begms. 

And ’tis a wise design on pitying heav’n, 

If this can cover multitudes of sms, 

To take the only way to be forgiven 

Epigrams 1738-1741 

I ON QUEEN CAROLINE’S DEATH-BED 

Here hes wrapt up m forty thousand towels 
The only proof that had bowels 

II ON A PICTURE OF QUEEN CAROLINE, 
DRAWN BY LADY BURLINGTON 

Alas^ what room for Flattry, or for Pride » 

She’s dead’ — ^but thus she lookd the hour she dy’d, 
Peace, blubbnng Bishop! peace thou flattrmg Dean’ 
This smgle Crayon, Madam, saints the Queen 
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III LINES ON MINISTERS 

— But Ministers like Gladiators live, 

Tis half their business. Blows to ward, or give. 

The good their "^^rtue might effect, or sense. 

Dies between Exigents, and self defence 

III These verses from MS Egerton 1950 are written on the back of 
some notes about the Essay on C^ntictsm and the Essay on Man Their 
subject suggests that they were drafted when Pope was at work on the 
later Imitations of Horace 


IV COUPLET 

May THESE put Money m your Purse, 

For I assure you, I’ve read worse 

A p 

IV To the concluding lines of a poem entitled ‘The Author’s Pictuie 
A Fourth Epistle to Mr Pope’ which read 

The most I seriously would hope 
Is, just to read the Words, A Pope, 

Writ, without Sneer, or Shew of Banter, 

Beneath your friendly Impnmantur 
the author, John Bancks, has appended a footnote stating " 

A copy of these Epistles having been sent to Mr Pope, he was pleased 
to return them with Subscriptions for two Sets of the Author’s Works, 
and the following Couplet 


V ON DR ALURED CLARKE 

Let Clarke make half his hfe the poor’s support. 

But let him give the other half to court 

V Spence reports Pope as saying that this couplet was in the manu- 
script for Dunciad iv ‘But I believe I shall omit it, though, if rightly 
understood, it has more of commendation than satire m it ’ Alured Clarke 
(1696-1742) had been a prebendary of Winchester and Westminster 
before being appointed Dean of Exeter 


VI COUPLET FROM HORACE 

In unambitious silence be my lot. 

Yet ne’er a friend forgettmg, tiU forgot 

VI Pope wrote to Lord Marchmont, 10 January 1739 ‘I am learning 
Horace’s verse [Epist i xi 9] — Obiitusque meorum, obliviscendus et 
illis ,” but I learn it (what I think the best way) backwards and appended 
the coiyplet above 



834 POEMS 1730-1744 

VII COUPLET ON HIS GROTTO 

And life itself can nothing more supply 
Than just to plan our projects^ and to die 

VIII LINES TO KING GEORGE II 

O all-accomplish’d Cassar* on thy hhelf 
Is room for all Pope’s Work& — and Pope himself 

’Tis true Great Bard, thou on my shelf shall lye 

With Oxford, Cowper, Noble Strafford by 

But for thy Windsor, a J>Tew Fabric Raise 5 

And There Triumphant Smg Thy Soverain’s Praise 

VIII Elwin glosses the last four lines ‘the king answers that he 
permits the “bard’s” works to have a place in a libiary adorned with 
portraits of Oxford, Cowper, and Strafford — all politicians whom he 
honours more than authois, — ^but that he has no desire to see Pope in 
person, and his Windsor must be a second poetical fabric of his own 
raismg, similar to the Windsor Forest in which he sang the praises of 
Queen Anne ’ 


IX [on shakespear’s monument] 

After an hxmdred and thirty years’ nap. 

Enter Shakespear, with a loud clap 

X [on shakespear’s monument] 

Thus Britam lov’d me, and preserv’d my Fame, 

Clear from a Barber’s or a Benson’s Name 

Mock inscriptions for the blank scroll on Shakespeare’s monument in 
Westminster Abbey 

Alderman John Barber (1675-1740) erected a monument to Samuel 
Butler in Westminster Abbey At the end of the Latin inscription appe 11 
the words 

Hoc tandem, posito Marmoie cuiavit 

Johannes Barber, Civis Londmensis, 1721 

William Benson (1682-1754), Surveyor-General of Woils, erected a 
monument to Milton in Westminster Abbe’v in 1737 
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Epigram On Cibber’s Declaration that he mil 
have the Last Word mth Mr Pope 

[written 1742, published 1742] 

Quoth Ctbber to Pope^ tho’ in Verse you foreclose^ 

I’ll have the last Word, for by G — d I’ll write Prose 
Poor Colley^ thy Reasoning is none of the strongest. 

For know, the last Word is the Word that lasts longest 


Tom Southeme’s Birth-day Dinner at 
Ld Orrery’s 

[written 1742, pubhshed 1742] 

Resign’d to live, prepar’d to die, 

With not one sin but poetry. 

This day Tom’s fair account has run 

(Without a blot) to eighty one 

Kind Boyle before his poet lays 5 

A table with a cloth of bays. 

And Ireland^ mother of sweet smgers. 

Presents her harp still to his fingers. 

The feast, his towrmg gemus marks 

In yonder wildgoose, and the larks * 10 

The mushrooms shew his wit was sudden^ 

And for his judgment lo a pudden* 

Roast beef, tho’ old, proclaims him stout, 

And grace, altho’ a bard, devout 

May Tom, whom heav’n sent down to raise 15 

The price of prologues and of plays, 

Be ev’ry birth-day more a wiimer, 

Digest his thirty-thousandth dinner. 

Walk to his grave without reproach. 

And scorn a rascal and a coach* 20 


Epigram \pn Bishop Hough] 

[written c 1742, published 1742] 

A bishop by his Neighbours hated 
Has Cause to wish himself translated 

For Pope’s opinion of Hough see Epil to Sat , ii 240 p 703 
p ^ P E 
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But why should Hough desire Translation, 
Lov’d and esteem’d by all the Nation ^ 

Yet if it be the old Man’s Case, 

I’ll lay my Life, I know the Place 

’Tis where God sent ^ome that adore him. 

And whither Enoch went before him 


Epitaph on Mr Rowe 

IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY 
[written 174^^, published 1743] 

Thy Rehques, Rowe^ to this sad Shrme we trust. 

And near thy Shakespear place thy honour’d Bust, 

Oh next him skiU’d to draw the tender Tear, 

For never Heart felt Passion more smcere 

To nobler Sentiment to fire the Brave, 5 

For never Briton more disdam’d a Slaved 

Peace to thy gende Shade, and endless Rest, 

Blest m thy Gemus, in thy Love too blest, 

Apd blest, that timely from Our Scene remov’d 

Thy Soul enjoys that Liberty it lov’d 10 

To these, so mourn’d m Death, so lov’d in Life* 

The childless Parent and the widow’d Wife 
With tears mscribes this monumental Stone, 

That holds their Ashes and expects her own 

2 thy Shakespearl Rowe was Shakespeare^s first edition (1709) 

1 1 thes^ I e Rowe and his daughter Charlotte Fane, whose death 
(1739) IS recorded on the pedestal of Rowe s bust 


Fragment of Brutus, an Epic 

[written 1743, published 1954] 

The Patient Chief, who lab’rmg long, arriv’d 
On Britains Shore and brought with fav’rmg Gods 
Arts Arms and Honour to her Ancient Sons 
Daughter of Memory* from elder Time 
Recall, and me, with Britains Glory fir’d. 

Me, far from meaner Care or meaner Song, 

Snatch to thy Holy Hill of Spotless Bay, 

My Countrys Poet, to record her Fame 



MINOR VERSE 


837 


Lines on Bounce 

[written 1744, published 1872] 

Ah Bounce^ ah gentj^ Beast ^ why wouldst thou dye. 
When thou had’st Meat enough, and Orrery 

Pope’s dog, Bounce, had ?)een entrusted to Lord Orrery, under whose 
care she died On 10 April 1744, he wrote to Orrery 

I dread to enquire into the part‘^ulars of Fate of Bounce Perhaps 
you conceald them, as Heav’n often does Unhappy Events, in pity to 
the Survivors, or not to hasten on my End by Sorrow I doubt not how 
much Bounce was lamented They might say as the Athenians did to 
Arcite, m Chaucer, 

Ah Arcite* gentle Knight* why would’st thou die. 

When thou had st Gold enough, and Emilye ? 

The couplet which follows was probably the last he ever wrote 
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Authors the world and their dull brams have trac d 818 

Awake, my St John^ leave all meaner thmgs 503 

Barrels conceal the Liquor they contain 290 

Begone ye Criticks, and restram your Spite 7 

Behold a Scene of Misery and Woe’ 267 
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Burnet and Du^it^ friends in spite 

But if to Solitude we turn our Eyes 

But Ministers like Gladiators live 

But our Great Turks in wit must reign alone 

But what avails to lay down rv^s for sense > 

Cibber’ write all thy Vers::s upon Glasses 
Close to the best known Author^ Umbra sits 
Close to the gates a spacious garf^en lies 
Comej fill the South-Sea Goblet full 
Come, gentle Air’ xb^^ohan Shepherd said 

Danmation follows Death in other Me^i 

Dear CoFnel’ Cobham^s and your Country’s Friend’ 

Dear, damn’d, distractmg Town, farewell’ 

Dear Mr Cromwell^ May it please ye’ 

Descend ye Nine’ descend and smg 

Did Milton’s Prose, O Charles, thy Death defend > 

Dorset, the Grace of Courts, the Muses Pride 

Each pretty Carecter with pleasmg Smart 

Fam would my Muse the flow’ry Treasures smg 
Fair charmer cease, nor make your voice’s prize 
Fair Mirrour of foul Times’ \;vhose fragile Sheene 
Father of All’ in every Age 
Fans agtmur, cedite fans ' 

Few words are best, I wish you well 

First in these Fields I try the Sylvan Strains 

Fly Fegascean Steed, thy Rider bear 

For whom thus rudely pleads my loud-tongu’d Gate 

Fraternal Rage, the guilty Thebes Alarms 

Friend’ for your Epitaphs I’m griev’d 

From fair Symxthis and her Faunus came 

From hour to hour melodiously they chime 

Go’ fair Example of untainted youth 
Go tuneful bird, forbear to soar 
Goddess of Woods, tremendous in the chase 
Grown old in Rhyme, ’twere barbarous to discard 

Hail, dear Collegiate, Fellow-Operator 
Hail sacred spring, whose fruitful stream 
Happy the man, whose wish and care 
He who beneath thy shelt’ring wmg resides 
Here Franas Ch — lies — ^Be civil’ 

Here lies a roimd Woman, who thought mighty odd 
Here 4 es Lord Conmgsby — be civil 
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